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The  ELBA  Project  [Greek]  [Mian]  [Lithuanian]  [Spanish] 


ELBA  project  (Electronic  Book  for  Adults)  is  a  three  years  of  European  experience 
that  lead  together  several  institutions  coming  from  different  European  countries  (Spain, 
Greece,  Italy,  Cyprus,  Lithuania  ).  In  this  section  of  the  e-Book  some  project  partners  wanted 
to  express  what  working  in  ELBA  has  meant  for  them  and  they  wanted  to  share  this  with  the 
wider  audience. 

One  of  the  partners  was  taking  part  in  ELBA  as  their  first  international  learning 
partnership  project.  In  their  experience,  this  was  a  great  opportunity  for  teachers  and  students 
to  improve  their  English  language,  ICT  and  literature  skills.  It  was  also  a  great  chance  to  meet 
people  from  different  European  countries,  to  know  their  culture  and  traditions,  to  learn  more 
about  adult  education  in  Europe. 

Another  partner  underlines  that  the  participation  in  the  ELBA  project  has  given  the 
opportunity  to  explore  a  field  that  was  not  very  practised  until  that  moment  (the  literature  and 
the  digitisation  techniques),  this  way  enriching  its  range  of  training  offer  and  allowing  the 
personnel  to  acquire  new  competences  and  establish  new  relationships.  This  has  given  a  great 
added  value  and  improved  the  "excellence"  activities;  these  achieved  results  will  surely 
positively  affect  the  future  plans  and  projects. 

Furthermore,  for  a  female  non-profit  association,  partner  in  the  project,  this  was  a  real, 
valuable  and  precious  "learning  experience".  Not  only  each  member  of  the  staff  was  involved 
and  developed  their  skills  in  relation  to  European  culture  and  ICT,  but  also  the  students  who 
participated  at  the  meetings  and  training  courses,  acquired  a  better  knowledge  of  the  English 
language  and  had  the  chance  to  share  different  cultures,  values  and  internationally  driven 
experiences. 

Another  important  thing  is  related  to  the  partnership:  the  ELBA  partnership  had  the 
chance  to  grow  years  after  years  developing  sounding  team  collaborative  skills,  tolerance  and 
respect  of  individual  and  cultural  differences.  The  final  reflection  addressing  cultural  issues 
comes  from  the  fourth  institution:  its  team  had  the  opportunity  of  participating  in  an 
international  project  cooperation  and  working  for  a  common  goal.  Working  in  groups  needs  a 
lot  of  organization  and  especially  when  these  groups  are  not  sharing  the  same  culture  and 
language.  What  ELBA  project  achieved  was  the  focus  on  common  characteristics  that  all 
human  have  and  forget  our  cultural  and  national  differences.  It  started  an  intercultural 
dialogue  and  we  all  learned  a  lot  from  each  other  having  in  mind  that  we  were  from  North, 
South  and  East  of  Europe. 

The  words  of  the  "Union  of  Informatics  Scientists  of  Viotia"  are  meaningful  and 
worth  to  be  quoted  here:  "The  project  itself  is  reaching  its  objectives  and  we  are  all  happy  and 
proud  because  we  contributed  to  this  outcome.  More  important  than  the  project's  outcome  had 
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been  the  overall  procedures  that  took  place  during  the  tree  years  of  cooperation.  Our  meetings 
as  well  as  the  cultural  events  that  co-existed  alongside  with  the  meeting  works  offered  to  the 
ELBA  partners'  team  the  opportunity  of  becoming  more  united  and  concrete  towards  our 
objectives.  The  feelings  that  we  all  in  our  team  shared  extend  not  only  to  the  satisfaction  of 
completing  successfully  a  project  but  especially  to  the  joy  of  making  friends  inside  the  ELBA 
partnership.  Friends  and  partners,  for  whom  we  share  the  same  feelings  of  having  promoted  a 
co-operation  to  an  intercultural  friendship." 

[Index] 
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PrOlOQUe  [Greek]  [Italian]   [Lithuanian]  [Spanish] 


We  are  plunged  into  a  world  of  deep  changes,  which  affect  the  way  to  communicate 
and  the  means  to  produce  are  taking  place.  Ways  and  means  closely  tightened  to  underpin  the 
so  called  Knowledge  Society. 

Across  human  history  the  accumulation  and  transmission  of  this  knowledge  has  been 
carried  out  through  books  and  libraries  and  the  education  systems.  At  present  key  elements  as 
libraries  and  schools  are  undergoing  a  deep  transformation  which  reflects,  on  the  one  hand, 
the  new  ways  of  editing  and  the  structure  and  organization  of  the  new  sort  of  library,  and,  on 
the  other  hand  ,  the  need  which  methods  of  education  and  pedagogy  will  evolve  towards  a 
lifelong  training.  In  addition,  the  queries  of  work  which  will  be  requested  in  the  rising 
Knowledge  Society  involve  an  increasing  amount  of  information  and  highly  dynamic 
knowledge  which  move  quickly  with  the  times. 

Within  this  general  framework  we  wanted  to  contribute  with  the  present  project  find 
new  ways  to  work  and  to  organize  the  work  -  coordinated  and  distributed  -  and  to  study 
experimental  new  methodologies  applied  to  the  edition  through  technical  skills  of  the  new 
task  requirements. 

By  organizing  our  work  we  also  became  aware  that  we  are  collaborating  to  cultural 
integration  with  the  countries  which  participated  in  the  project,  and  also  with  Europe,  through 
a  product  whose  content  historically  gathers  Poetry  as  one  of  its  most  sensitive  expressions  of 
culture. 

Thus  we  drew  up  a  European  Collection  of  Poetry  and  Art  since  19^^  century  until  the 
middle  of  20^^  century  of  the  countries  which  had  participated  in  the  development  of  the 
project.  We  started  our  work  drawing  up  the  contents  and  structure  of  the  electronic  book. 

Obviously  this  took  us  to  a  previous  study  of  Literature,  Culture  and  History  which 
encompassed  the  period  already  determined.  We  agreed  that  the  Collection  would  contain 
poems  of  fifty  selected  poets  of  each  participating  country. 

We  studied  the  cultural  and  historical  repertoires,  contexts,  the  similarities  between 
countries  and  we  had  the  chance  to  reflect  that  there  should  be  a  turnaround  in  the  cultural  use 
of  integration  of  Europe.  A  mutual  knowledge  to  underpin  the  European  common  which 
would  allow  a  rapprochement  between  cultures. 

The  result  of  this  work  was  a  collection  of  more  than  250  poems  belonging  to  writers 
of  five  countries  and  written  in  four  different  languages.  In  order  to  obtain  an  homogeneous 
product  we  took  English  language  as  the  communication  language  and  kept  our  own 
languages  to  express  diversity  within  the  unity.  It  was  necessary  hence  to  find  out  the 
translations  of  the  poems,  translate  them  if  there  were  no  translations  found  or  provide  a  short 
description  of  them.  The  final  outcome  was  a  multilingual  product. 
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The  accomplishment  of  this  previous  intellectual  work  seems  to  us  very  advisable 
before  starting  any  work  or  technical  process,  since  to  study  and  know  the  purpose  of  the 
tasks  we  are  carrying  out  always  stimulate  and  enrich  the  formative  process. 

Whether  if  they  are  focused  on  the  emergent  Knowledge  Society  the  main  thing  will 
be  the  content  and  the  techniques  we  use.  In  this  respect  it  should  facilitate  the  cultural 
creation,  its  dissemination  and  the  application  to  the  processes  of  producing  material  goods 
through  automatic  devices. 

Hitherto  we  have  focused  our  work  on  the  definition  of  the  realization  of  the  electronic 
book,  in  other  words  the  material  product  we  had  in  mind.  Firstly,  the  electronic  book  took  us 
to  the  study  of  the  nature  and  structure  of  this  sort  of  books.  Secondly,  to  learn  prior  the 
techniques  of  digitalisation  which  are  necessary  to  pass  from  the  content  of  texts  printed  on 
paper  to  the  new  electronic  supports.  And  to  experience  which  were  the  most  adequate  means 
to  be  used  in  our  own  case. 

These  tasks  were  distributed  among  the  cluster  of  participants  by  elaborating 
computing  tools  of  communication  among  the  different  associated  groups  of  the  project.  The 
learners  of  the  associated  institutions  got  involved  by  learning  the  techniques  of  digitalisation 
and  the  nature  and  structure  of  digital  books.  Thus,  we  have  suggested  a  subject  to  lifelong 
professional  learning  based  on  a  new  technology  of  digital  editing  which  has  a  strong 
multiplier  effect. 

Actually  in  the  forthcoming  future  most  of  the  information  will  circulate  on  a  digital 
basis.  We  think  that  the  qualification  on  these  techniques  hence  will  be  the  cornerstone  of  the 
diffusion  and  learning  of  other  techniques  which  will  be  expounded  and  explained  in  "digital 
texts",  with  the  facility  of  including  images,  audio,  and  links  to  videos  and  other  interactive 
tools  which  will  facilitate  training. 

Moreover,  due  to  the  truly  essence  of  the  electronic  techniques,  comparatively 
different  from  the  mechanical  ones  used  by  Guttenberg,  they  make  the  platforms  of  hardware 
necessary  to  the  digital  edition  of  simpler  use,  installation  and  maintenance  and  far  more 
economic  than  the  previous  methods  used  in  the  printed  edition.  It  becomes  easier  to  install 
small  factories,  even  at  home,  for  the  accomplishment  of  digital  edition  products  of  high 
quality. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  promotion  of  the  digital  edition  not  only  of  new  texts,  but  of 
texts  laying  in  our  libraries,  and  their  organization  in  digital  libraries  will  eventually  make 
easier  to  read  books  and  make  the  access  to  culture  within  everyone's  reach. 

We  finished  our  work  with  the  edition  of  an  electronic  book  on  a  hard  support,  entitled 
"European  Collection  of  Social  Poetry  and  Art  (1800-  1950).  The  tasks  undertaken  in  the  last 
stage  consisted  basically  on  the  design  of  the  structure  and  the  physical  accomplishment  of 
the  electronic  book. 

The  structure  was  determined  by  splitting  the  material  in  five  chapters  -  one  for  each 
collaborating  country.  Each  section  was  made  up  of  an  Introduction  which  shows  the 
historical  context  of  the  poetry  of  each  country,  an  index  of  the  countries'  poets  and  artists. 
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their  biographies  followed  by  the  poems  irrespectively  expounded  in  a  double  column  -  one 
with  the  poem  in  English  or,  if  missing  with  a  short  description/comment  to  the  poem,  and 
the  other  in  its  original  language.  Besides  it  contains  other  sections  dedicated  to  Prologue, 
Foreword,  Acknowledgments  and  Bibliography. 

The  navigation  throughout  the  book  is  made  through  series  of  links  (hyperlinks)  which 
start  off  an  initial  index  lead  us  to  each  one  of  the  chapters  and  from  the  indexes  of  the 
chapters  to  the  section  of  each  poet  and  suitable  return  links  to  make  the  navigation  through 
the  book  easier.  The  consequences  of  including  a  digital  book  in  the  net,  or  building  up  a 
digital  library  have  also  been  experienced. 

Besides  the  specific  final  product  which  was  the  main  goal  of  ELBA  project  and  the 
introduction  of  new  techniques  and  practices  we  highlight  another  objective  of  our  project 
which  is  the  use  of  coordinated  and  distributed  organization  in  the  development  of  the 
projects  and  the  experience  on  cooperative  work  using  computing  networks  distributed  in 
enlarged  geographic  scopes.  This  issue  should  be  included  as  a  learning  topic  within  the 
curricula  of  professional  training  institutions  to  help  setting  up  working  groups  located  in 
different  countries  and  geographical  regions. 

The  development  of  the  electronic  book  apart  from  the  technical  aspects  of  our  work, 
has  helped  us  to  know  each  other  through  the  definition  of  the  cultural  profiles  of  our  own 
countries  allowing  the  transfer  of  knowledge  and  therefore  an  integration  within  the  widened 
cultural  diversity  of  the  countries  participating  in  the  project.  In  addition,  as  the  process  of 
evolution  of  different  European  cultures  keeps  a  different  pace,  new  technologies  act  as  tools 
which  help  bridging  the  gap  between  individual  and  social  development  for  the  foundation  of 
a  common  European  soul. 

In  this  respect  and  within  the  new  framework  of  construction  and  of  intercultural 
dialogue,  ELBA  project  is  a  sample  of  co-joint  participation  in  the  creation  of  a  cultural 
network  set  in  the  complete  book  which  has  promoted  the  introduction  of  the  new 
technologies  and  has  given  way  to  a  fruitful  activity  of  cooperation  boosting  the  initiative  and 
responsibility  of  the  participants. 

Pilar  Catano  Canabal 
ELBA  Project  Coordinator 

[Index] 
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FO reword  [Greek]  [Italian]   [Lithuanian]  [Spanish] 

For  the  casual  reader,  the  following  selections  might  seem  at  first  glance  random; 
however,  while  examining  closely  these  poems,  one  can  see  under  the  prism  of  poetry  a 
number  of  aesthetic  and  philosophical  principles. 

One  can  also  hope  that  this  may  bridge  the  gap  between  what  is  particular  in  the 
experience,  and  what  is  universal  in  the  outlook  of  life  as  expressed  by  the  European  culture 
and  worlds. 

I  try  to  remember  how  the  qualities  of  the  mind,  considered  in  the  West  as  young 
people's  spiritual,  have  been  overlooked  in  the  European  society.  When  not  ignored,  they 
were  ridiculed  in  the  name  of  profit  and  on  the  basis  of  a  materialist  ideology. 

However,  freedom  of  individual  expression  constitutes  just  one  of  many  different 
aspects  of  human  creativity.  Poetry — as  we  have  observed — is  a  medium  best  suited  for 
maintaining  the  balance  between  the  two  realities  which  Europe  constantly  faces;  one,  being 
the  inner  reality  of  the  mind,  and  the  other,  the  reality  of  self-preservation  in  the  world  as  it  is. 

We  admire  the  balance  and  intellectual  restraint  attributed  to  Classicism.  It  appears 
inspired  by  the  classical  model  of  excellence  as  applied  to  contemporary  poetry,  even  though 
the  rules  that  govern  some  of  the  work  are  as  far  as  it  can  be  from  the  notion  of  classicist 
imitation  of  anybody  including  the  old  masters. 

Content  and  form  are  inseparably  interwoven.  A  poem  can  create  a  mood,  picture,  or 
feeling.  Poetry  usually  forms  words  or  messages.  A  poem  can  tell  stories  similar  to  a  folk  tail 
or  legend.  A  poem  written  in  any  style  often  resembles  the  rhythms  of  speech.  A  poem  written 
about  one's  life,  personality  traits,  and  ambitions.  Poetry  treats  a  serious  subject  sometimes 
with  humor.  Themes  are  usually  connected  to  love  and  romance. 

Poetry  which  holds  the  principles  and  ideals  of  beauty  which  are  characteristic  of 
Greek  and  Roman  art,  architecture,  and  literature. 

A  poem  speaks  to  a  listener.  A  poem  written  in  honor  of  the  people  of  all  nations  and  cultures. 
A  short  lyrical  poem  can  contain  poetic  thoughts.  Thoughts  and  themes  are  usually  connected 
to  love  and  romance.  The  closing  signature  often  includes  the  poet's  meaning  of  life  as 
perceived  by  the  poet  himself 

Poetry,  a  peaceful  and  idealized  scene,  tells  stories  about  heroes  of  a  bygone  age.  Poetry 
depicts  rural  life  in  a  peaceful,  romanticized  way. 


[Index] 
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Cypriot  Literature 
Overview 


The  Cyprus  selection  of  poetry  covers  a  period  from  1890  to  1974.  In  the  early  1878 
Cyprus  was  under  the  British  occupation  and  most  of  poets  were  into  myth,  Cypriot  tradition, 
hopes  and  feelings.  Their  main  language  at  the  time  was  the  Cypriot  dialect. 

Beginning  of  the  20th  century  literature  followed  the  Greek  style  of  poetry.  Greek 
language  was  at  that  time  the  main  writing  tool,  even  though  they  were  some  Turkish  Cypriot 
that  they  wrote  in  Turkish  their  poem  were  not  as  popular  within  the  island  as  the  Greek 
Cypriot. 

According  to  the  social  changes,  political  situation  and  after  the  Second  World  War, 
poetry  in  Cyprus  got  a  new  syle  of  poetry  enriched  by  new  sentimental  and  spiritual  character. 
After  the  national  revolution  against  British  in  1955,  the  freedom  and  justice  were  the 
influence  of  most  Cypriots  poets.  This  lasted  almost  5  years. 

[Index] 


riEplArmiri 


H  s7iiXoyf|  7ioir||idTC0v  KokunTSi  Tr|v  TispioSo  aTio  to  1890  |isxpi  to  1950  |is  PaaiKo 
KpiTTipio  TTjv  r||ispo|ir|via  jEwr[ar[q  tod  7ioir|Tf|(Kd7ioia  7ioif||iaTa  |i7iopsi  va  ypd(pTr|Kav 
apyoTspa). 

To  1878  r|  K'67ipo(;  Tispaas  gttiv  ayyXiKf|  KDpiapxia.Oi  gdvOtiksc;  5iaPicoar|(;  tcov 
KDTipicov  |ia^i  |is  TTjv  a|iop(pcoaid  aTiOTsA^saav  tod(;  7iapdyovTS(;  tiod  r|  7ioir|ar|  Kai  ysviKd  r| 
XoyoTSxvia  Sev  sixs  ttjv  ava|isv6|isvr|  s^sXi^rj.  Oi  TispiaaoTspoi  7ioir|TS(;  Tr|(;  stioxtj^; 
Tispiopi^ovTav  as  0s|iaTa  tiod  acpopoDaav  gttiv  KD7ipiaKf|  ^cof|  Kai  aziq  TiapaSoosic;  ttjc;. 
2'aDTd  s^scppa^av  Ta  aDvaia9f||iaTd  todc;  (aydTirj,  tiovo  yia  to  OdvaTO  Kai  tov  tioGo  yia 
sXsDOspia).  KDpia  yX6aaa  ypacpfjc;  r|  KD7ipiaKf|  biaXsKToq. 

And  tk;  apxsc;  tod  20od  ai6va,  OTav  tiXsov  r|  TiaiSsia  Kai  Ta  axoXsia  aD^dvovTai,  r| 
S7ia(pf|  |is  TOV  sXXaSiKo  x^^^po  Kai  ttjv  7ioir|ar|  ajiOTsXsi  ODaiaaTiKo  TiapdyovTa  5ia|i6p(pcoar|c; 
Tr|(;  v£6Tspr|(;  KD7ipiaKf|(;  Tioirjarjc;.  'Etgi  r|  sXXr|viKf|  yX6aaa  Kai  Ta  psD|iaTa  tiod  KDpiapxoDV 
aTOV  sXXaSiKo  x^^^po  9oc  KaOopiaoDV  tov  TpoTio  ypa(pf|(;  tcov  TispiaaoTspcov  7ioir|T6v  tod  20od 
ai. 
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r-opco  axa  |isaa  tod  20od  ai.  r|  7ioir|ar|  Tr|(;  K-OTipoi)  apxi^s^  va  Ssxsxai  STuSpdasic;  aTio 
xa  Evpmspa  SDpcoTiaiKd  psi3|iaTa  a(poi3  apKsxoi  KiJTipioi  ajioDSd^oDV  axiq  EDpco7iaiKS(; 
npcDTEVOvasq. 

H  T0DpK0KD7ipiaKf|  Koiv6Tr|Ta  avsSsi^s  7ioir|TS(;  tiod  sypa\|/av  Tioifniaxa  axriv 
ToDpKiKTi  yX6aaa. 

[Index] 
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Cypriot  Poets 

Vasilis  Michaelides 
Angelidou  Klairi 
Anthias  Tefkros 
Andreas  Pastelas 
Christofides  Andreas 
Alithersis  Glafcos 
Charalambides  Kyriakos 
Michanikos  Pantelis 
Kranidiotis  Nicos 
loannides  Klitos 
lerodiakonou  Andriana 
Joseph  Josephides 
Theoclis  Kouyialis 
Krallis  Manos 
Kiriacos  Charalambides 
Korfioti  -  Panayiotidou  Vera 
Lyssiotis  Xanthos 
Likavgis  Anthos 
Marangou  Niki 
Mavris  Christos 
Moleskis  Giorgos 
Montis  Costas 


Nicolaou  Theodosis 
Orphanides  Nikos 
Pashiardes  MichaUs 
Papaonisiforou  Myrianthy 
Patapiou  Nasa 
Peonidou  ElU 
Phihppou  -  Ladaki  Niki 
Phylactou  Takis 
Pierides  Theodossis 
PyUotis  Achilleas 
Savvidou  -  Theodoulou  Mona 
Stavrides  Phivos 
Stavrou  -  loannidou  Roulla 
Styhanou  Theodoros 
Theocharidou  lanthe 
Valdaserides  Pavlos 
Zafeiriou  Lefkios 
Zymboulakis  Stephanos  ) 
Kypros  Chrysanthis 
Neshe  Yasin 
Pitsa  Galazi 
NoraNadiarian 


[Index] 
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Michaelides  Vasilis  (1846  -  1917) 


Vasilis  Michaelides  was  born  in  small  village  called  Leukoniko  in  1 846  and  he  died  in 
1917  in  the  town  of  Lemesos(Limassol),  in  an  old  aged  house.  He  wrote  poetry  during  19th 
and  the  20th  century.  Most  of  his  poems  are  about  love  and  freedom.  He  writes  in  the  Cypriot 
dialect.  Some  popular  poems  are  9th  of  July,  chiotissa,  and  anerada. 
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O  Baaikr{q  Mixar|Xi5r|(;  yswfi9r|Ks  axo  Asdkovoiko  to  1846  Kai  TisGavs  to  1917  gtti 
As|isa6,  ^sxaa|isvo(;  Kai  7iapa|isXr||isvo(;  aTO  71tcoxoko|isio.  KopDCpaioc;  7ioir|Tf|(;  ttjc;  K-OTipoi) 
TOD  Tskovq  TOD  19oD  Kai  Tcov  apxcbv  TOD  20oD.  Lttiv  7ioir|af|  tod  SKcppd^si  ttjv  aycovia  Kai 
TOD(;  sGviKODc;  Kar||ioD(;  Tr|(;  KDTipoD.  'Eypa\|/s  6|ico(;  Kai  7ioif||iaTa  |is  spcoTiKo  Kai  koivcoviko 
7ispisx6|isvo.  Xpr|ai|i07ioisi  Kai  KaTa^i6vsi  ttjv  KDTipiaKfj  SidXsKTO.  Ta  tiio  yvcoGTd 
7ioif||iaTd  TOD,  r|  9r|  IodXiod,  r|  Xi6Tiaaa,  r|  AvspdSa. 
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ANERADA 


Back  in  the  place  where  I  my  life  began, 

A  budding  youth 

Already  throbbing  with  a  young  man's  pulse, 

My  fear  of  goblins  lately  overcome. 

No  longer  shy, 
I  venture  out,  my  curiosity  to  satisfy 

Near  by  a  river  ford 

My  eyes  a  vision,  a  dazzling  slender  form  did  glimpse. 

Cursed  may  the  moment  be! 

Unfortunate  me,  I  was  entrapped. 

Caught  in  the  noose,  held  tight  and  fast. 

Ensnared  a  pasture  like  a  lamb 
She  looked  at  me  and  the  place  lit  up 

My  mind  was  dazzled 

The  world  appeared  brighter  by  far 

She  smiled  at  me 

And  heaven  was  conjured  up 

I  was  dumbfounded,  stunned. 

At  once  I  lost  myself 

And  gaping,  spellbound  I  stood. 

Obvious  to  the  world 

"Come,  follow  me,"  she  said 

And  I  poor  fool,  smitten  in  my  heart 

Followed  in  her  path 

Mountains  we  crossed  and  blossom  -  covered  hill 

And  plains  with  thistle  clad 

Together  we  walked 

An  endless  walk 

Untiring  travelers  pressing  on. 


H  ANEPAAA 


Ithv  xwpov  tt'  avayidjBriKa  kqi  'koijo  avayidjvvou|JOuv 
Ki  apKEipa  vdKKOv  va  Aqxtoj,  tote^  s^n^onSlKCi  to 

^dj5Kia  KI  £V  £XWVVOU|JOUV  KI  E^ePhKO  va  5KiaV£UTdj. 

l£  |jiav  TTOTa|Jo5Kid(3aanv  piav  AuspHv  ExxidcririKa.  - 
v£i£v  KQEi  n  QToAaiJril-ouAa  t'  apviv  £15  tov  tqokkov  0 
axapo^  ETTKiaairiKa,  aviav  TTKiaaTsi  |j£^  oir\y  vopHv; 

AVTdV  |J£  £i5£V,  £(p£^£V  KI  0  VOU^  |JOU  £(p£VKldaTr|K£V  KI 

£(pdvnv  KoaiJO^  (pajT£p6^.'  Avidv  |jou  'xa|Joy£Aaa£v, 

TTapd5£iaO^  £TTAdaTnK£V  OpTTpO^  |JOU  KI  £|J£IVa  ^£p6^. 

EuTU(;  TO  TTQ^  |JOu  £xaaa,  ■  tov  koqijov  £AAna|jdvnaa  ki 
£|j£iva  xdaKOVTQ  Ppixio^-  EiTT£v  |jou:  «  EAa  KAou(3a 
|jou»,  KOI  'ttou  KopKid^  £TT6vr|aa  ki  £KAou9r|ad  Tq?,  o 

XavTog. 

Aaovia,  KdpTTOu^  kqi  pouvd  avTd|ja  £5Kia(3riKa|j£v 

y£|jdT'  a99ou^  ki  aYKa99£pd  q  QTpdTO  5£v  £T£A£iajvv£v 

KQI  5£v  £TToaTa9riKa|j£v  qTOuv  yia  AAdou  \}Q(;  xapd. 

'Etp£|J£v  |J£v  kqi  xda£i  |j£  KI  £Tp£|ja  |j£v  KQI  xdaoj  Tqv 

KQI  |J£V  Tq^  TTOJ  KQI  |J£V  |JOU  TT£i'  £5iliJ0UV  TqV, 
£KaUKOU|JOUV  KI  £Tp£|ja  |J£V  KQI  TTKldQOJ  TqV  KQI  YIVOU|J£V 

KI  01  5kuo  '  aTpaTTq. 
'  YaT£pa  ayoiav  TTapd5£iaov  £vav  (3ouvdv  £(pTdaa|j£v... 
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The  road  a  sheer  delight  to  us 

Scared  she  was  lest  she  should  lose  me 

Scared  I  was  lest  I  should  lose  her 

No  word  to  her  I  spoke  nor  she  to  me 

Thirsty  I  was  for  her,  inflamed  by  desire 

Yet  scared  I  was  lest  I  should  touch  her, 

Afraid  we  might  both  be  consumed  by  fire.... 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 
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Angelidou  Klairi  (1932) 

Klairi  Angelidou  was  born  in  Famagusta.  She  studied  Philosophy  in  Athens  and 
served  as  teacher  and  Headmistress  in  Secondary  Education.  She  was  elected  to  Parliament 
and  served  as  Minister  of  Education  and  Culture.  She  has  published  numerous  collections  of 
poetry,  as  well  as  prose  and  studies.  Among  other  distinctions  she  has  been  honored  by  the 
Universities  of  Athens  and  of  Thrace,  Greece. 
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rswfi9r|Ks  axriv  A|i|i6xcoaTO.  27ioi35aas  EXXr|viKf|  OikoXojia  axriv  A9fiva  Kai 
spydaxriKS  cdq  Ka9r|yf|Tpia  Kai  AisDOwxpia  Sx^^^i^^^  ^'^^  Msar|  EK7iai5sDar|.  E^sXsyr| 
PoDXsDTf|(;  Kai  D7ir|psTr|as  (Dq  YjiODpyoc;  YlaSEiaq  Kai  noXixiaiio-o.  E^sScoas  7ioir|TiKS(; 
avXkoysq,  Tis^d  Kai  [iEksTsq.  Msxa^ij  dXXcov  SiaKpiascov  Ti|ifi9r|Ks  ajio  to  navsTnaxfuiio 
A9r|v6v  Kai  ©pdKrjc;. 
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Cyprus  Goddess 


Sea-kissed  Aphrodite,  of  Paphos 

You  emerge  from  the  foam 

Sun-drenched,  beautiful  dressed. 

Goddess  of  Beauty 

on  the  seashores  of  Cyprus. 

The  Hours  will  dress  you  in  a  rose-hued  veil 

And  will  crown  you  with  ivy 

singing  of  the  coming  of  Adonis. 

And  he  comes  with  the  moonlight  so  manly. 

To  warm  love's  bed 

Sounding  the  depths  of  love. 

Bending  his  bow  towards  Aquarius, 

Who  scatters  red  roses, 

Cyprus  Goddess 

Translated  by:  Constantinos  Evangelides 


KunpiSa  Oeci 


GaAaaaocpiAriTn  AcppoSiin, 

riacpia, 
ava5u£aai  otto  tou^  acppou^ 
riAiOTTEpixuTH,  ajpiOTTA£^ou5n. 

Geo  tou  KoAAou^ 

Zt'  OKpoSaAaaai  ir\c;  Kuirpou 

Oi  Qp£^  9a  as  vtuqouv  to  po56xpoa 

TTETTAa 

KOI  |j£  Kiaao  9a  aiscpavdjaouv  to  KscpdAi  aou 

Tpayou5djvTa^  tov  £pxo|j6  tou  AScovq 

Ki  auTO^  £px£Tai  |j£  to  cpoj^  TOU  (p£yyapiou 

AppEVOJTTO^, 

va  ^EQTdvEi  Tqv  KAivq  Tq?  aydTTn^ 

(3u90|J£TpdjVTa^  TO  |J£Y£90^  TOU  £pajTa 

To^£uovTa^  KOTO  TOV  Y5pox6o, 

TTOU  QKOpTTQ  KOKKIVQ  TpiOVTOCpuAAo 

KuTTpi5a  0£a. 
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AUTUMN  IN  LICHTENSTEIN 


I  have  encountered  Autumn  in  Lichtenstein.  Its  carpets 

yellow,  red,  gold 

in  the  bushes,  on  the  grass  and  along  the  pavements 

raining  lightly  as  it  was 

a  tiny  porcupine 

took  cover  in  its  prickly  shell. 

And  I  was  awed  by  the  wisdom  of  God.  Schoolchildren 

with  sparkling  eyes  and  small  smiles 

at  the  corners  of  their  lips  hurried  past  me  in  their  colorful 

hoods.  Beauty  overflows  in  Lichtenstein 

in  the  blossoming  flowerbeds  at  every  corner, 

on  the  high  mountains  with  the  snowy  peaks  and  in  the 

eternal  brooks  of  the  Rhine  which  courses  divine 
to  meet  other  rivers.  The  castle  of  the  Prince  illuminates 

the  hearts  every  night  and  men  praise  God 
for  having  so  munificently  granted  beauty  and  tranquility. 

Lichtenstein,  29.10.2004 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


[Index] 


oeiNonnpo  zto  aixtenztain 


AvTd|j(joaa  to  cpOivoTTOjpo  qto  AixTEvaidiv.  Eix£  to  xaAia 

Tou  Kiipiva,  KOKKiva,  xpuad  qtou^  9d|Jvou^,  to  ypaai5i 

KOI  TO  KaAvT£pi|jia  ipiAoPpexs 

Kl  £Va(;  IJIKpO^  QKOVT^OXOlpO^ 

KpucpiriKE  qt'  QKavOwTO  Ka(3ouKi  TOU.  0au|jaaa  in  aocpia 

TOU  0£OU. 

To  QKoAiapoTTQiSa  |j£  iJQTia  aaTpacpTspa  ki  £va  piKpo 

XaiJoysAo  QTqv  OKpn  tojv  x^iAidJv  (SiaaTiKa  |j£ 

TTpoQTTEpvouaav 

(popcbVTQ^  Tl^  XPWPCITiaTE^  KOUKOUAs^  TOU^.  ZtO 

AixTEVQTdiv  n  o|JOp(pia  sivai  SiaxuTq 

qt'  av9ia|j£va  TTopTspia  as  koOe  ycovid, 

QTO  ipqAd  (3ouvd  |j£  xiovia|j£V£^  Kopcps^  kqi  qti^  asvas^ 

V£poaup|J£^  TOU  PnVOU  TTOU  KuAo  GiKO^ 

v'  avTapdjasi  t'  qAAq  TTOTa|jia.  0  TTupyo^  tou  npiyKriTTa 
Kd9£  (3pd5u  (pojTi^Ei  ti^  Kap5i£^  ki  oi  dvOpojTTOi  suAoyouv 

TOV  080  TTOU  TOaO  OTTAoXSpO  XdpiQE  Tqv  OlJOpcpid  KOI  TH 

yaAnvri. 
AiXTEVQTdiv,  29.  10.2004 
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Anthias  Tefkros  (1903  -  1968) 

Anthias  Tefkros  was  born  in  Kontea  1903  and  died  in  London  England  1968.  His  real 
name  is  Andreas  Paulou.  He  also  use  the  nick  name  Andreas  Philotheous,  also  C,  Rayias.  His 
main  poem  is  "Ta  sfirigmata  tou  aliti"  the  whistle  of  a  punk.  Mainly  in  his  poems  he  uses 
ironic  tone  and  also  he  is  very  sarcastic. 
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rswf|0r|Ks  axriv  Kovxsa  to  1903  Kai  TisOavs  axo  AovSivo  to  1  968.  To  TipayiiaxiKo 
TOD  6vo|ia  f|Tav  Av5psa(;  Hai3XoD-  KaTd  KaipoDc;  xP^^^M^^^^i^^^^  ^^^  oXka  \|/SD56vD|ia 
(Av5psa(;  OiXoOsod,  K.  Payidc;  K.d.).  To  arjiiavTiKOTspo  tod  spyo  sivai  «  Ta  a(pDpiy|iaTa  tod 
AXf|Tr|»,  TioD  TOY  Ka9isp6voDV  axa  vsosXXr|viKd  ypd|i|iaTa.  Lttiv  7ioir|ar|  tod  KDpiapxsi  r| 
sipcovsia  Kai  o  aapKaaiioq.  H  7ioir|af|  tod  sxsi  svtovo  koivcoviko  xocpocKTf|pa  Kai  (paivsTai  va 
sivai  d|isoa  S7ir|psao|isvr|  aTio  toy  K.  Bdpva}ir|. 
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SONG  TO  THE  SUN 


To  look  at  you  with  head  high  was  my  dream 

proud  voyager  of  the  heavens, 
Sun,  father  of  life,  worshipped  by  the  humble 
who  yearn  for  your  warm,  shining  embrace. 

To  see  celebrations  all  around,  everything  dizzy 
beneath  the  silver  laughter  of  your  light, 
in  the  flowers  and  trees  the  sap  flowing 

and  the  buds  awakening  from  their  sweet  sleep. 


TPArOYAI  ZTO  HMO 


No  GZ  KOITQ^O)  £'  TTOSnaO  |j'  0A6p90  TO  KEcpaAi, 

TT£pr|(pav£  Ta^i5£UTri  tojv  oupavojv, 

HAi£,  TTaT£pa  iq^  ^cor)^,  AaTp£ia  tojv  lamivajv, 

TTOu  AaxTapouv£  iq  9£p|Jn,  iq  (p(jOT£ivri  aou  oyKaAn 

Nav£  yiopTn  oAoTpoyupa,  to  TTavia  va  |j£9av£ 

KdTOj  qtt'  to  y£Aio  tou  (pojTO^  aou  TO  aaniJi 

QTdvBn,  Old  5£VTpa,  opiJriTiKd  va  Tp£xouv£  oi  xupoi, 

KOI  TO  |JTTOU|JTTOUKia  QTT'  TO  yAUKO  TOU^  UTTVO  VQ  ^UTTVdV£ 


Roses  bursting  forth,  jasmine  opening  and  in  the  breast 

where  the  heart  had  withered  and  aged 

youth  and  joy  triumphantly  becoming  masters, 

-let  the  crowds  of  humble  folk  stand  on  their  feet  - 

Translated  by:  John  Corbidge 


P65a  va  aKav£,  Yiaa£|jid  v'  avoiyouv,  koi  aTO  QTnBri, 

OTTOu  |japa^aja£  koi  Y£paa£  q  KOpSia, 

va  5ia(p£VT£iiJ0uv  9pia|j(5iKa  k'  q  viOTq  koi  q  xapa, 

-va  qtuAojSouv  qto  ttoSio  tou^  tojv  TaTT£iv(jjv  TO  TTAqSri  - 
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Christofides  Andreas  (1937  -  1998} 

Andreas  Christophides  was  born  in  Nicosia  in  1937  and  died  in  1998.  He  studied 
Philosophy  in  Athens,  and  Paedagogics  and  Mass  Media  in  the  US.  He  worked  in  Secondary 
Education,  and  in  Public  Broadcasting  as  Director  General.  He  also  served  as  Government 
Spokesman  and  as  Minister  of  Education  and  Culture.  He  wrote  and  published  numerous 
books  of  poetry,  prose,  essays  and  studies.  He  was  also  a  regular  contributor  to  dailies  and 
magazines  in  Cyprus  and  abroad.  He  was  honored  with  many  local  and  international  awards 
and  distinctions. 
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rswf|0r|Ks  axriv  AsuKcoaia,  a7roi35aas  OiXoaocpia  axriv  A9f|va  Kai  HaiSaycoyiKd  Kai 
Msaa  MaCp:r\q  Evr||ispcoar|(;  axriv  A|ispiKf|.  Epydaxr|KS  axr|  Msar|  EKTiaiSsDarj,  axr|  Ar||i6aia 
PaSiocpcovia  (Dq  AisD9Dvxf|(;  Hpoypa|i|idxcov  Pa5io(p6voD  Kai  rsviK6(;  AisD9Dvxf|(;.  AisxsXsas 
KDPspvTjxiKoc;  EK7ip6aco7iO(;  Kai  YjiODpyoc;  Yladsiaq.  'Eypa\|/s  7ioir|ar|,  Tis^d,  5oKi|iia,  [isksTEq. 
'Hxav  S7iiar|(;  xaKxiKoq  aDVspydxrjc;  s(pr||ispi5cov  Kai  7ispio5iK6v  xrjc;  K-OTipoi)  Kai  xod 
s^coxspiKoij.  Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  tioXXsc;  SiaKpiasic;,  xooo  S7iixo7iico(;  ooo  Kai  5is9v6(;. 
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PRAGUE,  June  30, 1968 


Do  not  wait  for  me  in  the  shadows  of  the  room 

each  night  as  I  open  the  door 

to  the  dull  hotel  where  I  am  staying. 

Do  not  wait  for  me  at  the  street's  bend 
where  I  turn 
where  I  start  wandering  aimlessly 

in  the  mornings 

and  do  not  even  come  to  Kanopiste 

as  I  ascend  the  steps  which  lead  to  the  castle 

and  I  will  try  to  forget  you 

in  the  two  slanted  eyes  which  won't  even  look  at  me 

so  that  later  I  ay  begin  putting  out  the  candles  as  in  a 

ritual 

with  the  bear  tips  of  my  fingers 

to  carry 

the  fire  from  the  point  where  it  burns 

to  the  point  where  it  simply  hurts. 

Iconographisi  Xeni,  1969 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


nPAFA  30  louviou  68 


Mq  |J£  TT£pi|j£V£i5  QTi^  OK\t(;  Tq?  KdiJapng 
Ka9£  (3pd5u  aav  avoiyoj  Tqv  TTopia 

QTO  TTAriKTIKO  ^£V050X£i0  OTTOU  5ia|J£V(jO. 
Mq  |J£  TT£pi|J£V£l^  QTH  QipOCpn  TOU  5p6|JOU  69£  TT£pvdj 

TO  TTpcoivd  KoSdj^  cipxi^oj  TaQKOTTQ  TT£pi5ia(3aa|jaTa 

Kl  OUT£  QTO  K0V0TTiaT£  VQ  £A9£I^ 

aav  9'av£(3aiv(jo  to  QKoAid  ttou  o5nyouv  qto  Kdaipo 

Kl  £YCjb  9a  5oKi|jaaaj  va  oz  ^£xdaaj 

|j£aa  oz  5uo  iJdiia  Ao^d  ttou  5£  9a  |j£  KOiTd^ouv  kov 

yia  v'apxiao)  apYdT£pa  T£A£TOupYiKd  va  aPnvoj  to  K£pid 

|j£  TO  yupvd  |JOu  5dKTuAa 

va  |j£Ta(p£p(jo 

Tr|  CpCOTld  OTTO  £K£i  TTOU  Kai£i 
£K£i  TTOU  OTTAoJ^  TTOV£i. 
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August  21, 1968 

«  virtuous  life  keeps  the  soul 
dry  and  intelligent.  » 

Heraclitus 

Liquid  soul  liquid  soul 

You  must  pass  through  fire 

must  know  hunger  thirst  illness  and  foremost  father  war 

do  not  die  during  sleep 

in  order  to  wake  without  memory  next  morning  sleep 

awake,  be  alert  in  your  dreams  resurrected  in  the  night 

and  die  at  dawn 

liquid  soul  liquid  soul 

remember  remember 

not  the  outlines,  the  details 

the  eyes  that  shut  the  pores  that  close  the  elongated 

shadows 

let  us  not  be  oblivious  in  sleep  liquid  soul 

each  moment  you  must  walk  backwards  experience  all 

that  is  rotten 

travel  with  the  black  birds 

ride  the  dark  horses 

nest  in  all  the  dim  places  with  the  bats  of  night  with  the 

bats  of  day 

and  do  not  allow  yourself  to  sleep  keep  seeing  do  not  shut 

not  for  a  moment  your  eyes 

when  you  pass  through  the  circles  of  pyre  remember 

as  you  dry  tears  with  the  flame  the  long  night's 

following  day  thunder  governs  all. 


Translated  by:  Irena  loaimides 


[Index] 

21  AuYOUOTOU  1968 

«aijr|  qiuxn  aocpoTCiTri  kqi 
api(jTr|» 

HpciKAEiTOc; 

Yypn  ipuxn  uypn  qjuxn 

0a  TTp£TT£l  Va  TT£paa£l^  OTTO  Tq  (pojTia 

va  yvajpia£i^  Tqv  miva  ir\  Siqja  Tqv  Tqv  appdjaiia 

KOI  TTpOTTOVTO^  TOV  TT6A£|J0  TTaT£pa 

|jr|v  TT£9aiv£i^  qtov  uttvo 

yia  va  ^uttvo^  t  oAAo  Trpoji  x^pi?  |Jvri|jr| 

va  KOi|jaaai  ^uttvio  va  Ypr|Yop£i^  qto  6v£ipa 

Tq  vuxTO  V  'avaaTaiv£aai 

KOI  va  TT£9aiv£i^  Tqv  auyn 

uypn  ipuxn  uypn  qjuxn 

va  9u|jdaai  va  9u|jdaai 

6X1  TO  TT£piYpd|J|JaTa,  TI^  A£TTT0|J£P£I£^ 

TO  IJOTia  TTOU  afEnVOUV  TOU^  ITOpOU^  TTOU  KA£iVOUV 

TI(;£TTI|JnKUa|J£V£gaKI£g 

Ijqv  £i|jaaT£  An9aioi  qtov  uttvo 

uypn  qjuxn 

Kd9£  QTiypn  va  TT£pTTaTa^  avaaTpocpa 

va  ^ria£i^  oAa  to  aa9pa  ttou  £upiaK£i 

va  Ta^i5£iiJ£i^  |j£  TO  ijaupa  ttouAio 

va  Ka(BaAAiK£iiJ£i5  to  aKOT£iva  dAoya 

Koupviaa£  a'oAa  to  ^o(p£pa  |j£pn 

|J£  Tl^  VUXT£pi5£^  TH^  VUXTO^ 

|j£  Ti^  vuxT£pi5£5  TH?  |J£pa5 

|jnva(p£9£i^va  K0i|jn9£i^ 

va  (3A£TT£i^  ijqv  KA£ia£i^  |jia  QTiyijri  to  ijotio 

OTOV  TT£pva^  OTTO  TOU^  TTUp(jO|J£VOU^  KUKAoU^ 

va  9u|jaaai  Ka9dj^  aT£Yvdjv£i^  to  5aKpua  |j£  ir\  cpAoya 

Tqv  dAAq  |J£pa  iriq  iJOKpuvr)^  vuxto^ 

TO  TTdvTO  oiaKi^£i  0  K£pauv6^. 
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DREAMS 

Dreams  walk  quietly  at  night 

they  return  to  the  common  places  of  the  first  days 

look  through  the  open  windows  at  those  who  sleep 

carefully  select  the  rooms  where  they  will  spend  the  night 

touching  defenseless  limbs  and  move  the  lids 

(as  if  behind  them  the  eyes  are  gazing  at 

the  infinite  curves  and  corners  of  the  universe  in  an 

endless  expansion) 

lightly  touching  the  unsuspecting  forehead  and  temples. 

With  dawn  they  return  to  the  tombs  of  their  childhood 

days. 

Conversations  of  the  night,  1979 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


Ta  'OvEipa 

Tq  vuxTO  TT£pTTaTOuv£  aiojTTnAd  TO  6v£ipa 

£TTiaTp£(pOUV  QTOU^  KOIVOU^  TOTTOU^  TOJV  TTpdjTOJV  r||J£pWV 

KOITd^OUV  OTTO  T'OVOIXTQ  TTOpaSupa  TOU^  KOI|Jia|J£VOU^ 

£TTlA£YOUV  |J£  TTpoaOXn  TO  5(jO|jdTia  OTTOU  9a 

5iavuKT£p£uaouv 

qjououv  TO  avumpaaTTiaia  |j£Ar|  kqi  kivouv  to  (3A£(papa 

(oj^  TTiaoj  Tou^  TO  iJOTia  avTiKpu^ouv£  a£  aT£A£iajTO 

OTTAcoija 

Tl^  dTT£ip£^  Ka|JTTUA£^  KOI  Tl^  yajvi£^  TOU  aU|JTTaVTO^) 

£Aa(ppd  £yyi^ouv  to  avuTTOTTia  pnajira  kqi  tou^ 

KpOTdcpOU^. 

M£  Tqv  auyn  Yupi^ouv£  qtojv  TTaiSiKOJv  Kaipwv  Toug 

TOCpOU^. 
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Alithersis  Glafcos  (1897  -  1965) 

Glafkos  Alithersis  (1897-1965),  one  of  the  most  prolific  and  active  poets  between  the 
wars,  lived  his  most  creative  years  in  Alexandria  (1919-1963).  His  first  collection  of  poetry. 
Little  Blue  Rings  1919,  was  dedicated  to  Palamas.  The  lyricism  that  characterizes  his  poetic 
incursions  into  poetry  of  the  Palamas  style,  also  typifies  that  of  his  next  collection:  KpivdKia 
TOD  yiaXo'6(1921).  The  Secret  Dinner  (1944;  second  ed.  1956)  is  perhaps  the  most  perfect  of 
his  works 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  As|isa6  to  1897  Kai  7is9avs  to  1965.  To  TipayiiaTiKo  tod  6vo|ia  f|Tav 
Mix6Xr[q  XaT^r|5r||ir|TpioD.  'E^rjas  yia  noXka  xpovia  aTrjv  AXs^dvSpsia,  otiod  aDv5s9r|Ks 
aTSvd  |is  TOD(;  sksi  7rvsD|iaTiK0D(;  kdkXodc;.  E7ir|psdaTr|KS  aTio  Ta  7ioir|TiKd  psD|iaTa  Tr|(; 
A9f|va(;  (Ylaka^ia,  FpDTidpri,  MaXaKdarj)  Kai  aDTf|  r|  STiiSpaarj  sivai  s|i(pavf|(;  gto  spyo  tod. 
Sttiv  AXs^dvSpsia,  otiod  Ta  xpovia  SKsiva  Ssotio^s  r|  7ioir|TiKf|  |iop(pf|  tod  Kapdcprj,  o 
AXi9spar|(;  9a  syKaTaXsi\|/si  toy  KaPacpiKo  kdkXo  Kai  9a  7iapa|isivsi  cdq  to  xskoq 
avTiKaPa(piK6(;.  Ta  7ioif||iaTd  tod  Ta  xo^pocKTripi^si  o  svtovoc;  Xvpiaiioq,  nov  o5r|ysiTai  &  sva 
Pa9D  |iDOTiKio|i6.  EKxoq  and  7ioir|ar|  sypa\|/s  5ir|yf||iaTa,  Ka96(;  Kai  5do  TpaycoSisc;. 
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To  My  father 


Fraudulent  time,  the  usual  traitor,  had  already 
whitened  your  hair  when  I  met  you,  an  old 

Crippled  man,  one  leg  upon  the  ferry 
that  was  to  carry  you  to  Acheron's  darkness. 

Now  I  can  imagine  you  in  your  prime, 

the  handsome  farmer,  innocently  strong, 

a  ploughman  for  Messaria, 

a  God  for  your  simplicity; 

Bending  on  the  handle  of  plough 

to  toil  for  future,  or  at  leisure 

in  the  evening,  taking  delight  in  the  heroic. 

Legend  of  your  race,  while  I,  your  child, 

your  poet, 

pulsed  and  thrived  in  your  blood. 

Translated  by  :Andonis  Decavalles 


ZTON  HATEPA  MOY 


l£  yvwpiaa  aairpiaiJEvo,  an'  tov  TrpoSoin 

Ki  uTTOuAo  xpovo,  yspo  KOI  aaKdin, 

aav  TO  'va  tt65i  qou  oir\  (SapKO  ETTairi, 

TTOu  qt'  Axspouaia  9a  as  oSnyas  qkoth. 

l£  (pavTd^o|jai  Tojpa  ottco^  oir\  viOTq 

QOU,  SuvoTO  KOI  ^syvoiaQTO  xwpiairi, 

QTH?  MsaapiCK;  tou^  kqijttou^  ^EuyoAdTn, 

KI  copaio  |j£aa  oir]  Qmr]  aou  aiTAoTn, 

aKU|j|j£vo  QTO  x^pouAia  t'  aAsTpiou, 
va  iJOXTd^  yia  to  ijeAAo,  q  ainv  apyia 
Tcov  5£iAiv(ijv,  va  lepmaai  qtou  Aaou 

Tqv  npwiKn,  |ju9iKriv  moTTOiia, 

KOI  |j£aa  QTHv  ispq  auyKivnar)  aou, 

va  acpu^oj  sydj,  TiaiSi  aou  koi  TTOiriTn^  aou! 
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Charalambides  Kyriakos  (1940) 

Kyriakos  Charalambides  was  born  in  Famagusta  in  1940.  He  studied  History  and 
Archaeology  in  Athens.  He  worked  at  the  Cyprus  Broadcasting  Corporation  and  retired  as 
Head  of  Radio  Programmes.  He  has  published  numerous  collections  of  poetry,  translations 
and  essays.  He  has  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry,  the  Prize  for  Poetry  by  the 
Academy  of  Athens,  the  National  Prize  for  Poetry  in  Greece,  and  the  Cavafy  Prize  in  Egypt. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  A|i|i6xcoaTO  Kai  a7ioi35aas  laxopia  Kai  ApxaioXoyia  axriv  A9f|va. 
EpydaxriKS  axo  PaSiocpcoviKO  15pD|ia  K-OTipoi)  aji'oTiOD  a(pD7ir|psxr|as  ajio  xr|  9sar|  xod 
AisD9Dvxf|  Hpoypa|i|idxcov  Pa5io(p6voD.Ar||ioaisDas  7ioir|ar|,  XoyoxsxviKsc;  [isxacppdasK;, 
5oKi|iia.  Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  xo  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  axrjv  K-OTipo  Kai  axrjv  EXXdSa,  |is  xo 
BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  xrjc;  AKa5r||iia(;  A9r|v6v  Kai  |is  xo  BpaPsio  Kapd(pr|  axrjv  AiyDTixo. 
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Missing  Person 


The  old  man  tied  his  leg  to  the  chair, 

intending  to  sleep  deep  down  in  Hades, 

when  suddenly  he  heard  his  son  saying 

"Don't  die,  father,  hang  on,  I'm  coming." 

His  son  spoke  from  behind  the  mountain, 

hedged  round  with  iron  pitchforks, 

he  had  a  curved  waist,  his  hands  were  tributaries. 

"Father  I'm  alive  I  tell  you,  I'well. 

My  strength  has  become  a  plate  of  broth. 

I'm  hungry,  I'm  shivering,  but  it's  nothing. 

Or  if  if  I  died,  it's  only  raining  -  it  must  be  an  illness. 

In  my  murderer's  hand  I  count  a  thousand  drops  of  blood. 

I  brush  off  the  fly  of  life,  weep  in  secret,  and  send  you 

my  being  to  keep  -  no  tears,  father." 

The  old  man  sat  up  straight  in  his  black  breeches 

and  filled  his  surroundings  with  a  wild  lament. 

And  he  managed,  for  his  child's  sake, 

to  turn  his  grief  into  white,  into  saffron  stones. 

Through  the  deep  arch  and  the  window  he  struggles 

to  grasp  the  Morning  Star,  his  son's  leg. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


OArNOOYMENOZ 


0  ytpoq  tbiUi  TO  tt65i  tou  otto  thv  KopsKAa 

KOI  QKOTTEUE  VO  KOI^nSsi  KQldxaiJa  QTOV  'ASq, 

OTQv  avTJKpuas  TO  yio  lou  va  tou  Kzzw 
«naT£pa,  ijqv  TT£9aiv£i^,  QTdaou  ki  £pxo|jai». 

niaoj  OTTO  TO  pouvo  |jiAoua£  o  yio^  tou 
TT£pi(ppay|j£vo^  |j£  TO  ai5£pa  5iKpdvia 

KOI  |J£  KQIJTTUAn  |J£an  KOI  |J£  X^piCI  TTOpOTTOTaiJa. 

«naT£pa,  ^oj  aou  A£Cjo,  £ivai  KoAd. 

H  5uva|jri  |jou  Yiv£Tai  pia  qouttq  Kp£aT05. 

n£ivdj  KOI  Tp£|jaj,  oAAd  5£v  £ivai  tIttotq. 

'H,  av  TT£9aivaj,  (3p£X£i  -  appdjQTia  9a  'vai. 

Zto  x^pi  TOU  (povid  |JOu  va  |j£TpcJb  x'Aia  aipaTa. 

Tq  ijuya  tou  9avdT0u  Siojxvoj,  KAaioj  Kpucpd,  aou  aT£AAaj 

Tqv  uTTap^n  |jou  va  Tqv  aK£TT£i^,  dxi  KAdiJOTO,  TTaT£pa». 

0  Y£po^  avaKd9ia£  oir]  paupn  (SpdKO  tou 

KI  £(3aA£v  dypio  9privo  yupoj  yupoj. 

Kai  TO  KaT6p9aja£,  yia  tou  ttqiSiou  tou  to  xciTHpi, 

Ai9dpia  0  9privo^  daTTpa  KpoKcoTd  va  Yiv£i. 

M£  TO  Pa9u  aYajvi^£Tai  TTapd9upo  koi  to^o 

va  TTida£i  Tov  auY£piv6,  tt65i  tou  yiou  tou. 
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Michanikos  Pantelis  (1926  -  1979) 

His  first  poems  were  published  in  a  magazine  called  Kipriaka  Grammata  (Cyprus 
letters)  in  1952  until  1954,  He  awarded  first  price  on  poetry  from  the  above  magazine.  He 
writes  in  plain  language. 
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HpcoTOTiapoDaidaxriKS  axa  rpd|i|iaTa  |isaa  aTio  xiq  aTr\kEq  tod  TispioSiKOD  KDTipiaKd 
rpd|i|iaTa  TO  1952.  To  1954  7if|ps  7ip6TO  PpaPsio  aTOV  HavsXXf|vio  5iaycovia|i6  tiod 
TipoKTipD^av  Ta  KDTipiaKd  rpd|i|iaTa.  O  X6yo(;  tod  sivai  jvr\aioq,  l^Eoxoq  aXka  Kai  aiikoq  tiod 

llOld^Sl  |IS  KODPsVTa  TIOD  aKODSK;  GTOV  5p6|io. 
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LETTER. 

My  dear  mother 

Your  love, 

I  must  inform  you 

Is  burdening  my  life, 

In  this  place  there  is  no  alternative  for  me. 

I  walk  the  streets 

With  my  existence  written  on  the  soles  of  my  shoes 

Squeezed  by  every  step  I  take. 

At  one  time  or  another  we  take  off 

A  shoe  and  fling  it  into  the  air 

For  we  simply  have  to  play. 

One  day  I  might  succeed  in  losing  it 

In  the  noise  of  the  crowd,  together  with 

What  has  been  written  underneath  it. 

You  told  me  not  to  do  this  sort  of  thing 

But  I  am  just  writing  to  tell  you  that 

I  cannot  do  otherwise. 

I  cannot  begin  to  thank  you. 

Your  love  drags  me  by  the  hair 

And  diminishes  my  strength  at  this 

Critical  moment  when  I  am  fighting 

With  my  whole  being  to  refresh 

My  dizzy  convictions  only  by  a  handkerchief  dipped  in 

blood. 

Translated  by:  Lawrence  DurrelF 


[Index] 


rpd|j|ja 

AyaTTnTn  |jou  pnispa, 

H  AydTTn  aou, 

as  TTAnpocpopoj 

|jou  5uaKoA£U£i  ir\  ^ajr]. 

E5dj  TTspa  5£v  UTTdpxsi  dAAq  M^oboc;. 

TTEpTTaTOJ  QTOU^  5p6|JOU^ 

|j£  Tqv  uTTap^n  |jou  ypa|j|j£vr|  kotoj  qtt'  to  TraTTOUTQia  |JOu, 

TTOu  TH  ^ouAsi  TO  koQe  |J0U  TTOTniJa. 

Kapid  (popd  (3yd^ou|j£  to  ttottoutqi  pa^ 

KOI  TO  TT£Td|J£  QTOV  OEpa, 

yiOTi  £ivai  avdyKn  va  ttqI^ouije. 

KoTTOia  |j£pa  iJTTopsi  va  to  xdcroj  psaa  a'  auTq  Tqv 

oxAo(3ori 

IJO^i  |J£  6,TI  £X£I  Ypa|J|J£VO  OTTO  KOTOJ. 

Eau  |JOu  £iTT£^  va  |jr|v  to  kovoj  6A'  auTd. 

Ma  aKpi(3a)^  aou  ypdcpoj  yia  va  oz  TTAnpocpopnaoj  ttoj^ 

5£VYiv£Tai  5ia(pop£TiKd. 

A£v  iJTTopoj  va  a'  £uxapiaTria(jo. 

H  aydTTH  aou  |j£  Tpa^d  otto  to  |jaAAid,  otov  £Ydj  |jdxo|jai 

oAdK£po^, 

|J'  OTTOaTTd  5uvd|j£i^, 

auTn  Tqv  Kpiaipn  aTiypn, 

TTOU  |jdvo  |j£  iJavTnAia  (3p£|j£va  aTO  aipa 

TTpoaTTa9ou|j£  va  5poaiaou|j£  to  ij^cotto  tojv  ^aAia|j£V(jov 

|ja^  TT£TT0i9ria£ajv. 

«nap£KKAia£i9>  1957 
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Kranidiotis  Nicos  (1911  -  1997) 

Nikos  Kranidiotis  was  born  in  Kyrenia  in  191 1,  and  died  in  Athens  inl997.  He  studied 
in  Athens  and  in  the  USA.  He  worked  as  a  teacher  in  Secondary  Education,  and  served  as 
Ambassador  of  Cyprus  to  Greece.  He  wrote  poetry,  prose,  literary  criticism,  essays,  etc.  He 
was  a  member  of  the  group  which  produced  the  periodical  "Cyprus  Letters,"  for  which  he  was 
awarded  the  Gold  Medal  of  the  Academy  of  Athens. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axriv  Kspwsia  to  1911  Kai  7is9avs  to  1997.  STio-oSaas  gttiv  A9f|va  Kai 
A|ispiKf|,  SiSTsXsGS  Ka9r|yr|Tf|(;  Msar|(;  EKTiaiSsDarjc;  Kai  HpsaPrjc;  ttjc;  KiJTipoD  gttiv  EXkada. 
'Eypa\|/s  7ioif||iaTa,  KpniKsq  K.a..  AistsXsgs  [lEkoq  tod  TispioSiKOD  KDTipiaKd  rpd|i|iaTa  yia  to 
OTioio  PpaPsDTTiKs  |is  TO  XpDoo  MsTCxXXio  TTjc^  AKa5r||iia(;  A9r|v6v. 
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Europe  in  Kerkyra  H  Eupconrj  arriv  KspKupa 

Written  on  the  occasion  of  the  Corfu  rpdcprriKE  |j£  Tr|v  EUKOipla  rnq 

European  Council  Summit  (June  24      EupconaiKnq  ZuvoSou  Kopucpnq  ornv 


-  25  ,1994) 


That  night  in  June 

Spianada  was  full  of  people. 

Sitting  at  an  open-air  coffee  shop  as  I  was 

everyting  passing  before  me  like  visions. 

And  then  you  came,  a  cool  breath  of  wing, 
holding  all  the  stars  in  your  apron. 

I  looked  up:  the  sky  was  bare 

You  had  wrapped  yourself  in  the  Zodiac's  ring 

and  Sagittarius  was  sparkling  in  your  hair. 

You  touched  me  and  my  body  and  sould  bloomed 

a  new  sprout. 

Our  bodies  merged 

and  our  loins  shone  like  lightning. 

I  said  to  you: 

Wear  the  moon  in  your  hair  no  more, 

the  Summint  is  underway 

and  everyone  is  protesting 

that  you  have  taken  the  full  moon  from  the  Castle. 

But  obstinate  you  held  it 
around  your  naked  body  like  a  tunic. 

I  was  on  fire,  nto  saying  a  word, 

since  the  wind  was  stealing  my  breath, 

turning  it  into  an  echo  in  the  night. 


KEpKupa  (1994) 


KeIvo  to  (3pa5u  tou  louviou 

ri  iTTiavaSa  niav  y£|jdTn  Koapo. 

Ka96|JOuv  a'  £va  uiraiSpio  KOcpsvEio 

Ki  oAa  TT£pouaav£  aav  OTTiaaiE^  iJirpoaid  pou. 

Yaispa  rip9£^,  SpEaspn  TTvor)  av£|jou, 

KpaTdJVTQ^  QTHV  TTOSlQ  QOU  OAO  T'  dQipa. 

KoiTO^a  ettovoj:  0  oupavo^  niavs  oSeio^. 

Eix£?  ^ojQTEi  Tov  kukAo  tojv  ^OjSiOJV 

KI  £Aa|JTT£  0  To^OTH^  QTO  |jaAAid  aou. 

M'  ayyi^E^  ki  av9ia£ 

v£o^  (SAaQTO^  TO  adj|ja  ki  q  qjuxn  |JOu. 

Z|ji^av£Ta  KopiJia  \\oc; 

KI  £Aa|JiiJ£  aaipaTTri  q  oacpu  pa^. 

Zou  £iTTa: 

Mq  cpopa^  oAAo  to  (p£yyapi  aia  |jaAAia  aou, 

yiOTi  £ivai  Twpa  to  Zuv£5pio  Kopucpq^ 

KI  oAoi  5ia|japTupovTai 

TTOu  TTrip£^  Tqv  TTava£Ar|vo  ott'  to  KaaTpo. 

O|jcj05  £au  |j£  TT£ia|ja  Tqv  KpaTOua£^ 

qt'  oAoyupvo  Kop|ji  aou  aav  xiTOJva. 

Eyo)  (pA£Y6|J0uva,  x^pi?  v'  aSpojaoj  A£^r|> 

yiOTi  £TTaipv£  o  aY£pa^  ir\  AaAia  pou, 

Tqv  £Kav£  nx^  |J£aa  aTq  vuxtq. 
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a  psalm  of  the  church,  a  cry  of  Cyprus. 

Just  as  the  trumpets  sounded  at  the  Castle 

glorious  we  both  entered 

tche  palaces  of  Michael  and  Georgios. 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


qjoAiJO  Tq?  SKKAnaid^,  Kpauyn  irj?  Kuirpou. 

Oao  TTOu  nxnc^c(V£  01  aaATTiyye^  qto  Kaaipo 

KOI  |JTTriKa|j£  Ki  01  5uo  Y£|jdTOi  kAeo^ 

qt'  avdKTopa  tojv  MixaqA  kqi  rsajpyiou. 
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LITTLE  TOWN  OF  CYPRUS 


0  little  town  of  Cyprus  under  clear 

Deep  sapphire  skies,  In  your  pure  atmosphere 

Fond  memory  lies 

Of  many  a  youthful  year. 

Bold  were  the  schemes  And  fresh  the  dreams 

Voluptuous  innocence;  Now  storm  and  wrack  Turn  my 

thoughts  back 

Away  from  passions  tense. 

0  little  town,  hold,  hold  tonight 

My  thoughts  in  tenderness.  Illusion  drove  me  in  wild  flight 

Far  from  the  shore  that  stretches  bright 

In  pebbled  loveliness. 

Translated  by:  Andre  Michalopoulos 


nOAH  MIKPH  THZ  KYHPOY 


rioAn  piKpn  iq^  Kunpou,  |J£  TO  Siauyr) 

OTTO  yoAd^io  aoTTcpEipo  oupavov! 

Uzq  oir\y  aiijoacpaipa  aou  q  n^ovr) 

TTAavaiai  tojv  vsaviKdjv  |jou  etojv. 

H  qSovri  tojv  ToA|jr|paJV  ax£5i(jov, 

TCOV  TTpd)l|Ja)V  ayVOJV  £TTl9u|JldJV... 

Ki  n  aKEipn  |JOu  oj^  vauayniJSvo  ttAoIov 
yupvoEi  as  ot  qtt'  ti^  TpiKupis^  tojv  TraSdjv. 

KpaTqaE  -  Kpainas,  ttoAh,  aiTOiiJE  ipucpspd 
TH  iJvrnjq  |JOU,  ki  oSnynas  |J£  ttoAi 

TO^lSEUTn  XIIJOIpOTTAOKO,  VOSpCt 

£^op|jr|Tri  qtt'  to'  ojpaio  aou  OKpoyiaAi. 
«  Zttou5£9> 
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loannides  Klitos  (1944) 

Klitos  loannides  was  born  in  Moutoulas  village,  in  1944.  He  studied  in  Cyprus  and 
France  where  he  received  his  Ph.D.  in  Philosophy.  He  has  worked  as  a  teacher,  lecturer  and 
researcher.  He  has  published  poetry,  essays,  studies,  monographs  and  numerous  books  on 
Oral  History.  He  has  written  and  published  the  History  of  Contemporary  Cypriot  Literature 
and  numerous  books  on  Orthodoxy  and  Philosophy.  He  is  a  regular  contributor  to 
newspapers,  magazines,  radio  and  television. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  GTO  MoDTOD^d,  TO  1944.27io'65aas  axriv  K-OTipo  Kai  axri  TaXkia.  Eivai 
KdT0X0(;  5i5aKTopiKOT3  axri  OiXoaocpia.EpydaxriKs  aav  5daKaXo(;,D(pr|yr|Tf|(;  Kai 
spsDvr|Tf|(;.'Eypa\|/s  Kai  5r||ioaisDas  7ioir|ar|,5oKi|iia,  |isXsTS(;,|iovoypa(pis(;  Kai  7iXr|06pa 
PipXicov  Hpo(popiKf|(;  IaTopia(;.'Eypa\|/s  Kai  5r||ioaisDas  Tr|v  laxopia  Tr|(;  2i3yxpovr|(; 
Ku7ipiaKf|(;  AoyoTSxviac;  Ka96(;  Kai  7iXr|06pa  PipXicov  yia  Tr|v  Op9o5o^ia  Kai  ttj 
OiXoaocpia.Eivai  xaKxiKoq  aDvspydTr|(;  s(pr||ispi5cov,7ispio5iK6v,TOD  pa5io(p6voD  Kai  ttjc; 
Tr|Xs6paar|(;. 
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NEOLITHIC  AGE 


In  your  recent  song 

beloved 
your  write  consolingly 

"I  am  you" 
and  the  potter's  field 

was  replaced 
by  the  field  of  love. 

You  were  pierced  by  a  lance,  you  said, 

and  the  impenetrable  hills 

of  time 

were  silenced. 

Janus  was  overcome. 

On  these  Alps  of  recognition 

were  heard 

ories  of  love 

indifference  reigned. 

See  how  we  swallowed 

the  summit  of  grief 

the  Rhine  of  the  devil. 

And  I  come 

partaker  of  the  divine  nature 

man  and  god 

to  taste  your  forbidden 

Sinai 

the  indifference  of  your  endless 

lust. 

Thus  I  gecame  familiar 

with  the  occult  life 
of  the  gulf  of  your  loins 


NEOAI0IKH  EnOXH 

Ito  TTpoacpoTO  da|ja  aou 

a5£A(pi5ri 

YpdcpEi^TTapnyopnTiKa 

TO  «£i|jai  £au» 

Ki  avTiKaTaaTd9r|K£ 

0  aypo^  Tou  KspaiJEcoq 

|j£  Tov  aypo  TOU  spajTO. 

Aoyxri  £K£VTr|9ng,  eItte^ 

KOI  aiynaav 
t'  aSiOTTspaaTa  (3ouva 

TOU  xpovou. 
NiKri9r|K£0  lavo^. 

Zti^  'AAtt£i^  auT£^  Tq?  avayvdjpiari^ 

aKouQTriKav 

oAaAyiJoi  EpcoTiKoi 

nxncjs  n  aSiacpopla. 


I50U  TTOJ^  KOTOTTOVriSriKE 

n  Kopucpn  TH^  SAiipn? 

0  Privo(;TOu  5iap6Aou. 

Ki  £pxo|jai 

Koivcovog  9£iag  cpuaEcog 

KOI  9£dv9pajTTO^ 

va  Y£UT(Jb  TO  aTTaYop£U|j£vo  aou 

Zivd 

Tqv  QKnSia  Tq?  aT£p|jovn?  aou 

n5ovri^. 

'ETai  yvdjpiaa 
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the  black  forest  of  your  embrace. 

Life  giving  spring 

and  idleness  of  zeal 

you  cried  out, 

the  limits  of  my  body 

the  limitsof  my  tongue. 


Translated  by  :  Rea  Frangofmou 


Tr|V  OTTOKpUCpn  ^(jOn 

Tou  iJopcpiKOu  aou  koAttou 

TO  |j£Aava  5pu|j6  Tq?  ayKoAid^  aou. 

Zajo56xo^  Trnvn 

KOI  pa9u|jia  ^qAou 

av£Kpa^£^, 

TO  opia  TOU  aojiJaTO^  pou 

TO  opia  TH^  yAojaaa^  |Jou. 
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lerodiakonou  Andriana  (1952) 


Andriana  lerodiaconou  was  born  in  Nicosia  in  1952,  and  attended  The  English  School. 
After  graduating  from  Oxford  University  with  a  degree  in  Biochemistry,  she  pursued  a  career 
as  a  foreign  correspondent.  She  lives  in  France  with  her  family.  She  has  been  publishing 
poetry  since  1980.  Her  work  has  appeared  in  a  wide  range  of  literary  magazines  in  Cyprus 
and  abroad,  and  has  been  included  in  several  anthologies. 
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rswf|0r|KS  axri  AsDKCoaia  to  1952.0oiTr|as  axriv  AyyXiKf|  axoXf|  Kai  aKoXo'69co(; 
aTio-oSaas  Pioxr||isia  axo  navs7iiaTf||iio  ttjc;  0^(p6p5r|(;.Zsi  axri  TaXkia  |is  Tr|v  oiKoysvsid  Tr|(;. 
EpydaxriKS  (Dq  ^Evoq  avTa7iOKpiTfi(;.rpd(psi  Kai  Srnioais-osi  7ioir|ar|  Kai  Tis^oypacpfniaxa  ajio 
TO  1980. 

[Index]  [  Cypriot  Poets  ] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


39 


[Index] 


Breughel  the  Elder:  The  fall  of 
Icarus 


Know,  that  what  the  Fates  have  given  you 

They  denied  to  others.  And  besides: 

It  is  a  glorious  thing,  but  bitter. 

The  fair  day,  the  horse-plough  in  the  sun 

Are  not  for  you;  your  lot,  to  see 

With  clarity  that  Icarus  is  falling  - 

(you  have  the  meaning  of  it)  -  in  the  water. 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


Breughel  o  npsaPuTEpoq:  H  nrcbari 

TOU  ^iKQpOU 


z£p£,  OTI  aUTO  TTOU  QOU  SSOOKOV  01  MolpS^ 

QE  oAAou^  TO  QTspnaav.  Kai  aKopa: 

Eivai  5o^aa|j£vo,  |ja  iriKpo. 

H  ai9pia  |j£pa,  to  dpoTpo  qtov  qAio 

5£v  £ivai  yia  a£va-  zot,  to  Tux£p6  aou 

n  ^£Ka9apr|  oipn  tou  'kapou  ttou  tt£(pt£i  - 

(to  V6n|ja  TO  KaT£X£iO  -  ctto  V£p6. 
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Joseph  Josephides  (1948) 

Josef  Josefides  was  born  in  Larnaca  in  1948.  He  studied  Economics  and  Mathematics 
in  Athens,  and  he  holds  a  Ph.D.  in  Statistical  Economics  from  Athens  University.  He  writes 
and  translates  poetry  from  English  to  Greek  and  vice  versa. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axTj  AdpvaKa  to  1948.  Sjio-oSaas  OiKovo|iiKd  Kai  Ma9r||iaTiKd  axriv 
A9f|va  Kai  sivai  KdT0X0(;  SiSaKxopiKo-o  2TaTiaTiKf|(;  Oikovo|iik6v  tod  Havs7iiaTr||iioD 
A9r|v6v.  Fpdcpsi  Kai  iisxacppd^si  7ioir|ar|  ajio  xa  AyyXiKd  axa  EXkr[vi}<:a  Kai  aTio  xa  EXXrjviKd 
axa  AyyXiKd. 
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THE  WINDOW  (Poetic  Collection: 
WAY  B') 


stretch  your  hand  and  open  the  window, 

maybe  a  sunbeam  drops  in, 

in  a  zig-zag  way,  by  reflection,  maybe  a  star  promising  a 

change. 

Open  the  window, 

perhaps  a  person  in  rush  drops  a  glance  inside,  a  beauty 

girl  sprinkled  by  the  rain,  a  shallow  mother  who  lost  her 

baby. 

Open  the  window, 

maybe  the  ball  of  the  children  shows  up  their  voice 

perhaps  climbs  up  a  bending  branch,  a  kitten. 

Open  the  window, 

even  if  a  wave  of  dust,  of  hail,  invades, 

a  shadow  or  its  shadow,  two  shadows  in  one,  or  even  a 

shadow  shading  another. 

Open  the  window, 

even  if  the  city  fell  asleep,  even  if  the  city  passed  away, 

even  if  there  is  no  sign  which  of  the  two. 

Stretch  your  hand  and  open  for  us  the  window. 

In  its  place  there  will  be  a  painting  hanged,  speechless 

staring  at  us.  At  least  it  will  fill  our  empty  wall. 

Karlovivari  -  Prague,  August,  2002 
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TO  riAPAOYPO  (noiriTiKn  ZuAAoYh  : 
AIAAPOMH  B') 


ATTAajQE  TO  x^pi  Ki  avoids  TO  TTopdOupo, 

iaoj^  TO  5paaK£Aia£i  |jia  axTi5a,  T£9Aaa|j£vn,  otto 

avTavdKAaan,  £va  daTpo  ttou  UTT6ax£Tai  aAAayr). 

Avoi^£TOTTapa9upo, 

iaoj^  KoiTa^£i  |j£aa  £va^  piaaTiKO^,  pia  wpaia  ttou  ir\ 

paiv£i  n  Ppoxn,  |Jia  x^^'^ova  ttou  'xc(cr£  to  |jiKp6  Tq^. 

Avoi^£TOTTapa9upo, 

iaoj^  (pav£i  q  |JTTdAa  tojv  ttqiSkajv 

n  (pojvouAa  Tou^  iaoj^  aKap(paA(jba£i  £va  KAapi  ttou 

Auyi^£i,  £va  yoTi. 

Avoi^£TOTTapd9upo, 

KI  a^  £ia(3dA£i  KU|ja  QKOvq^,  xaAa^iou,  |jia  qkio  q  q  ctkio 

Tq?,  5uo  TTOU  yivav  |jia,  q  £aTaj  |jia  qkiq  ttou  aKia^£i  piav 

dAAq. 

Avoi^£TOTTapd9upo, 

QKOiJa  KI  av  q  TToAq  aTT0K0i|jq9qK£,  OKOijq  ki  av  q  TToAq 

aTTo5q|jqa£, 

QKOijq  KI  av  5£  (paiv£Tai  ttoio  qtt'  to  5uo. 

ATTAaja£  to  x^pi  ki  dvoi^£  pa^  to  TTapd9upo. 

ZTq  9£aq  tou  9a  UTTdpx£i  |Jia  ^wypacpid  Kp£|jaa|j£vq,  ki  a^ 

|ja(;  KOiTd^£i  apiAqTq.  TouAdxiaTOv  9a  Y£|ji^£i  tov  d5£io 

IJO^  Toixo. 

KapAopipdpi  -  IZripdya,  AuyouaTO^  2002 
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Kouyialis  Theoclis  (1936) 

Theoklis  Kouyialis  was  born  in  the  village  of  Deftera  in  1936.  After  graduating  from 
the  Morphou  College  of  Education,  he  studied  Paedagogics  in  the  USA.  He  completed  his 
post-graduate  studies  in  London.  He  worked  in  Education,  retiring  as  Director  of  Primary 
Education.  He  has  published  several  collections  of  poetry,  anthologies,  monographs  and 
studies.  He  has  been  awarded  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  AsDxspd,  to  1936.  Ooiirjas  axo  AiSaaKaXiKo  KoXXsyio  Mopcpoi)  Kai 
GTio-oSaas  HaiSaycoyiKd  axiq  HHA.  2D|i7iXf|pcoas  xic;  |iSTa7iTDxiaKS(;  gtiodSsc;  tod  oto 
AovSivo.  EpydaxriKS  axriv  SKTiaiSsDarj  aTi'oTioi)  a(pD7ir|psTr|as  aTio  ttj  9sar|  tod  SisdOdviti 
2TOixsi(b5oD(;  EKTiaiSsDarjc;.  'Eypa\|/s  Kai  s^sScoas  noXkd  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;,  avQoXojiEq, 
|iovoypa(pis(;  Kai  [isksTEq.  Ti|if|9r|KS  |is  to  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  Hoirjarjc;. 
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THE  DOG  WHO  STOPPED  BARKING 

For  years  he  barked  normally 

Which  means  he  barked  whenever  he  should  have  And 

then  he  stopped. 

A  dog  who  doesn't  bark  is  useless 

And  so  they  gave  him  to  understand  that  it  was  time  to  get 

out  of  the  corner.  Now  that  he  walks  alone  in  the  field 
In  that  field  where  the  summer  sun  mercilessly  beats  him 

He  reflects  on  the  human  antics  of  dogs 
The  life  he  wasted  among  humans  until  he  arrived  at  the 

painful  decision 

to  renounce  all  he  had  earned  with  so  many  sacrifices  and 

so  much  effort! 

And  he  brings  to  mind  all  those 

Dogs  and  others  - 

Who  bark  continuously  without  meaning 

Who  do  not  stop  their  prattling  and  empty  barking 

Who  do  not  have  self-knowledge  and  go  and  identify  with 

humans  They  acquire  human  habits 
And  finally  forget  that  after  all  they  belong  to  the  honoured 

family  of  dogs. 
Such  things  did  he  think  and  grief  seized  him  deeply  and 
his  soul  pined  Such  things  and  the  night  descended  like 

rain  on  his  coat. 

In  my  view  the  successful  dog  is  not  he  who  relaxes  on  a 

carved  armchair  Nor  he  who  has  won  the  confidence  of 

humans  But  he  who  proceeds  even  though  alone  He  who 

feels  and  behaves  like  a  dog 

Who  barks  without  self-interest 

What  has  happened,  anyway,  to  the  honesty,  purity,  and 

that  which 

our  grandfathers  called  doglike? 

Such  things  did  he  soliloquize  and  went  his  own  way  The 

dog  who  stopped  barking. 

Translated  by:  David  Bailey 


[Index] 

TO  ZKYAI  nOY  ZTAMATHZE  TO 

TABriZMA 

fia  xpovia  ydPyi^E  kovovikci 

riou  an|Jaiv£i  yaPyi^s  6ttot£  £ttp£tt£ 

Ki  uaT£pa  aTa|jaTna£. 

Eva  QKuAi  TTOu  5£v  Ya(3Yi^£i  £ivai  dxpncJTO 

fi'  auTO  Tou  '5(joaav  va  KaTaAd(3£i  ttoj^  qiav  Koipo^  v' 

a5£iaa£i  ir\  yojvia. 

Twpa  TTOU  TT£pTTaTd  oAo|j6vaxo  |j£aa  qtov  kqijtto 

I'  aUTO  TOV  Kd|JTTO  TTOU  TOV  5£pV£l  aV£A£r|Ta  0  qAlO^  TOU 

KoAoKaipiou 
IuAAoYi^£Tai  t'  av9pdjTTiva  Ka|jdj|jaTa  tcov  qkuAkjjv 
Tq  ^ojri  TOU  ttou  xc(pd|jia£  kovtq  qtou^  avSpwTTOug 

djQTTOU  va 

(pTaa£i  QTHv  oSuvnpn  OTTOcpaan  v'  aTTapvn9£i 
oaa  K£p5ia£  |j£ 
T6a£^  9uai£5  kqi  Toaq  TTpoaTTd9£ia! 

Kai  (p£pV£l  QTO  VOU  TOU  OAOU^  £K£iV0U5 

-ZkuAou^  kqi  |jr|- 

riou  yaPyi^ouv  auv£X£ia  x^pi^  voqiJa 

riou  5£  QTaiJOTOuv  TH  (pAuapia  kqi  to  ttoxio  yaPyiaiJaTa 

riou  5£v  £xouv  TO  YV(ij9i  aauTOv  kqi  ttqv  kqi  TauTi^ovTOi  |j£ 

TOU^  av9pdJTT0U^ 

Attoktouv  av9pdjTTiv£^  auvri9£i£^ 
Kai  izKoq  ^£xvouv  ttoj^  qto  kotoj  kotoj  avriKOuv  qthv 

Ti|jniJ£vn 

OIKOY£V£ia  TOJV  QKUAldjV. 

T£TOia  QuAAoyi^OTav  ki  q  9Aiiijr|  tov  Kupi£U£  (5a9id  ki  q 

qjuxn  TOU  |japd^(jov£ 

T£TOia  KI  n  vuxTQ  KaT£(3aiv£  aav  (3poxn  TTdvoj  qto  Tpixa3|ja 

TOU. 
-To  KQT'  £|J£Va  £TTITUX£|J£V05  QKUAo^  5£V  £iv'  £K£iV05  TTOU 

avaTTau£Tai  oz  QKoAiaTri  TToAu9pdva 

OUT£  £K£iVO^  TTOU  K£p5ia£  TqV  £|JTTiaTOaUVr|  TOJV 
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avSpdjTTOJV 

AAAa  £K£ivo^  ttou  TTpoxojpsi  sqtoj  kqi  |j6vo^ 

EK£ivog  TTOU  vicoSei  kqi  aU|JTT£pi(p£p£Tai  OJ^  QKuAog 

riou  YC((3Yi^£i  X^PK  iSioteAeiq. 

riou  TTHYS  TEAoQTTdvTOJv  q  Ti|ji6Tr|Ta,  n  ayvoTriTa  kqi  quto 

TTOU  01 

ttqttttouSe^  IJQ^  OTTOKaAouaav  qkuAiqiq. 

TeTOIQ  fJOVOAOYOUQE  KQI  TTHYOIVE  KOTCI  TOV  EQUTO  TOU 
To  QKUAi  TTOU  QTaiJOTnaE  TO  ^df>\{\0\\0. 
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Krallis  Manos  (1914  -  1989) 

Manos  Krallis  was  born  in  Nicosia  in  1914,  and  died  in  1989.  He  studied  at  the 
Pancyprian  Teachers  College,  and  worked  as  teacher  and  Headmaster,  as  well  as  at  the 
Educational  Broadcasting  Service  of  the  Cyprus  Ministry  of  Education.  He  wrote  poetry  and 
literary  criticism.  He  was  awarded  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axriv  AsDKcoaia,  to  1914  Kai  7is9avs  to  1989.  OoiTTjas  aTO  SiSaaKaXiKo 
KoXXsyio  Kai  spydaTr|KS  aav  SaoKokoq,  5iSD0DVTf|(;  axoXsioi)  Kai  aTTjv  YTirjpsaia 
EK7iai5sDTiKf|(;  Pa5io(pcovia(;  tod  YTiODpysioi)  Ylaidsiaq.  'Eypa\|/s  7ioir|ar|  Kai  XoyoTSxviKf| 
KpiTiKf|.  Ti|if|9r|KS  |is  TO  KpaTiKO  PpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;. 
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MY  BROTHERS 


I  saw  your  lips  twitching  among  stars. 

I  stretched  my  hands  toward  your  nights  of  martyrdom: 

Your  wrinl<led  faces  refused  to  smile. 

I  broughtmy  tears  to  you. 

In  my  naked  verse  your  race 

Paraded  on  wounded  feet, 

0  my  wronged  brothers. 

(In  the  abandoned  evening 

Myriads  of  stars  fall  into  your  arms.) 

The  lands  stretch  from  my  feet, 

As  I  set  forth  to  meet  you,  my  brothers. 

Forgotten  even  by  death. 

I  find  you  crouched  in  poor  harbors. 

Wandering  in  lost  tenements. 

And  sit  Sharing  with  you 

A  glass  of  zivana. 


Translated  by:  Andones  Decavalles 


AAEAOOI  MOY! 


Ei5a  TO  QTOiJa  oac,  KOTdviiKpu  qt'  aaiEpia, 

TTOu  (3oyyoua£v- 

OTTAcoaa  to  x^pici  |Jou  qti^  ynivs^,  |japTupiK£^  ooc;  vuxt£? 

|ja  TO  QTuyvd,  xapoKOJiJEva  TrpoacoTTd  oqc; 

5£v  xoiJoyEAaaav. 

la^  £(p£pa  TO  5aKpua  |Jou 

KOI  QTOu^  YU|Jvou^  |JOu  qtIxou^  £TT0p£U9r| 

|j£  TTAnYaJ|j£va  ttoSiq  q  (puAq  aa^, 

a5iKn|J£voi  a5£p(poi  |JOu. 

Ki  OTOv  0  dyio^  jqkio^  aa^  vuxTaj9£i 

£VTu9nKa  TH  (pAoya  iq^  ipuxn?  oac; 

aj^X^c(|Ju5a 

Oi  TToAiT£i£^  apxi^ouv£  QTO  TToSia  |JOu,  yia  va  aa^ 

auvavinaoj 

QTO  (pT(joxoAi|java  kqi  qti^  xci|J£V£^  auvoiKi£^, 

yupoj  a'  £va  TTOiripi  |j£  T^i(3dva, 

Ana|JOvn|J£vou^  KI  ott'  to  Bdvaiov  aKOfja 

a5£p(poi,  a5£p(poi  |JOu!... 

To  TTOirnjaia  (1936-1984) 
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Korfioti  -  Panayiotidou  Vera  (1940) 

Vera  Panayiotidou  Korfioti  was  born  in  Morphou.  She  studied  History,  Archaeology  and 
JournaUsm  in  Athens.  She  worked  as  a  teacher  of  Philology  and  as  Headmistress  in 
Secondary  Education.  She  has  published  numerous  collections  of  poetry,  studies  on  Cypriot 
literature,  and  books  on  education.  Among  other  distinctions  for  her  writing,  she  has  received 
Honorable  Mentions  from  the  Cyprus  Ministry  of  Education. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axTj  Mopcpoi).  27ioi35aas  laxopia,  ApxaioXoyia  Kai  Ar||ioaioypa(pia  axri 
A9f|va.  EpydaxriKS  coc;  Ka0r|yf|xpia  Kai  (Dq  AisDOwxpia  Sx^^^i^^'^  ^^^  Msar|  EK7iai5sDar|. 
Ar||ioaisDas  7ioXXs(;  7ioir|xiKS(;  avXkoysq,  [isksTEq  yia  xr|v  KD7ipiaKf|  Aoyoxsxvia  Kai  PipXia  yia 
xr|v  SK7iai5sDar|.  Ti|if|9r|KS  |is  E-ocprjiio  Mvsia  aTio  xo  YjiODpysio  YlaiSEiaq  Kai  |is  oXkEq 
SiaKpiasic;. 
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FOR  MY  SON 

How  your  love  has  trapped  me, 

my  child, 

controlling  every  breath 

censoring  every  moment. 

Your  words,  my  boy, 

swallows  that  perch 

on  my  fingers 

and  drink  my  soul. 

Your  eyes,  those  eyes 

heat  the  five  continents. 

My  child,  the  tightrope  I  walk  thinking  of  you 

and  like  a  leaf  I  tremble  at  your  cry 

in  the  light  of  your  laughter  I  recover  my  sight,  my  joy. 

From  which  sky  have  you  descended,  my  star, 

from  which  almond  tree  have  you  fallen,  my  blossom. 

Rays  of  sunlight  dance  at  your  song, 

the  skies  fall  silent  at  your  sleep, 

and  I  walk  the  tightrope  at  your  every  breath. 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


riA  TO  no  MOY 

ndj^  |j£  TTayi5£iiJ£  n  aydTTn  aou 

TTai5i  |Jou, 

Ki  eAeyxsi  Kd9£  avdaa  pou 

KOI  AoyoKpivEi  Kd9£  aiiyiJii  |jou. 

To  Aoyia  aou  ayopi  pou 

ar|56via  ttou  KaBoviai 

aia  5aKTuAd  pou 

KOI  TTivouvTr|v  qjuxn  |JOu. 

To  iJOTia  aou,  to  ijotio  aou 

^Eaiaivouv  ti^  ttevte  nTTsipou^. 

nai5i  |JOu  aKpo(3aTdj  aiq  aKSipn  aou 

KOI  Tp£|jaj  aa  cpuAAo  aio  kAqijo  aou 

aio  cpoj^  Tou  yeAiou  aou  ava(3A£TT(jo,  xapct  |JOu. 

Atto  ttoio  oupavo  qpSs^,  aaispi  |jou, 

OTTO  TTOia  aiJuySaAid  £TT£a£^,  av9£  |jou. 

Ito  ipayouSi  aou  xop£uouv  r|AiaKTi5£^ 

aiov  uTTvo  aou  aiyd^ouv  oi  oupavoi 

KI  £Ydj  aKpo(3aTdj  ainv  avaiTvori  aou. 

«noiri|jaTa» 
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Lyssiotis  Xanthos  (1898  -  1987) 

Lyssiotis  Xanthos  was  born  in  Larnaca  in  1898.  He  first  appears  in  the  area  of  Poetry 
around  1925,  his  first  edition  of  poetry  was  released  in  1937  (Efimera).  His  deep  in  lyrics  he 
uses  the  style  of  Greek  poets  Palamas  and  sikelianos. 

[Index]  [  Cypriot  Poets  ] 


rswf|9r|Ks  axri  AdpvaKa  to  1898.  HpcoTos|i(paviaTr|Ks  axa  ypd|i|iaTa  yi3pco  axa 
1925,  aXka  r|  7ip6Tr|  avXkoyr\  tod  KDicXocpoprjas  axa  1937  (E(pf||ispa).  Ba0sid  Xdpik6(;, 
lisyaXoTTVOoc;  Kai  |isyaXo7ips7if|(;  axriv  7ioir|af|  tod,  TiposKxsivsi  Tr|v  7iapd5oar|  tod  Ylaka^ia 
aXka  iSiaixspa  tod  SiKsXiavoD. 
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THE  SHIP  IS  SETTING  SAIL 

Ah!  the  gentle  light  of  the  innocent  gaze! 

I  weave  sails  in  its  gleam,  white  sails, 

in  order  to  traverse  beyond  bitter  waves, 

escaping  the  terror  of  death. 

Poor  bird  !  your  doleful  April 

what  ruinations  have  destroyed,  poor  bird! 

Only  your  glance  secretly  warbles  to  me  now 

the  trills  the  lips  would  have  scattered. 

Your  existence  resembles  a  ship  setting  sail... 

Listen  !  a  tempest  like  fierce  music 

vehement  from  the  ravines  of  Judea 

is  descending,  my  little  one,  to  take  you... 

As  the  angels'  wings  rustle  woefully, 

0  Lord  !  quench  the  fire  of  the  sighs! 

Beyond  the  shore  of  human  griefs, 

in  the  meadow  of  substanceless  asphodels, 

the  ugliness  of  our  barren  groans 

has  been  made  beautiful  in  the  shade  of  dreams. 

Translated  by:  Amy  Mims 


TO  nAOIO  ZAAnAPEI... 


A!  t'  OTTaAo  to  cpoj^  t'  a9dJou  (3A£|j|jaT0u! 

nASKOJ  TTOVld  QTO  (pSyyO^  TOU,  AeUKQ  TTOVld, 

yia  va  5iapdj  iTsp'  otto  KuiJaia  iTiKpa, 
^EcpEuyovTO^  Tov  Tp6|J0  TOU  Sovaiou. 

$t(jox6  TTOuAi!  To  9Ai(3£p6  aou  ATrplAn 

Ti  xoAaaiJoi  pn|Ja^av£,  (piajxo  ttouAI! 

Movo  n  IJCiTia  aou  ttio  Kpucpd  pou  K£Aan5£i 

Ti^  TpiAi£^  TTOu  9a  aKopiTi^av  to  x^iAn- 

H  uTTop^n  c^ou  |JOia^£i  ttAoIo  TTOU  aaATTap£i... 

Akou!  MiOTpiKuiJid  aavaypia  iJOuaiKH 

ott'  th^  lou5aia^  to  (papdyyia  oppnTiKr) 

KaT£paiv£i,  iJiKpd  |Jou,  va  oz  TTdp£i... 

ro£pd  aa  Bpoouv  (pT£pouY£^  tojv  aYY£A(jov, 

oj  Kupi£!  apuv£  Tq  cpajTid  tojv  aT£vaY|jdjv! 

n£p'  ott'  Tqv  6x9n  tojv  avBpdjTTivojv  KorilJwv, 

QTO  A£i|jdjva  TOJV  duAojv  aa(po5£Aajv, 

Tqv  aQKniJia  toj  (Soykcov  |ja^  tojv  aT£ip(jov 

0|jdp(pUV£  QTOV  JQKIO  TCOV  OV£ip(jOV. 


[Index]  r  Cypriot  Poets  1 


^^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  51 


[Index] 


Marangou  Niki  (1948  ) 


Marangou  Niki  was  born  in  Limassol  and  studied  in  West  Berlin.  She  worked  as  a 
dramaturge  at  the  National  Theatrical  Organisation  of  Cyprus  and,  since  1980,  has  managed  a 
bookstore  in  Nicosia.  She  has  published  poetry,  prose  and  fairytales.  She  has  repeatedly 
received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  both  for  poetry  and  prose.  In  1998  she  received  the  Cavafy 
Prize  for  Poetry  in  Egypt. 
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rswf|9r|KS  axri  As|isa6  Kai  a7ioi35aas  axo  Adtiko  BspoXivo.  EpydaxriKS  (Dq 
5pa|iaTODpy6(;  axov  ©saxpiKo  Opyavia|i6  K-OTipoi).  Atio  to  1980  SisdOwsi  sva  PipXiOTicoXio 
axri  AsDKcoaia.  'Exsi  5r||ioaisi3asi  7ioir|ar|,  tis^o  Kai  7iapa|ii39ia.  'Exsi  S7ravsiXr||i|isva  Ti|ir|9si 
|is  KpaxiKd  BpaPsia  7ioir|ar|(;  Kai  Tis^oypacpiac;.  To  1998  Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  to  BpaPsio  noir|ar|(; 
KaPdcpTj  axriv  AXs^dvSpsia. 
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VOYAGE  OF  THE  ASTROLABE 

When  I  had  forgotten  Europe 

Waiting  for  me  in  Vilnius 

A  row  of  lions  and  eagles 

In  diving  position  on  the  pier 

On  the  small  wooden  shelf 

Over  the  portraits  of  those 

Who  had  helped 

And  the  seven  dolls  that  were  saved* 

Their  clothing  cleaned  and  mended 

Their  wooden  parts  varnished  and  firmly  fixed 

And  their  soft  filling  new, 

Saint  Petersburng  in  the  light  rain 

I  did  not  manage  to  see, 

Only  among  the  national  library's  books 

The  librarian's  worn  out  shoes 

And  the  dying  geranium  on  the  windowsill. 

In  Warsaw  a  woman  walking  incessantly 

Among  the  ruins 

Even  though  the  performance  had  been  added  on. 

And  the  duck  cooked  to  perfection. 

On  the  stations  that  followed 

With  Corinthian  columns  and  with  hammers  and  sickles 

Women  selling  wild-flower  bouquets 

All  along  the  railway  tracks 

Or  berries  gathered  in  the  forest 

That  they  would  carry  in  plastic  pails  at  dawn. 

A  summer  rushing  past  the  train's  windows 

Like  an  old  movie. 

And  so  the  train  arrived  in  Berlin 

And  it  would  have  been  pointless  to  search  for  what  was 

missing. 

I  gathered  all  I  had  found  on  the  trip. 
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TO  TAEIAI  TOY  AZTPOAABOY 

EK8i  TTOu  £ixa  ^sxaasi  inv  Eupwirn 

ZtO  Vilnius  |J£  TT£pi|J£V£ 

Mia  a£ipd  otto  Aiovidpia  kqi  a£TOu^ 

l£  Qtor\  (SouinxTn  CTTHv  aTTo(3d9pa 

Ito  ^uAivo  pacpoKi 

ndVOJ  OTTO  TO  TTOpTpaiTQ  QUTdjV 

riou  (3ori9naav 

Kai  01  £(pTd  koukA£^  ttou  adj9r|Kav* 

To  pouxa  Tou^  Ka9apia|j£va  kqi  pa|j|j£va 

To  ^uAivd  Tou^  |j£pn  P£pviKaj|j£va  kqi  aT£p£(jO|j£va 

Kai  n  iJaAoKn  T0U5y£|jian  Koivoupia, 

Tqv  Ayia  n£TpouTToAn  |J£  ijJiAri  (3poxn 

A£v  KaTd(p£pa  Ka96Aou  va  Tqv  5dj, 

Movo  avd|j£aa  qto  (3i(3Aia  iq^  £9viKri^  (3i(3Aio9riKnq 

To  Tpi|j|j£va  TTaTTOUTQia  TH^  pipAio9nKapiou 

Kai  TO  |jiaoTT£9a|j£vo  Y£pavi  qto  TTapd9upo, 

Ziq  Bapao(3ia  TT£pTTaTOua£  auv£xaj?  |Jia  yuvaiKO 

Ava|j£aa  qto  £p£iTTia 

flap'  oAo  TTOU  n  TTopaaTaari  qTOv  £KTaKTr|, 

Kai  n  TTOTTia  QTqv  £VT£A£ia  iijr||J£vr|. 

Itou^  aTa9|J0u^  ttou  aKoAou9naav 

M£  Kopiv9iaKOU5  Kiov£^  KOI  acpupoSpmava 

ruvaiK£^  TTOuAouaav  |jTTOUK£Ta  |j£  aypioAouAouSa 

T  oAo  TO  iJHKO^  TH^  ai5npo5po|jiKri^  YPCi|J|Jn<; 

H  ijoupa  |j£^£|j£va  otto  to  bdooq 

riou  TO  KOu(3aAouaav  xopdlJOTa  oz  TTAaaTiKOu^  KOu(3d5£^. 

Eva  KoAoKaipi  TT£pvoua£  otto  to  TTapd9upa  tou  Tpaivou 

OtTCO^  ttou  (3A£TT£I^  oz  TTaAl£^  Taivi£^. 

Etqi  £(pTaa£  to  Tpaivo  qto  B£poAivo 

Kai  HTOv  iJdTOio  va  ijjdxvaj  to  xc(|J£va. 

Md^£ilja  auTd  ttou  (3priKa  qto  to^ISi, 

np6a9£aa  kqi  a(paip£aa 
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I  added,  I  subtracted, 

And  stepped  out  to  see  the  new  city 

The  steel  and  glass  of  the  mighty. 

Es  machte  mirspass...** 

*  Dolls  used  in  religious  puppet  shows:  Jewish  Museum 

of  Vilnius. 

**  I  enjoyed  it... 


Kai  Pyhko  va  5cjo  Tr|v  Koivoupia  TToAn 

To  yuoAi  koi  to  ijetoAAo  tojv  Kpaiaiajv. 

Es  machte  mirspass...** 

'  KoukAe^  ttou  xpnc^ipoTTOiouvTOv  oz  9pnaK£UTiKd 

KOUKAoKoTpa:  E(3paiK6  Mouasio  oir\  BiAviou^. 

**  To  5iaaK£5aaa 
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TO  MY  FRIENDS  IN  THE  NORTH 
for  Mehmet  Yiasin 


Because  I  talk  of  roses, 

of  the  diffusion  of  light, 

of  the  impossibility  of  love,  of  our  transitory  lives 

do  not  think,  friends  in  the  north  that  what  happened  in 

1974 

does  not  spread  like  a  stain  on  my  life  every  day. 

The  moon  rising  like  a  water  melon  slice  from  the  sea 

and  my  dead  mother  on  our  veranda  on  Famagusta  beach 

calling  us  to  get  out  of  the  water  I  saw  a  painting  she  had 

done,  the  other  day,  on  a  wall  in  a  taverna  in  the  Karpass 

a  taverna  consisting  of  stolen  chairs,  stolen  tablecloths, 

stolen  doors, 

stolen  doorhandles. 

-It's  my  mother's,  I  said  to  the  man,  here  is  her  name. 

-But  it's  mine  now  said  the  man,  who  came  from  where  the 

sun  rises,  (this  is  how  his  wife  described  him).  -Its  mine 
now  he  said,  ganimend*,  This  is  how  they  call  it  in  Turkish. 

Istanbul  bookfair,  Oct.  2005  *ganimend:  war  booty 
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riA  TOYZ  OIAOYZ  ZTO  BOPPA 
OTOv  Mexm^t  riaaiv 


ETT£i5ri  iJiAoj  yia  TpiaviacpuAAa,  yia  ir\  5idxuar|  tou  cpojio^, 
Tqv  avr||JTTopia  Tq?  ayaTrn^,  kqi  Tqv  TrapoSiKn  ^(joq  |ja^,  pn 

VO|ji^£T£,  CpiAoi  OTTO  TOV  (3oppd,  OTI  aUTO  TTOU  aUV£(3nK£  TO 

74 

5£v  aTTAdjv£i  aav  Kr|Ai5a  oir\  ^ajn  |jou, 

Kd9£  |j£pa. 

To  (p£YYdpi  ^£TTpo(3dAA£i  aa  |jia  (p£Ta  Kapirou^iou  otto  ir\ 
Qdkoooo 

KOI  n  TT£9a|J£Vn  |JnT£pa  |JOU  QTH  (3£pdVTa  TOU  QTTITIOU  |ja^ 

QTHv  TTopaAia  Tq^  ApiJoxobaTOu  va  |ja^  (pajvd^£i  va  (3you|J£ 

OTTO  TO  v£p6.  Ei5a  £vav  ttIvokq  ttou  ^aJYpa(pia£  ti^ 

TTpoaAA£^ 

QTOv  Toixo  |jia^  Ta(3£pva^  qto  KapTTdai. 

Mia^  Ta(3£pva^  ttou  Tqv  aTTOT£Aouaav  kA£|J|J£V£^  Kap£KA£^, 

KA£|j|j£va  TpaTT£^o|javTnAa, 

kA£|J|J£V£5tt6pt£5,  KA£|j|j£va  x^pouAia. 

-Eivai  TH?  |java(;  pou,  £iTTa  qtov  Ta(3£pvdpn,  £5dj  £ivai 

Ypa|j|j£vo  TO  6vo|ja  Tq?.  -Tojpa  6|J(jo^  £ivai  5ik6  |jou,  £iTT£ 

0  dvTpa^  TTOU  rip9£  otto  to  |j£po^  ttou  avaT£AA£i  o  qAio^, 

(£Tai  |jou  TOV  TT£pi£YpaiiJ£  q  yuvaiKO  tou).  -Eivai  5ik6  |jou 

TOjpa,  £iTT£,  ganimend,* 

£Tai  TO  A£V£  QTO  TOUpKIKd 

EK9£ar|  (3i(3Aiou  QTqv  KajvaTOVTivouTToAn,  Okt.  2005 

ganimend:  Adcpupo  ttoA£|jou 
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Mavris  Christos  (1954  ) 

Mavris  Christos  was  born  in  the  village  of  Limnati  in  1954.  He  studied  Journalism  and 
Humanities.  He  works  as  a  journalist,  and  as  a  inurnalism  teacher  at  a  college  in  Nicosia.  He 
has  published  poetry  and  studies  on  Literature.  He  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Young 
Poets  in  1978,  as  well  as  the  Second  State  Prize  for  Poetry. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  GTO  x^P^6  Ai|ivdTi  Tr|(;  Enapxio^q  Asiisao-o  to  1954.  L7ii35aas 
Ar||ioaioypa(pia  Kai  AvGpcoTnaxiKsc;  27iod5s(;.  Epyd^sxai  (Dq  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;  Kai  SiSdaKsi 
Ar||ioaioypa(pia  as  KoXXsyio  axri  AsDKCoaia.  'Exsi  skSogsi  7ioir|ar|  Kai  XoyoTSxviKS(;  [isksTEq. 
Ti|if|0r|KS  |is  TO  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  yia  Nsod(;  Aoyoxsxvsc;  to  1978  Kai  |is  Ss-oxspo 
KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;. 
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Wurzburg 

The  town  a  mermaid  of  the  sea 

submerged  in  a  blue  eternity 

holding  in  her  right  hand  a  clock 

and  in  her  left  a  bitten  apple. 

at  night,  in  the  absolute  silence, 

you  can  listen,  if  you  wideh, 

to  the  fluttering  of  angels  that 

fly  low  above  your  head, 
if  you  wish,  you  can  also  walk 

-like  the  Nazarene- 

on  the  living  waves  of  the  Main 

that  will  carry  you  into  the  heart 

of  the  great  warm  dream. 

The  bed  of  this  river 

a  thick  vein  it  courses  along 

the  arched  brow  of  the  town. 

if  you  place  your  hand 

in  its  icy  waters 
you  will  hear  her  pulse 
you  will  feel  her  song. 

Certainly  it  must  have  been  here 

that  weary  Jusus  took  refuge  to  rest 

after  His  maryred  death 

This  is  proclaimed  by  the  bells 

that  endlessly  ring 

at  her  one  hundred  churches. 

July  25 -November  1997 


BupTQjjnoupYK 

H  TToAn  yopyova  9aAaaaia  (3piaK£Tai 

PouTr|y|J£vr|  oir\  yoAd^ia  aiajviOTnia 

iXOMiQc;  QTO  5£^i  Tq?  x^P'  ^va  poAoi 

KOI  QTO  dAAo  £va  5aYKaj|j£vo  pqAo. 

To  (3pd5u,  av  to  9£Aria£i^,  |jTTop£i^ 

v'  aKOua£i(;  |j£aa  oir\y  aiToAuTri  aiyn 

TO  (pT£pouYia|jaTa  tojv  aYY£A(jov  ttou 

Xa|jnAoTT£TOuv  TTdvoj  OTTO  TO  K£(paAi  aou. 

AKopn  |JTTop£i^  va  (3a5ia£i^ 

OTTOJ^o  Na^ojpaio^- 

TTdvoj  QTO  ^covTOvd  KU|j|jaTa  Tou  Maiv 

yia  va  oz  Ta^i5£iiJ0uv  QTqv  KOpSia 

TOU  |J£YdA0U  ^£aTOU  ov£ipou. 

H  KoiTH  auTOu  tou  ttotqijou 

aav  (pA£(3a  TTAoTid  5i£px£Tai  SIttAo 

OTTO  TO  Ka|japd(ppu5o  Tq?  TTdAq^. 

Av  aYYi^£i^  to  x^pi  crou 

|j£aa  QTO  TTaYaj|j£va  v£pd 

9a  aKOua£i^  to  acpuyiJO  Tq?, 

9a  voidja£i^  to  TpayouSi  Tq^. 

0  TaAaiTTajpn|J£vo^  XpiQTO^  aiyoupa 

£5dj  KaT£(puY£  yia  v'  avaTTau9£i 

uaT£pa  OTTO  TO  papTupiKO  9dvaT0  Tou. 

To  avaYY£Aouv  oi  Ka|JTTdv£g 

TTOU  r|XO^OYOUV£  OKOTdTTOUaTa 
OTTOTI^  100£KKAnai£^Tn?. 


[Index]  [  Cypriot  Poets  ] 


^^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  57 

[Index] 

Moleskis  Giorgos  (1946) 

Was  born  in  the  village  of  Lysi  in  1946.  He  studied  Russian  Language  and  Literature 
in  Moscow,  and  holds  a  Ph.D.  He  worked  as  Senior  Cultural  Officer  at  the  Cultural  Services 
of  the  Cyprus  Ministry  of  Education  and  Culture.  He  has  published  poetry,  prose,  studies  and 
monographs.  He  has  translated  Russian  Poetry  into  Greek.  He  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize 
for  Poetry  in  1984,  and  many  other  distinctions. 
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rswf|9r|KS  axri  Auar|  to  1946.  Sjio-oSaas  PcoaiKf|  rX6aoa  Kai  OiXoXoyia  axri  Moaxa 
Kai  sivai  KdT0X0(;  5i5aKTopiKoi3.  EpydaxriKS  cdq  av6Tspo(;  HoX^ixiaxiKoc;  Asnovpyoq  axiq 
HoXiTiGTiKsc;  Y7ir|psaiS(;  tod  YjiODpyoD  HaiSsiac;  Kai  IloXniaiiov.  Ar||ioaisDas  noXkEq 
7ioir|TiKS(;  avXkoysq,  Tipo^a,  [isksTsq  Kai  iiovoypacpisc;.  'Exsi  S7iiar|(;  iisxacppdasi  P6aiKr| 
7ioir|ar|  axa  sXXr|viKd.  Ti|if|0r|KS  |is  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  Kai  |is  iioXkEq  aXksq 
bmKpiasiq. 
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LIFE 

I  love  life.  I  hate  death  and  every  killing. 

I  rejoice  in  this  gift  that  was  given  to  me 

as  though  mad.  And  whether  life  is  madness 

or  whether  wisdom  -  mad,  or  wise  - 

I  rejoice  in  this  existence  without  bounds. 

I  gather  my  blood  drop  by  drop 

from  my  bloody  journey 

and  I  return  it  to  the  veins  again 

and  I  close  the  wounds  with  balm 

and  I  heal  the  soul  with  love 

and  with  oblivion  and  hope. 

Fires  burn  me, 

slanders  judge  me, 

conspiracies  persecute  me, 

poverty  and  slavery 

reap  me. 

So  that  I  redeem  my  life: 

I  pay  for  life  with  life 

and  like  a  madman  opening  the  palms, 

I  gather  my  blood  from  the  earth 

and  I  return  it,  like  water  to  the  thirsty  roots, 

throwing  it  back  into  my  veins. 


Translated  by:  Lisa  Socrates 


znH 

Tq  ^(joq  Tqv  ayaTTw.  To  Savaio  piadj  kqi  Kd9£  cpovo. 

aipo|jai  yia  to  5djpo  touto  ttou  |jou  569r|K£ 

Ka9dj^  ipzKoq.  Ki  av  q  ^wr)  sivai  ipsAa 

£iT£  Qocpia  -  ipzKoc;,  z\k  aocpo^  - 

Xaipo|jai  |j£  51x03^  auvopa  touto  to  sivai. 

To  ai|ja  pou  QTdAa  QTdAa  to  ijo^euco 

OTTO  TOV  TTOAuai|JaKTO  |JOU  5p6|JO 

KOI  ^ava  QTi^  (fktfizc;  to  yupi^oj 

KOI  kAeIvcjo  ti^  ttAhy^  |J£  (3dAaa|J0 

KOI  |j£  aydTTn  Tqv  ipuxn  yiaTpsuaj 

KOI  |ja  Aqaijovid  ki  zkulbo. 

$a)TI£(;  |J£  KOiVE, 

auKOcpavTJE^  |j£  5iKd^ouv, 

auv(jO|joai£5  |j£  KaTaTp£xouv, 

n  (pTdJX£ia  |J£  9£pi^£i 

KI  n  QKAapia. 

QQToao  £^aYopa^aj  ir\  ^ajr)  |jou: 

M£  ^(jor)  yia  Tq  ^ajr)  TTAqpaJvoj 

KOI  aav  Tp£A6^  avoiyovTO^  ti^  XOU(pT£^, 

TO  ai|ja  |JOu  |ja^£uaj  otto  ir\  yq 

KOI  TO  yupi^oj  aav  v£p6  aTi^  5iiijaa|j£V£^  pi^£^, 

TTiaOJ  TO  piXVOJ  |J£^  TI^  (pA£(3£^  |JOU. 


[Index]  r  Cypriot  Poets  1 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


59 


[Index] 


UNFADING  ROSES 


Only  the  spirit  gives  birth  to  unfailing  roses 

and  only  art  creates  perfection. 

With  all  the  pluses  and  minuses  of  history  and  of  the  soul 

of  man  the  verses  of  Homer,  the  statues  of  Michelangelo 

and  the  grey  of  Theotokopoulos  continually  expand. 

Only  things  useless  in  the  material  world 

can  stay  the  same  and  change 

according  to  their  position  and  according  to  time, 

with  the  agony  of  the  soul  and  the  projection  of  the  mind, 

accepting  only  addition  and  multiplication. 

Often,  all  else  falls  into  the  minus 

and  into  division,  becoming  stages  of  transition  for  the 

orchestration  of  the  crime. 


POAA  AMAPANTA 


Movo  TO  TTV£U|ja  |JTTOp£i  VQ  yEwnQEi  p65a  apapavTa  kqi  q 

T£xvr|  va  TTAdasi  to  teAeiojijevo.  Me  oAa  to  quv  kqi  to 

TTAqv  TH^  iQTopia^  kqi  Tq^  ipuxn?  tou  av9pdjTTOU 

SiEupuvovTQi  oAoEva  01  QTixoi  TOU  Oijqpou,  TO  |jap|japa 

TOU  MixaqA  AyyEAou  kqi  to  yKpi^o  tou  GeotokottouAou. 

Movo  TTpdYiJOTa  avwcpEAa  otto  Tq  |JEpid  tou  uAikou 

Koaijou  iJTTopouv  va  TTopaiJEvouv  TO  i5ia  kqi  va  aAAa^ouv 

avaAoya  |je  Tq  Qtor]  ttou  (SpiaKEaai  koi  to  xpovo,  Tqv 

aycovia  Tqg  ipuxn?  kqi  Tqv  TTpoEKTaaq  tou  puaAou  kqi 

fjovaxa  TTp6a9Ean  kqi  TToAAoTTAaaiaaiJO  ettiSexovtqi. 

'OAa  TO  dAAa  ^ettecptouve  auxvd  qto  TTAqv  koi  oir] 

5iaipEan,  yivovTOi  QTdSia  |JETa(3aTiKd  yia  Tqv  KOTaaKEun 

TOU  EyKArnjOTO^. 


If  there  is  hope  that,  at  the  end,  something  will  last,  that  is  Av  uTTdpxEi  eAttISo  kqti  va  acoSEi  qto  teAo^ 

the  soul  and  the  otherwise  useless  things  that  are  her         Eivai  q  ipuxn  ki  outo  to  avojcpEAa  koto  to  dAAa  TTpdyiJOTO 
bread,  her  water,  and  her  honey.  ttou  eIvqi  to  qjoJiJi  ir\c;,  to  vEpo  Tq?  kqi  to  ijeAi  Tq?. 
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Montis  Costas  (1914  -  2004) 


Costas  Montis  was  born  on  February  18,  1914  in  Famagusta,  and  died  on  March  1, 
2004  in  his  house  in  Nicosia,  surrounded  by  his  family.  He  has  received  numerous  honors  and 
awards  throughout  his  life,  and  his  books  have  been  translated  into  several  languages.  Costas 
Montis  has  received  honorary  doctorates  from  both  the  University  of  Cyprus  and  the 
University  of  Athens.  He  has  been  nominated  for  the  Nobel  Prize,  and  in  2000  he  was 
declared  Corresponding  Member  of  the  Academy  of  Athens,  the  highest  honor  conferred 
upon  intellectual  creators  living  outside  Greece. 
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O  K^axac;  M6vTr|(;  yswf|9r|KS  axriv  A|i|i6xcoaTO  to  1914  Kai  TisOavs  axri  AsDKCoaia  to 
2004.  27ioi35aas  vo|iiKd  Kai  spydaxriKS  cdq  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;,  daoKokoq  axr]  Ar||iOTiKf| 
EKTiaiSsDari  Kai  AisD0uvTf|(;  ToDpiaiio-o.  'Eypa\|/s  Kai  s^sScoas  7iXr|06pa  7ioir|TiK6v  avXkoycbv, 
7is^oypa(pf||iaTa,  OsaxpiKd  K.a.  Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;,  |is  xo  BpaPsio 
llvvoXiKr\q  Hpoacpopdc;  Kai  |is  aXksq  SiaKpiasK;.  Y7if|p^s  avx87iiaxsXXcov  |isXXo(;xr|(; 
AKa5r||iia(;  A9r|v6v. 
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THE  UNKNOWN  SOLDIER 


Why  must  always  that  robust, 

why  always  that  brave  fighter 

depict  the  Unknown  Soldier? 

There  also  are  the  others, 

the  more  timid  ones, 

the  weaker  ones, with  wrinkled  face 

and  a  bitter  thought  on  the  eyelid, 

with  many  hesitations  behind  the  trigger. 

Will  they  not  do, 

will  they  not  make  statues? 

Translation  by  Amaranth  Sitas 


MOZART  AND  THE  CRUEL  FATE 

In  everything  she  interfered, 

on  everything  her  hand  she  laid,  only  his  genius 

she  could  not  hinder, 

since  it  had  come  from  elsewhere,  outside  her  jurisdiction, 

and  she  had  to  let  it  be. 

FOR  "MARS"  BY  DIEGO  VELAZQUEZ  AT  THE  PRADO 

Having  cast  down  the  shield,  he  rests.  His  mind  races 

back  with  remorse  to  the  horrors  assigned  to  him. 


TONIKOSKAZANTZAKIS 

FOR  "THE  LAST  TEMPTATION" 

If  you  were  looking  for  the  "man" 

there  was  once  a  child  called  Jesus 

who  used  to  play  with  marbles  in  His  neighborhood,  if  you 
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ArNnZTOZ  ZTPATinTHZ 


fiaii  TTQVTa  auTO^  o  paj|jaA£o^, 

fiaii  TTOVTa  quto^  o  yswaio^  iroAEiJiaTri^ 

V  'avTiTTpoaajTT£U£i  Tov  AyvajQTO  ZTpaTiojin; 

YTTdpxouv  Ki  dAAoi  ttio  5£iAoi,  ttio  aSuvaioi, 

Me  ttio  puTi5aj|j£va  ijetcjottq, 

Ms  |jia  TTiKpn  QKsqjn  CTTO  (3A£(papo,  |J£  TTOAAOU^ 

UTToAoyia|JOu^  TTiaoj  qtt'  ir\  aKav5aAr|. 

As  |ja^  Kdvouv  auToi, 

As  yivouvTOi  oydAijaTa  auToi; 

«  rioinan  tou  KwaTO  M6vTr|»1962 


0  MOZAPT  K'  H  KAKH  MOIPA 

T  OAa  £TT£V£(3nK£, 

a'  oAa  £pav£  to  x^poKi  Tq^,  |JOvdxa  oir]  |j£YaAo(puTa  tou 

5£v  |jTT6p£a£  va  £TT£|j(3n,  ott'  oAAou  htov  auTH, 

5£v  HTOv  Tq?  5iKaio5oaia^  Tq^,  koi  Tqv  d(pr|a£  va  TT£paar|. 

riA  TON  «APH»  TOY  DIEGO  VELAZQUEZ  ZTO  PRADO 

n£Ta^£  xd|Jw  Tqv  aaTTiSa  koi  ^£KOupd^£Tai.  H  aK£iiJn  tou 

Tp£X£l  |J£  TU11J£I^ 

&  oAa  £K£iva  to  (po(3£pd  ttou  tou  av£9£aav. 


nPOZNIKOKAZANTZAKH 

riA  TON  «TEAEYTAIO  nEIPAZMO» 

Av  £'+'axv£5  yia  tov  «av9pajTT0» 

UTTripx£  £va(;  |jiKp6(;  \r]oo(}(;  TTOUTTai^£  apwAou^  oir] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


62 


were  looking  for  the  "man"  there  was  once  a  child  called 
Jesus  who  used  to  tug  at  His  Mother's  dress,  who  used  to 

wipe  his  nose  on  His  sleeve. 

But  later,  I  do  not  know  how  much  of  that  "man"  remained. 

VERSES  FROM  JEAN  ANOUILLE 

All  is  a  simple  matter  of  casting,  nothing  more. 

FROM  CHARLES  DICKENS 
A  smile  never  goes  to  waste  nor  do  some  tears. 


YSiTOvid  Tou,  av  EipaxvE^  \(\q  tov  «dv9pajTT0»  uirnpxs 

£va^|jiKp6^  Iqaou^ 

TTOu  Tpa(3oua£  ir\  Mr|T£pa  Tou  ttq'  to  pouxo,  ttou  qkoutti^e 

TH  IJUTH  |J£TO  iJOviKi  Tou. 

ApYOTEpa  5£v  ^spco  ttoqo^  «dv9pajTT09>  otteijeive. 

ITIXOI  AnO  TON  JEAN  ANOUILLE 

Eiv'  oAa  ^niniJa  airAri^  5iavo|jri^  poAojv,  tIttot'  dAAo. 

AnO  TON  CHARLES  DICKENS 

'Ottoj^  £va  xapoYsAo  5£v  irdEi  ttote  xci\jtyo  tiG\  kqi 

IjepiKd  SdKpua. 
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Nicolaou  Theodosis  (1930  -  2004) 


Theodosis  Nicolaou  was  born  in  Paphos  in  1930,  and  died  in  Larnaca  in  2004.  He 
studied  Philology  at  the  University  of  Athens,  and  Pedagogic  in  London.  He  worked  in 
Secondary  Education.  He  published  poetry,  prose,  essays  and  studies.  He  received  the  State 
Prize  for  Poetry  in  1980. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axriv  Hdcpo  to  1930  Kai  TisOavs  axri  AdpvaKa  to  2004.  L7ioi35aas 
OiXoXoyia  axo  Havs7iiaTr||iio  A0r|v6v  Kai  TiaiSaycoyiKd  axo  AovSivo.  EpydaxriKS  axri  Msar| 
EKTiaiSsDari  Kai  a(pD7ir|psxr|as  cdq  AisD9DVxf|(;  Sx^^^i^^^-  Ar||iooiSDos  7ioir|ar|,  Tis^d,  5oKi|iia 
Kai  |isXsxs(;.  Ti|ifi9r|Ks  |is  xo  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;. 
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SIGHTSEEING 

"This  building  is  not  a  stable,  it  is  a  church." 

"We  can  snap  a  photo  then?" 

Memory  clothed  in  color. 

Historical  events  distorted 

Because  the  guide  must  always  be  chattering 

And  because  certainty  must  not  abandon  him 

At  the  inn  there  at  the  corner 

Richard  the  Lionheart  is  sitting 

(But  where  is  the  forlorn  princess  of  Navarra?) 

Discussing  with  Ptolemy  Lagus 

The  much-disputed  question  of  the  Filioque. 

There  I  dreamt  of  your  limbs 

Of  the  irrepressible  tide  of  your  body. 

My  embraces  deepening  the  riverbeds 

And  my  hands  collecting  the  constellations. 

But  the  mountain  with  the  trees  at  night 

Weighs  heavy  like  a  boulder  upon  the  chest  - 

Unable  to  take  a  breath. 

I  am  neither  a  bird  nor  a  kite. 

I  am  a  simple  man,  albeit  only  half 

Who  prefers  the  warmth  of  his  lowly  home  in  winter 

And  the  coolness  of  light  blue  bed  sheets  in  summer. 

Our  eyes  do  not  reflect  the  shooting  stars 

Only  the  flicker  of  the  light  of  the  candle  and  of  the  lamp 

We  live  at  the  edge  of  life  in  a  low  voice 

Whispering 

All  but  mutely. 

"La  Torre  di  Pisa,  La  Tour  Eiffel 

Toledo  in  an  apotheosis  of  light,  Toledo  in  the  storm. 

Here  Dante  Alighieri  was  born... 


[Index] 


n£piriYn<^£>^ 

«A£v  £ivai  QTopAo^  quto  to  KTia|ja,  sivai  £KKAr|aia». 
«'QaT£  |jTTOpou|j£  va  TTapou|j£  |jia  (p(jOToypa(pia;» 

H  ijvnijn  vTU|j£vn  |j£xpw|ja. 

To  iQTopiKa  YsyovoTa  5iaaTp£(3AdjvovTai 

fiaii  0  oSnyo^  ttp£tt£i  TTavia  va  |jiAa 

Kai  n  aiyoupia  va  |jr|v  tov  £yKaTaA£iTT£i 

Zto  TTav5ox£io  £K£i  oir\\i  ciKpri 

Ka9£Tai  o  Pixap5o^  o  A£ovT6Kap5o^ 

(flou  £ivai  n  AuTTn|J£vn  TTpiyKiTTOTTOuAa  TH?  Na(3appa^;) 

KOI  au^HTQ  |J£  TOV  nToA£|jaio  tov  Adyou 

TO  £TTi|jaxo  9£|ja  tou  filioque. 

EK£i  OV£ip£UTnKa  TO  |J£An  QOU 

Tqv  aKaTdax£Tn  TToAippoia  tou  Kop|jiou  aou. 

Oi  aYKdA£^  |jou  va  (3a9aivouv  ti^  KoiT£^ 

Kai  TO  x^pici  |Jou  va  |ja^£uouv  aaT£pia. 

0|J(jo^  to  (3ouv6  |J£  to  5£VTpa  Tq  vuxto 

Bapaiv£i  aav  TT£Tpa  £TTdvaj  qto  aTnGq  aou  - 

A£v  |jTTop£i5  v'  avaTTV£ua£i5. 

A£v  £ivai  ouT£  TTOuAi,  ouT£  xapTa£T65. 

Ei|jai  £va^  dvSpojTTO^  koivo^,  ki  quto^  piao^ 

riou  TTpoTipa  TO  x^ipwva  ir\  BaATTcopn  QTqv  KoAOpa  tou 

Kai  TO  KoAoKaipi  Tq  5poaid  |j£aa  oz  yaAd^ia  a£VT6via. 

To  IJQTia  |Ja^  5£V  aVTIKOTpOTTTpi^OUV  TOU  5iaTT0VT£^ 

Movaxa  q  avaAapTTn  otto  to  cpoj^  tou  K£piou  koi  ir\c; 

Ad|JTTa^ 

Zou|j£  QTO  KpdaTT£5o  Tq^  ^ojii^  |j£  xapn^n  ^wvr) 

'+'i9upiaTa 

IX£56v  (3ou(3d. 

«0  TTupyo^  iriq  fli^a^,  o  TTupyo^  tou  'Ai(p£A 
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Have  you  read  the  name  of  the  eternal  city  backwards?"* 

We  are  sailing  the  oceans,  crossing  to  terra  firma 

We  are  searching  only  for  a  smoke  signal. 

Simple  viewers  in  the  amphitheatre 

At  most  an  insignificant  role  so  life  will  roll  past 

At  most  a  cheap  costume  so  life  will  have  some  color. 

And  the  ropes  tauten  around  our  shoulders. 

*  Roma  -  Amor 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


TO  Joktbo  oir\y  aTToSsajan  tou  cpojio^,  to  Joktbo  \\e 

KQiaiYiSa. 

E5d)  Y£vvri9r|K£  o  Ntovte... 

Ex£T£  5iapda£i  to  6vo|ja  Tq^  aiojvia^  ttoAeoj^ 

TTaAiv5po|jiKdj^;» 

nA£ou|j£  Tov  (jokeovo,  5iaTT£pvou|j£  Tq  aT£pid. 

A£v  yup£uou|j£  TTopd  |jia  aTTiSapr)  kqttvo. 

AttAoI  9£aT£5  QTO  a|j(pi9£aTpo 

To  TTio  TToAu  £va^  aaniJavTO^  poAo^  yia  va  KuAqaEi  q  ^wn 

To  TTIO  TToAu  |jia  (pTnvr)  aijcpisan  yia  va  TTdpsi  xP^pa  q 

^ajq. 

Iti^  ojIJOttAqte^  |ja^  TSVTOJvovTai  oi  QTTayKOi. 
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Orphanides  Nikos  (1949) 

Born  in  Kythrea  in  1949.  He  studied  Greek  Literature  in  the  Athens  University. He  has 
pubhshed  collections  of  poetry,  as  well  as  philological  and  critical  studies.He  received  the 
Cyprus  State  Prize. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axriv  KD0psa  to  1949.27io'65aas  EXXr|viKf|  OiXoXoyia  axriv  A9f|va. 
Hoir|Tf|(;  Kai  5oKi|iioypd(pO(;.  Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  to  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  AoKi|iioD  Kai  |is  KpaxiKo 
'ETiaivo  yia  Tr|v  Hoir|ar|. 

[Index]  [  Cypriot  Poets  ] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


67 


[Index] 


Lefkosia,  Spring  1980  AD 

Once  more  I  feel  you  descending 

Aflaming  sun 

In  the  heavy  sea  of  night 

we  sit  at  the  low  stone  wall 

of  a  desolate  neighborhood 

carnation  behind  the  ear 

let's  have  a  coffee 

lazily  the  city  stretches 

the  homes  of  the  Green  line 

await  their  forgotten  residents 

who  keep  sending  messages  of  their  coming 

but  never  arrive 

March  16,  1980 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


AsuKcoaia  dvoi^n  1980|j-X. 

riaAi  as  viojSoj  ttou  KaispaivEi^ 

nAio^TTupcpopo^ 

QTHvipiKuiJiaTn^vuxTa^ 

Ka96|jaaT£  qto  tts^ouAi 

Trig  spHPn?  Y^iTOvia^ 

yapucpoAAo  qt'outI 

eAo  va  TTiou|j£  £va  KacpsSdKi 

ri  TTOAn  T£VTdjV£Tai  vojxsAiKd 

TO  QTTiTia  Trig  TTpdaivrig  ypapprig 

TT£pi|j£vouv  Toug  ^£xaa|j£voug  £VOiKOUg 

tt'oAo  |jr|vav  TTOjg  9a'p9ouv 

Ki  6|jajg  5£v  £pxovTai  ttot£. 

EvTog  Tojv  T£ixajv,  1983 
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Pashiardis  Michalis  (1941) 

Michalis  Pashiardis  was  born  in  the  village  of  Tseri  in  1941.  From  1964  and  until  his 
retirement,  he  worked  in  Cultural  Programmes  at  the  Cyprus  Broadcasting  Corporation.  He  is 
a  regular  contributor  to  dailies  and  literary  magazines.  He  has  published  numerous  collections 
of  poetry,  written  plays  and  studies.  He  has  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry. 
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rswf|9r|KS  axo  Taspi,  to  1941.  Atio  to  1964  |isxpi  ttjv  a(pU7ir|psTr|af|  tod  spydaTr|KS 
GTa  TioXiTiGTiKd  7ipoypd|i|iaTa  tod  PaSiocpcoviKOD  Idpv^iaxoq  KDTipoD.Eivai  TaKTiKoc; 
aDYspydTTjc;  s(pr||ispi5cov  Kai  7ispio5iK6v.'Eypa\|/s  Kai  s^sScoas  noXkEq  7ioir|TiKS(; 
aDXXoys(;,9saTpiKd  Kai  |isXsTS(;.Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  to  KpaTKo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;. 
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FUNERAL  OF  A  FIGHTER 

Leaden  sky,  heavy. 

Heavy  the  hands  lifting 

your  coffin;  you  of  the 

lightest-  like  the  vision — 

among  us. 

The  street  for  the  cemetery 

passes  by  the  landscape  of  Springtime. 

At  half-mast  the  daisies  shed  their  petals 

and  up  above,  the  swallows 

are  the  small  crosses  of  our  suffering. 

"0  my  sweet  spring... "  Afterwards  it  rained  hard 

Translated  by:  John  Vickers 


KHAEIA  ArnNIZTH 


MoAu(5£vio^  oupavo^,  (3apu^. 

Bapia  TO  x^pici,  ttou  aqKajvouvE  to  (pspsTpo  aou  zot  tou 

TTio  EAacppou  — aav  t'  6pa|ja— 

ava|j£a6  \}0(;. 

0  5p6|JO^  yia  to  KOipnTHpi  TTspvd  qtt'  to  tottIo  Tq^  'Avoi^q?- 
MsaiaTis^  cpoAAopoouv  oi  |japyapiT£^ 

Kl  OTTOVajSE  TO  X^AlSOVIQ  £ivai  01  piKpoi  QTOUpoi  TOU 

TTd9ou^  |ja^. 

Q  yAuKu  |jou  sap.... 

YQTspa  £(3p£X£  5uvaTa 

yia  oaa  5dKpua  5£  xuaa|j£. 
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Papaonisiforou  Myrianthy  (1941) 

Myrianthi  Papaonisiforou  was  born  and  lives  in  Paphos.  She  studied  Social  Sciences 
in  Athens,  and  completed  her  post-graduate  studies  in  London.  She  has  worked  in  the 
Department  of  Social  Services.  She  has  published  several  collections  of  poetry,  and  received 
the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry  among  other  awards  and  distinctions. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axriv  nd(po.L7ioi35aas  Koivcoviks(;  E7iiaTf||iS(;  axriv  A9f|va  Kai  SKavs 
|iSTa7iTDxiaKS(;  a7iOD5s(;  axo  AovSivo.  EpydaxriKS  axo  T|if||ia  Koivcovik6v  Y7ir|psai6v.'Eypa\|/s 
Kai  5r||ioaiSDas  noXksq  tioitjiiksc;  aDXXoys(;.Ti|if|9r|KS  |is  to  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  7ioir|ar|(;. 
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Malta 


I  shall  keep  you  then 

an  imprint  of  an  unadorned  identity 

in  the  collection  of  the  world 

infertile  land 

with  balconies  of  silence 

timeless  land 

vanquished  by  the  past 

which  imposes  an  orgy  of  art 

on  my  enery  movement 

an  insupportable  stone 

I  shall  keep  you  then 

an  affirmation  to  the  call  of  the  world  arid  land 

of  the  rock  and  of  the  white  stone  sorceress  land 

how  did  you  keep  Odysseus  from  me 

hundreds  of  years  in  a  cave? 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


MdAra 


0a  oi  Kpainaoj  Aoittov 

£va  aTTOTUTT(jO|ja  Aiir)^  TauTOTniaq 

airj  auAAoyn  tou  Koapou 

ayovn  xwpa 

|j£  TO  iJTTaAKOvia  TH^  aiojTTri^ 

dxpovq  x^pa 

KaTaKTr||J£vr|  otto  to  xt£? 

TTOu  £TTi(3dAA£Tai  opyio  T£xvr|^ 

QTHv  Kd9£  |JOu  Kivqan 

aaqKajTri  TT£Tpa 

0a  a£  Kpainaoj  Aoittov 

KOTdcpaan  qto  KdA£a|ja  tou  koqijou 

avuSpn  xwpa 

TOU  PpaXOU  KOI  TH^  dQTTpn^  TT£Tpa^ 

IJdyiaaa  xwpa 

TTOJ^  |jou  £KpdTna£^  Tov  05uaa£a 

a£  |jia  QTTnAia  toqou^  aidjv£^; 


[Index] 
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Andreas  Pastellas  (1932) 

Andreas  Pastellas  was  born  in  Kato  Paphos  in  1932.  He  studied  Philology  in  Athens, 
and  completed  his  post-graduate  studies  in  Pedagogic  and  School  Administration.  He  worked 
in  Secondary  Education  as  teacher,  Headmaster  and  Supervisor  of  Philology  Courses.  He  is 
the  President  of  the  Cyprus  Linguistic  Association.  He  has  published  collections  of  poetry,  as 
well  as  philological  and  critical  studies.  He  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry. 
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rswfi9r|Ks  axriv  Kdxco  Hdcpo  to  1932.S7ioi35aas  EXkr[viKr\  OiXoXoyia  axriv  A9f|va. 
'EKavs  |iSTa7iTDxiaKS(;  a7ioD5s(;  axa  HaiSaycoyiKd  Kai  axri  Ais-oGdygti  I^xoXexov.  EpydaxriKs 
axTj  Msarj  EKTiaiSsDarj,  cdq  Ka9r|yr|xf|(;,  AisdGdvxtic;  Kai  E7ii9scopr|xf|(;  xcov  OiXoXoyiK6v 
Ma9r||idxcov.  Eivai  o  Hp6s5po(;  xod  KD7ipiaKoi3  FXcoaaoXoyiKoij  LDv5sa|ioD  KiJTipoi). 
Ar||ioaisDas  avXkoysq  Hoir||idxcov  oncDq  S7iiar|(;  Kai  (piXoXoyiKS(;  Kai  KpixiKsc; 
|isXsxs(;.Ti|if|9r|KS  |is  xo  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  Hoirjarjc;. 
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Empty  desks 


I  took  attendance  and  you  were  missing, 

practicing  orthography  on  walls. 

I  took  attendance  and  you  were  missing, 

and  you  were  at  the  roadblocks. 

I  took  attendance 

and  on  your  small  knees 

in  prison  you  scribbled 

the  History  of  mankind. 

And  on  the  attendance  list  I  wrote:  all  present! 

and  next  to  each  of  your  names  the  grade:  excellent! 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


A5£ia  Opavia 


AidfBaaa  tov  KaiaAoyo  ki  iozlq  AsiiraTE, 

YpacpoTE  THv  opSoypacpia  oqc;  qtou^  toIxou^. 

Aia(3aaa  tov  KaTdAoyo 

KOI  zozlc;  PpiQKoaaQTE  010  oSocppayiJaTa. 

Aid(3aaa  tov  KOTdAoyo 

KOI  oz\(;  ypdcpoTE  oi\(;  cpuAoKS^ 

QTQ  fjiKpd  aa^yovoTa 

Trjv  iQTopia  tou  AvBpcibTTOu. 

Ki  sypaqja  qtov  KaTdAoyo:6Aoi  TTopovTS^! 

KOI  TTAdi  TO  (5a9|j6  tou  koSevo^  aa^:dpiaTa! 

XcbpogSiaQTTopd^,  1970 
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ALL  IS  THE  FLOW  OF  THE  WIND  OR 
THE  PRINCE  OF  HANNOVER 


The  icy  wind  enfolds  the  horse 
wafting  around  it  lil<e  an  enormous  cape  little  lights  burn  at 

the  station  tired  immigrants  place  calls  to  distant 
homelands.  Atop  his  bronze  horse  the  prince  of  Hannover 

waves  to  his  people  beloved  as  he  once  was  now 

forgotten  atop  his  horse  tired  upon  his  horse  alone  among 

the  hurried  travelers  that  pour  out,  herds  from  the  railway 

station  herds  the  workers  that  leave  the  station  herds  the 

days  that  pass  by  his  tired  horse. 

A  stranger  is  History  a  stranger  in  History 

a  stranger  among  the  people  of  the  trains 

a  stranger  among  the  hurrying  people  of  the  square  a 

stranger  among  their  daily  cares  beloved  as  he  once  was 

now  forgotten  upon  his  tired  horse. 

Love  is  a  vapor  that  rises  like  smoke  on  this  street, 

where  all  is  an  endless  gust  of  wind  and  futility  of  futilities 

all  that  is  of  man. 

Berlin,  November  1984 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 
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TA  HANTA  POH  ANEMOY 
'H  O  APXONTAZ  TOY  ANNOBEPOY 


TuAiysi  t'  dAoyo  o  TTayaj|j£vo(;  ayEpa^ 

aav  TTEAojpio^  |jav5ua^  av£|ji^£i  yupco  tou  (pajTia|j£va 

Aa|JTTi6via  ava(3ouv  qto  qtoSijo  KOupaa|j£voi  |j£TavaaT£^ 

TnA£(pajvouv  QTi^  |jaKpuv£^  TTaTpi5£^  Tou^.  Av£(3aa|j£vo^ 

QTO  IJTTpOUVT^IVO  TOU  OAoyO  0  dpXOVTQ^  TOU 

Avv6(3£pou  xc(ip£Td  to  Aao  tou 
aYaTTr||J£vo^  KaTTOT£  otto  to  Aao  tou  ^£xaa|j£vo^  ttovoj  qto 
dAoyo  TOU  KOupaa|j£vo^  TTdvoj  qto  dAoyd  tou  |jdvo^  |j£aa 

QTOUg  (3iaaTIK0U^  Ta^l5ldjT£^  TTOU  XUVOVTQI  K0TTd5ia  OTTO 

TO  ai5npo5po|jiK6  omQ\\6 

K0TTd5ia  01  £pYdT£^  TTOU  Pyaivouv  otto  to  qtoSijo  K0TTd5ia 

01  |j£p£^  TTOU  TT£pvouv  TTAdi  QTO  KOupaa|j£vo  TOU  dAoyo. 

z£vn  n  IcJTopia  ^£V05  |j£aa  qthv  laTopia 

^£V05  |j£aa  QTOu^  av9pdjTT0u^  Tojv  Tpaivojv  ^£vo^  |j£aa 

QTOu^  (SiaQTiKOu^  Tq^  TTAaT£iag  i^ZMOc;  |j£aa  QTig  (ppovTi5£^ 

KdTTOT£  aYaTTr||J£VO^  OTTO  TO  Aao  TOU  ^£Xaa|J£VO^  TTdVOJ  QTO 

KOupaa|j£vo  tou  dAoyo. 

Axvo^  n  aydTTq  TT£pvd  aav  KaTTv6(; 

a'  auTO  Tov  5p6|JO, 

OTTOu  TO  TTdvTO  poq  aT£p|jovn  av£|jou 

KOI  iJOTaiOTn^  iJOTOiOTriTajv  TO  av9pdjTTiva. 

B£poAivo,  No£|jppio^  1984 
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Patapiou  Nasa  (1953) 

Nasa  Patapiou  was  born  in  Rizokarpaso.  She  studied  Drama,  Byzantine  and  Modern 
Greek  Literature  in  Thessalonica,  as  well  as  History  and  Archaeology  in  Athens.  She  worked 
as  a  researcher/historian,  and  served  as  Cultural  Attache  of  the  Cyprus  Embassy  in  Athens, 
and  as  Director  of  the  House  of  Cyprus.  She  received  the  State  Prize  for  Poetry  in  1988. 
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rswfi9r|Ks  GTO  Pi^oKdpTiaao.  27ioi35aas  Gsaxpo,  BD^avxivfi  Kai  2i3yxpovr|  EXXrjviKfi 
AoyoTSxvia  axri  ©saaaXoviKri  Kai  laxopia  Kai  ApxaioXoyia  axriv  A0f|va.Epydaxr|KS  (Dq 
spsDvf|xpia/iaxopiK6(;  Kai  D7ir|psxr|as  cdq  HoXixiaxiKoc;  AsixoDpyoc;  xr|(;  KD7ipiaKf|(;  HpsaPsia(; 
axr|v  EXka5a  Kai  AisDGwxpia  xodStiixio-o  xtjc;  K-OTipoD.TiiifiGriKs  |is  xo  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio 
Yloir[ar[q. 
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I  spring 

From  the  Peninsula 

Of  Carpasia's  mountains 

And  flow  out  into  my  body 

Inside  me 

Fountains  and  stagnant  waters 

Idols  in  water 

Shadows  in  red  blood 

Reflections  in  morning 

And  others  in  evening 

May  the  Angel  come 

With  his  sword 

May  he  stab 

My  right  side 

May  the  blood  gush 

May  it  flood  the  water 

May  the  frothing  waves 

Envelop  me 

May  your  shape 

Come  alight 

May"-you  limits  be  etched 

As  they  used  to  be 

And  from  my  belongings 

May  only  my  voice  remain 

I  am  the  thinking  plant 

In  the  precipices 
Of  the  island  of  Cyprus 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


KATArnrH 

nnya^w 

Atto  ir\q  XEpaovqaou 

KapTToaia^  to  opq 

Ki  EKpdAAoj  QTO  adj|ja  |JOu 

M£aa  |JOu  oi  TTi5aK£^ 

Kai  TO  AiiJvd^ovTQ  uSaia 

Ei5cjoAa  psaa  qto  vspo 

Zkie^  qto  kokkivo  ai|ja 

AvTauY£i£?  TO  TTpcoi 

Ki  qAAe^  to  (3pd5u 

No  'p9£i  0  Ayy£Ao^ 

M£  ir\  po|j(paia 

Kai  vaxcipa^£i 

Tq  5£^ia  |JOU  TnvTTA£upd 

No  (puy£i  TO  ai|ja 
No  TTAn|J|Jupia£i  TO  V£p6 

A(ppdj5n  KUIJOTO 
No  |J£  TT£piTUAi^OUV 

(pudq  va  (pav£i 

To  axniJO  aou 

To  opid  aou  va  xapoKTOuv 

ZaV  TTpdjTO 
Ki  QTT'  to  UTTdpXOVTQ  |JOU 

No  |j£V£i  pdvov  n  (pwvri 
Ei|jai  TO  vonijov  (puTO 

Zto  QTTdKpniJva 

Tq?  vqaou  KuTTpou 

ZuAAoyn  To  $ajvri£v  adj|ja 
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LOVER'S  CONJURE 


I  have  a  magic  orchard 

That  is  enclosed  all  round  Many  learn  for  it  And  pace 

outside 

But  no-one  dares  step  inside  Its  exotic  plants  Alarm  them 

Its  heady  scents  Make  them  faint  They  lack  imagination 

And  besides 

They  have  no  fantasies  of  love 

I  have  a  magic  orchard 

That  is  enclosed  all  round  Or  rather  a  school 

Where  you  can  be  taught  and  learn  If  you  are  brave  and 

ready  Step  inside  my  orchard 
Let  me  take  you  around  and  show  you  How  history  is  born 

Out  of  nothing 
And  from  my  delicate  stem  You  will  blossom,  like  it  or  not 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


H  OAYMATOnOIOZ  TOY  'EPflTA 


Exo)  £va  TT£pi(36Ai  ijayiKO  n£pi(ppay|j£vo  To  op£yovTai 

TToAAoi  Kai  ipiyupvouv  aTT'£^aj  Ma  5£v  toA|jouv  va  |jttouv 

'Ex£i  £^aJTiKa  (puTQ  Kai  tou^  Tpo|ja^ouv  Ektt£|jtt£i  £uaj5i£^, 

|j£9uaTiK£5  Tou^  TTpOKaA£i  AiTTo9u|jia  AAA(joaT£  aT£pouvTai 

(pavToaia^  Kai  £ttittA£ov 

A£v  (pavTaaiojvovTai  qtov  £pajTa 

'Exo)  £va  TT£pip6Ai  payiKO  n£pi(ppaY|j£vo  'H  |jdAAov  |jia 
aXoAr)  Na  5i5ax9£i^  va  |jd9£i^  Av  £iaai  £toi|jo^  Y£vvaio^ 
'EAa  QTO  TT£pip6Ai  auTO  fia  va  oz  ^£vaYriaaj  floj^  an'  to 

TJTTOTa  r£vvi£Tai  q  iQTopia 

Kai  OTTO  Tov  A£TTT£TTiA£TTT6  |JOu  |jiaxo  QtKzic;  5£v  Qzc;  9a 

av9o(popria£i5 
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Peonidou  Elli  (1940) 

EUi  Peonidou  was  born  in  Vassa  Kilaniou,  Limassol,  and  studied  Home  Economics  in 
Athens.  She  works  as  a  journaUst  and  as  a  professional  writer.  She  has  written  numerous 
works  of  poetry,  prose,  theatre  and  children's  literature.  She  has  received  the  State  Prize  for 
Children's  Literature,  and  many  other  local  and  international  awards  and  distinctions. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  Bdaa  KoiXavioi)  Kai  a7ioi35aas  OiKiaKfj  OiKovo|iia  axriv  A9f|va. 
Epyd^sxai  coc;  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;.  'Eypa\|/s  7iXr|06pa  PipXicov  7ioir|ar|(;,7is^oypa(pia(;,0saTpiKd  Kai 
7iai5iKd.Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  to  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  yia  Tr|v  nai5iKf|  Aoyoxsxvia. 
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Breakfast  on  the  balcony 


The  young  couple  comes  to  the  balcony 

November's  end  and  time  two  minutes  after  eight. 

Morning  pours  onto 

Ninth  Street  roaring. 

Dancing,  she  brings  the  tray  with  coffee  bread, 

honey  and  apples,  and  he,  a  rose  in  a  flower-vase. 

They  sit.  Leans  her  head  to  his  knees 

and  he  caresses  her  hair. 

Drink,  laugh,  look  at  each  other. 

Fifteen  minutes  after  eight  they  take 

the  cups  and  the  rose  away. 

Go  inside  and  close  up. 

Wet  snow  bedecks  the  window  sill. 

And  behind  the  windowpane  the  poet 
nails  the  moment  like  a  butterfly. 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


nPOrEYMA  ZTO  MHAAKONI 


To  ^EuyapoKi  PyriKS  qto  iJiraAKOvi 

T£Aog  NO£|jPpn  Cijpa  OKTW  KOI  5U0  ASTTTd. 

To  TTpojivo  xi|Jd£i  Poui^ovTQ^  QTHv  Evain  Aeojcpopo. 

XopZUOMlQ^  (p£pV£l  TO  SJQKO  EKEivr]  |J£  KQCpS 

qjoJIJi,  |j£Ai  KOI  pqAa 
Ki  £K£ivo5  £va  p65o  QTO  av9oyuaAi. 

Kd9ovTai.  r£pv£i  qto  yovaia  tou  to  K£(pdAi 
KOI  in?  xcii^^u£i  TO  paAAia. 

niVOUV,  Y£A0UV,  KOITQ^OVTai. 

Oktw  KOI  mapTO  aqKajvouv 

cpAiT^avia  kqi  ipiavidcpuAAo. 

MTToivouv  KOI  KA£ivouv.  To  xiov6v£po 

aToAi^£i  TOTTp£Pa^l. 

Ki  0  TTOir|Tri^  Triaoj  qtt'  to  t^qiji 
Kap(pdjv£i  Tq  QTiypri  aav  TT£TaAou5a.. 

N£a  YopKH,  No£|j(3pn?  1992 
A£|j£a6^,  A£K£|jppn?  1995 
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THE  IVY  OF  OUR  LOVE 


A  leaf  of  ivy  is  our  visiting  card 

like  a  cooling  embrace  and  a  refuge  from  the  sun's 

scorching  eye  an  evergreen  palm  forever  open. 

A  leaf  of  ivy  is  our  laughter 

multicolour  tongues  ringing  in  harmony  to  the  music  of 

birdsong  and  the  surging  waves  upon  the  shore  here 

where  our  footsteps  are  luminous  close  upon  the  thyme 
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O  KIZZOZ  THZ  ArAHHZ  MAZ 


$uAAo  Kiaaou  to  miaKETTTripio  pa^  ayKdAiaa|ja  5poaia(; 

KOI  KOTacpuyio  otto  to  ijqti  tou  qAiou. 

riaAaiJn  TTpdaivn  avoiyiJEvn. 

$uAAo  Kiaaou  to  ysAio  |ja^ 

yAdjaas^  TToAuxpaj|j£^,  5iaKAa5dja£i^  ijeAojSike^,  TpiAis^ 

KOI  TTOcpAaaiJoi 

TTOTHiJaaiE^  TTOu  cpojacpopi^ouvE  ttAqi  aTO  0u|japi 


We  seek  for  traces  of  noble  ancestors 

who  in  laying  out  their  temples 

like  the  spreading  ivy  worshipped  their  gentle  Gods  and 

evergreen  epics  an  olive  crown  their  only  prize. 

Dedicated  to  our  dream  for  the  Eco-Peace 
village  that  alas  was  not  realised 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


To  xvapia  v'avixv£uaou|j£  TTpoyovcov  Euyevcov  ttou  httiou^ 

sAdTpsiijav  0£ou^  vaou^  Kiaaou^  OTTAdjaavE  xAojpiSa^ 

£TTr|  KOI  aTEcpdvia  sAid^. 

A(pi£paj|j£vo  aTO  ovsipo  [loq  yia  to  OiKoAoyiKO  xwpio 
«Kiaa69>  ttou  SuaTuxw^  5£v  TTpaY|jaT0TT0iri9r|K£ 
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Philippou  -  Ladaki  Niki  (1937  -  2003} 

Was  born  in  Nicosia.  Studied  Greek  and  English  Literature  at  the  Athens 
University. She  worked  at  the  Cultural  Services  of  the  Ministry  of  Education. She  had 
published  several  collections  of  poetry. 
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rswf|0r|KS  axri  AsDKCoaia  Kai  GTio-oSaas  EXkr\viKT\  Kai  AyyXiKf|  OiXoXoyia  axriv 
A9f|va.EpydaTr|KS  axiq  noXiTiaTiKS(;  Y7ir|psais(;  tod  YTiODpysiOD  nai5sia(;.Ar||ioaisDas 
TioXXsc;  noir|TiKS(;  llvXkoyEq. 
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I  MIGRATE  LIKE  A  BIRD 


I  migrate  like  a  bird,  I  die  out  like  the  wind 
I  set  like  the  sun 

when  the  sea  assumes  your  face 

and  in  the  evening  makes  herself  beautiful 

for  the  strolling  ladies 

when  the  jasmin  smells 

like  the  musk  of  your  breasts 

to  tease  the  rest  of  tic  girls 

and  surpass  them 

when  Sunday  puts  on  your  dresses 

and  copies  your  hairstyle 

to  go  as  a  little  girl  to  church 

...I  still  have  to  learn  so  much  about  love. 

Translated  by:  Poet 


MIZEVn  ZA  nOYAI 


MiQEuo)  aa  irouAi,  aPnvoj  aav  ayspi  yspvoj  aav  qAio^ 

OTQv  n  9dAaaaa  iraipvEi  to  ttpoqcotto  qou 

KOI  QToAi^STQi  ojpa  EQTTspivri  yia  va  'vai  6|Jop(pr| 

aa  Pyouv  oi  KupdSs^  yia  aspyidvi 

OTOv  TO  Yiaa£|ji  Tq^  ysiTOvid^  TToipvei  to  ijouqko  tou 

Kopcpou  QOU  yia  va  TT£ipd^£i  oAe^  ti^  oAAe^  kotteAie^  koi 

va  Ti^  ^£TT£paa£i 

OTOV  n  KupiOKH  (popdSI  TO  (pOUQTdVia  QOU  KOI  TH  XTSVIQld 

QOU  yia  va  ttoei  TTpoji  TTpoji  ttoiSouAo  QTqv  £KKAr|aid. 
...Ki  OKopn  £xw  Toaq  a|ja9£ia  yia  Tqv  ayaTTq! 
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Phylactou  Takis  (1919  ) 

Was  born  in  Karavas  in  1919.He  studied    Insurance  in  London.  He  published  his 
poems  in  several  newspapers  and  magazines. 
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rswf|0r|Ks  GTO  x<^P^6  Kapapd(;  to  1919.  Ajiocpoixrias  and  to  riayK-OTipio  FDiivdaio 
Kai  axri  GDVsxsia  GTio-oSaas  aacpaXiaxiKd  axo  AovSivo.  To  1952  sixs  avaXdPsi  Tr|v  opydvcoarj 
Kai  Sis-oGDvari  xcov  «rsviK6v  Aa(paXsi6v  K-OTipoi))).  AaxoXf|0r|Ks  |is  Tr|v  7ioir|ar|  Kai 
5r||ioaisDas  spyaais(;  tod  as  s(pr||ispi5s(;  Kai  TispioSiKd.  noifniaxa  tod  sxodv  |iSTa(ppaaTSi  as 
^EVEq  yXchaoEq.  To  1986  s^sScoas  ttjv  tioititikti  aDA^A^oyfj  napsv0sar|.  AaxoXfjGriKS  S7iiar|(;  |is 
TO  xpovoypd(pr||ia  Kai  ttj  ^coypacpiKfj. 
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GEORGE 

Surrounded  by  the  small  bottles, 

Serum,  iodine  and  aspirins, 

George 

-  Central  Chemist's  Store 
216  Phaneromenis  Street - 

kept  company  by  his  golden_  dreams 
and  the  long  wait  for  the  Unexpected, 

George  is  spending  the  balance 
of  his  years  (he  is  note  twenty  six). 

Prescriptions  and  debts  the  routine, 

the  friends  who  drop  in  to  join 

their  boredom  with  his  own, 

the  patchwork  throng  in  the  market. 

At  midday  the  meal  from  the  restaurant  over  the  way 

Steak  and  kidney  boiled  and  beans,  kid  !  - 

and  the  long  wait  far  the  Unexpected. 

If  I  had  happened  to  be  George 

-  Central  Chemist's  Store 
216  Ph.an.eromenis  Street - 

I  would  throw  out  all  the  friends  who  come 

to  join  their  boredom  with  mine, 

I  would  empty  all  the  little  bottles. 

Serum,  iodine  and  the  rest,  into  a  huge  cauldron, 

and  I  would  plunge  myself  in  it 

to  cancel  the  balance  of  my  years 

(the  margin  between  twenty  six  and  nothing). 

Translated  by:  Peter  Thompson 


nnproz 

Avapsaa  qto  iJirouKaAoKia  tou, 

«Venena»,  iwSia  ki  aaiTipiv^, 

0  ficbpyo^, 

«$ap|jaK£iov  to  K£vtpik6v» 

$av£paj|j£vn?  216,  A£UKajaia. 

luvipocpid  |j£  TO  xpuad  tou  6v£ipa 

KOI  Tr|v  Tipoaijovri  lou  Av£ATTiaTOu 

0  ridjpyO^  TT£pva  TO  UTTOAOITTOV 

TOU  (3iou  (£ivai  Tojpa  26  £Tdjv). 

Ka9n|J£pivd  01  auvTay£^,  to  (3£p£a£5ia, 

01  cpiAoi  TTOu  TTav£  va  £vdjaouv 
Tqv  TTAq^n  Tou^  |J£  Tqv  SiKq  tou, 

TO  TToAuxpaj|JO  TTAqSo^  tou  TTO^apiou. 

To  |j£an|J£pia  (paynTO  ott'  to  avTiKpivo  £aTiaT6pio- 

«|jiari  ipnTO  KOI  |jia  cpaaoAia,  p£  |jiKp£»- 

Kl  n  TTpoaiJOVn  TOU  AV£ATTiaTOU. 

Av  Tuxaiv£  £Ydj  va  'pouva  o  fiajpyo^, 

«ct)ap|jaK£iov  to  K£vtpik6v» 

$av£paj|j£vn?  216,  A£UK(joaia, 

9a  '5i(joxva  oAou^  tou^  cpiAou^  ttou  £pxovTai 

Na  £vdjaouv  Tqv  TTAq^n  tou^  |J£  Tq  SiKq  |Jou. 

0'  d5£ia^a  oAa  |JOu  to  pTTOUKoAdKia, 

KVenena»,  idj5ia  kqi  to  Aoittq,  a'  £va  T£paaTio  KO^avi 

KOI  9a  (3u9i^6|JOuva  a'  auTO 

yia  va  Siavuaoj  to  uttoAoittov  tou  (3iou  |JOu 

(Siacpopa  |j£Ta^u  26  £Tdjv  koi  tou  tIttoto). 
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Sawidou  -Theodoulou  Mona  (1951) 

Born  in  Limassol.She  studied  Philology  in  Athens,  and  works  in  Secondary  Education 
as  a  Headmistress. She  has  published  seeral  works  of  poetry,  prose,  theatre  and  criticism. She 
has  also  edited  three  poetry  anthologies.  She  received  the  State  Prize  for  Poetry  in  1987. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  As|isa6  to  1951.27ioi35aas  OiXoXoyia  axo  navs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v  Kai 
spyd^sxai  coc;  AisDOwxpia  I^xoXexov  axri  Msor|  EK7iai5sDar|.'Exsi  Srnioais-oari 
7ioir|ar|,7is^6,9saTpiK6  Kai  KpniKsq  |isXsts(;.'Exsi  S7iiar|(;  sk56osi  xpsK;  Av9oXoyis(; 
noir|ar|(;.Ti|ifi0r|KS  |is  to  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  noir|ar|(;. 

[Index]  [  Cypriot  Poets  ] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


86 


[Index] 


The  forest  with  the  columns 
Cordova 


Cross  the  garden  with  the  orange  trees 

first 

Do  not  reglect  the  footpath  of  the  myrtle 

to  be  enchanted 

to  fall  in  love 

to  purify  yourself 

The  forest  with  the  columns  awaits  you 

Do  bring  the  birds 

along  with  the  blossoms 

in  your  bosom  or  in  your  hair 

the  dance  of  the  soul  awaits  you 

it  awaitw  you  in  the  forest 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


To  Adaoq  [IE  Touq  Kiovsq 
KopSopa 


n£paa£  qtt'  Tr|v  auAq  tojv  TTopiOKaAAiajv 

TTpOJia 

Mqv  ^£xaa£i^  to  ijovottciti  iq^  iJupiid^ 
va  yonT£UT£i^ 
va  £pajT£UT£i5 
va  £^ayviaT£i5 

Z£  TT£pi|J£V£l  TO  5daO^  |J£  TOU^  KiOV£(; 
nap£  KOI  TO  TTOUAia 

IJO^i  |j£  Tou^  av9ou^ 
QTOv  Kopcpo  n  TO  |jaAAid  aou 

Z£  TT£pi|J£V£l  0  XOpO^  iq^  ^JUXn? 
Z£TT£pi|J£V£l  QTOSdaO^ 
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Stavrou  -  loannidou  Roulla  (1951) 


Was  born  in  Nicosia  in  1951.  Studied  Greek  and  English  Litterature  at  the  University 
of  Athens.Recently  she  received  the  National  Litterature  prize  Jean  Monnet. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  AsDKcoaia  to  1951.  noif|Tpia,  Tis^oypdcpoc;  Kai  GsaxpiKfi  avjjpa(^Eaq. 
Eivai  S7iiar|(;  sK7iai5sDTiK6(;  (ME)  Kai  spsDvf|Tpia.  Sjio-oSaas  sXXr|viKf|  Kai  ayyXiKf|  (piXoXoyia 
axo  navs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v.  Apyoxspa  |iSTSK7iai5si3Tr|Ks  axo  RSA  ,  TEFL  (UK)  Kai  7if|ps  to 
5i7iXco|id  Tr|(;  |is  5idKpiar|  axri  SiSaaKaXia.  2f||ispa,  spyd^sxai  co(;  E7iiaTr||ioviKf|  S-ovspydxic; 
Kai  YiiEvQvvy]  EkSogscov  gto  Fpacpsio  tod  npos5piKoi3  ETiixpoTioD  ttjc;  KD7ipiaKf|(; 
ArnioKpaxiac;.  To  PipXio  Tr|(;  «KiTpivs(;  Kop5sXs(;»,  Ti|if|9r|Ks  Tipoacpaxa  |is  to  AisQvEq 
AoyoTSxviKo  BpaPsio  Jean  Monnet. 

'Epya  Tr|(;  iisxacppdaxriKav  oxa  AyyX^iKd,  FspiiaviKd,  FaA.A.iKd,  IxaA^iKd  Kai  no^icoviKd. 
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ENCLAVED 


The  moonlight 
circles  over  the  houses 

of  theenclaved. 

Tearlessly  and  tirelessly 

their  thoughts  and  dreams  it  seeks. 

unfolding  them 

one  by  one,  spreading  its  balm 

from  one  side  of  the  soul  to  the  other 

to  soothe  the  wounds. 

Days  come  and  go  by. 

Pass  through  the  fields 

with  the  ripen  wheat  on  the  lips. 

Hours  come  and  go  by 

from  the  hills  to  the  bays 

from  the  capes  to  the  valleys 

from  the  plundered  churches 

to  the  deserted  monasteries 

with  their  orphaned  steeples. 

They  come  and  go  by. 

Then  meet  again. 

Hand  in  hand 

They  begin  to  dance 

singing 

a  song  of  blue  and  white 

Freedom,  that  they  call. 

Liberty  and  peaceful  Life. 

Translated  by:  Rhea  Frangofinou  -  Roula 
loannidou-  Stavrou 


To  cpcoq  Tou  cpsYYCipioiJ 


KQVEI  KUKAoU^  TTOVCO  QTTI  TO  SSVipO 

qjdxvEi  QKOupaQTO  ki  aSoKpuio 

Tou^ayvoou|j£vou^aou 

^£5iTTA(jjvovTa^  Tou^  QTOxaaiJOu^  tou 

£va-£va 

5ir|9a3VTa^  ti^  ava|jvria£i^  tou 

|jia-|jia 

aKopTTi^ovTa(;  to  xAajpo  tou  (3dAaa|J0 

qttI  th  |jiav  QKpn  03^  Tqv  aAAq  aou, 

Nqai  |JOu, 

va  yaAnv£iiJ£i  ti^  ttAhy^  aou. 

ndv£  KI  £pxovTai 

TO  Ppa5ia  TOU 

qttI  ti^  TTopTOKaAi£^  ir]c,  Mopcpou 

(jO(;  Tig  9aAaaa£g  Tqg  A|j|j6xa)aT0(; 

KI  QKOIJa 

(jO(;  to  £pn|JiKd  iJOvaQTHpia  Tqg  KapTToaiag 
|j£  TO  op(pav£|j£va  KoiJTTavapid. 

nav£  KI  £pxovTai, 

KI  uaT£pa  TToAi  ^avaa|jiyouv. 

niavovTOixspi-X^pi 

KOI  aTrivouv£  xopo 

yupoj  qtt'  tov  n£VTa5aKTuAo 

Tpayou5djvTag  £va  TpayouSi  otto  YaAa^6TT£Tpa 

TTOu  TO  (SacpTiaav  A£UT£pid. 
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Stylianou  Theodoras  (1927- 1998) 


Theodoros  Stylianou  was  born  in  the  village  of  Psimolofou  in  1927,  and  died  in  1998. 
He  wrote  poetry,  and  was  a  regular  contributor  to  literary  magazines  and  newspapers.  He  was 
awarded  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry  in  1987. 
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O  ©soScopoc;  SiDXiavo-o  yswf|9r|Ks  axo  x<^P^6  Yr||ioX6(poD  to  1927  Kai  7is9avs  to 
1998.  'Eypa\|/s  7ioir|ar|  Kai  XoyoTSxvia  as  TispioSiKd  Kai  s(pr||ispi5s(;.  Tod  a7iovs|if|9r|K  to 
PpaPsio  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry  to  1987. 
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THE  VOYAGE 


And  so  this  is  our  voyage,  my  Lady. 

It  begins  with  the  first  chapter  of  disillusionment.  We'll 

have  a  good  time,  wait  and  see,  and  with  a  contribution  by 

Eliot. 

Because  I  know  that  time  s  always  time 

And  place  s  always  and  only  place 

And  what  is  actual  s  actual  only  for  one  time  And  only  for 

one  place...* 

A  rainy  English  month  of  July 

has  counted  our  days 

with  the  countenance  of  our  March.  This  explains  the  rose 

gardens  the  lush  trees  the  rivers  the  epidemic  of  green. 

No  matter 

our  voyage  was  good. 

Better  on  the  way  back 

with  the  added  cargo  of  nostalgia. 


Translated  by:  John  Vickers 


TO  TAEIAI 


NciTO  AoiTTOv  TO  TQ^iSi  |ja^,  Kupd  |JOu. 

Apxi^si  |J£  TO  TTpdjTO  KScpoAaio  TH?  aTTO|Ju9oTToinan?- 

0a  TT£pdaou|j£  kqAq,  0a  to  5£i^  koi  |J£  Tq  auv5po|jri  tou 

'EAiOT. 

fiOTi  ^£paj  OTi  0  xpovo^  £ivai  ttovto  xpovo^  ki  o  totto^ 

TTOVTO  KOI  povaxa  totto^ 

KI  6,Ti  £ivai  an|J£piv6  UTTdpx£i  |J6vo  |jia  cpopd  koi  |j6vo  a' 

£VaT6TT0... 

'Eva^  Ppox£p6^  £yyA£^iKO^  louAq^ 

|j£Tpna£  Tl^  |J£p£^  |ja^ 

|J£  TO  UCpO^  TOU  MdpTH  TOU  5lK0U  |ja^. 

'Etqi  £^r|YOuvTai  oi  po56tottoi 

TO  0paa£|j£va  5£VTpa  to  TTOTd|jia  q  £TTi5n|Jia  tou 

TTpdaivou. 

KoTd  TO  dAAa 

HTOv  KoAo  TO  TQ^iSi  |ja^.  KaAuT£po  qto  yupiapo 

|J£  TO  £TTITTp6a9£TO  CpopTJO  TOU  VOQTOU. 
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Theocharidou  lanthe  (1938) 

Born  in  1938.  Her  main  occupation  is  Literature.For  her  creative  work  she  got 
thePrize  of  the  Ministry  of  Education. 
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rswfi9r|Ks  TO  1938.  AaxoXsixai  |is  ttj  Aoyoxsxvia.  Fia  to  spyo  ttjc;  Ti|ifi9r|Ks  aTio  to 
YTTODpysio  YlaiSsiaq. 
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CYPRIOT  CHRONICLE  1 


This  island  arose 

from  the  depths 
the  sea  parted  at  its  ascent 
and  it  was  the  hour  of  dawn. 

Do  not  measure  by  the  surface 

or  by  the  head 

listen  to  the  chest 

inside  bells  ring 

the  ages. 

What  you  see  from  your  dull  window 

does  not  take  into  account  the  quality  of  the  guts. 

X-rays  are.  read 

in  their  own  light. 

Translated  by:  John  Vickers 


KYnPIAKOXPONIKOI 


TouTO  TO  vqai  ava5u9r|K£ 

OTTO  TToAu  Pa9ia 

|j£piaa£  n  9dAaaaa  qt'  av£(3aa|ja  tou 

Ki  HTOv  n  wpa  TOU  opBpou, 

M£  Tqv  £TTi(pav£ia  \\r\  |j£Tpa^  |jriT£  |j£  to  K£(paAi 

PaA£  TO  aKOUQTIKO  QTO  aT£pVO  TOU  |J£aa  KTUTTOUV 

Ka|JTTdV£^OI  aidJV£^. 

To  KolToyiJa  qtt'  to  Soijtto  qou  T^dpi 

5£V  QOU  UTTOAoyi^£l  TqV  TTOIOTriTO  TOJV  QTTAaXVOJV. 

Oi  AKTiv£^  X  5ia(3d^ovTai 

|J£T0  5lK6TOU^(paJ^. 
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Zafeiriou  Lefkios  (1948) 

Lefkios  Zaphiriou  was  born  in  Larnaca  in  1948.  He  studied  Philology  and  Journalism 
in  Athens.  He  works  in  Secondary  Education  as  Assistant  Headmaster.  He  has  published 
poetry  and  prose.  He  writes  articles  on  politics,  literary  criticism,  studies  and  essays.  He  has 
also  edited  an  anthology  of  contemporary  Cypriot  poetry  that  was  published  in  Athens.  He 
has  been  awarded  the  Cyprus  State  Prizes  for  Poetry  and  for  Prose. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  AdpvaKa  to  1948.  27ioT35aas  (piXoXoyia  Kai  5r||ioaioypa(pia  axriv 
A0f|va.Epyd^STai  coc;  B.AisdGdvttic;  axri  Msar|  EK7iai5sDar|.'Exsi  Srnioais-oasi  7ioir|ar|  Kai 
7is^oypa(pia.Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  KpaxiKd  PpaPsia  Hoir|ar|(;. 
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KARYOTAKIS  IN  PARIS  AND  IN  THE 

COFFEE  SHOP  "THE  HEAVENLY 

GARDEN" 

FIRST  VARIATION 

Alone 


At  the  Hotel  de  la  Sorbonne 

He  writes  to  his  brother: 

'Yesterday  I  was  at  Moulin  Rouge' 

the  following  day  in  Athens 

the  usual  is  decided:  "You  are  transferred  to  the 

Prefectureof  Preveza.' 

This  is  nothing  yoy  know 

While  sitting  at  the  coffee  shop 

The  Heavenly  Garden  two  steps 

From  the  seajike  that  time 

In  Paris  on  the  desolate  street 

when  he  was  pacing 

with  palpable  sorrow  on  the  irverted 

face -just  two  steps 

away  from  his  death. 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


O  KapucoTCiKri^  oro  riapiai  kqi  oto 
KQcpsvEio  «0  oupdvioq  Kr|noq» 

npcoTn  napaAAavn 

Movoq 


Ito  Hotel  de  la  Sorbonne 

fpacpsi  QToaSsAcpoTOu: 

«X9£(;  nijouv  QTO  Moulin  Rouge». 

Tqv  dAAq  |J£pa  ainv  A9riva 

OTTOcpaai^ouv  to  yvajaia:  «M£T£T£9nT£ 

£1^  Tqv  Nopapxia  np£(3£^n9>- 

«z£p£i^  TTOJ^  £ivai  oAa  auTd» 

OTQV  Ka9£Tai  QTO  Ka(p£V£iO 

0  Oupavio^  KriTTO^  5uo  PniJaTa 

OTT'Tn  9dAaaaa,6TT(jo^  t6t£ 

QTO  riapiai  QTOv  £pn|JO  5p6|JO  PniJaTi^£ 

|j£  P£(3ain  TH  9AiiiJn  oio  av£aTpa|j|j£vo 

TTpoaojTTO  -  iJoAi^  5uo  PnijaTa 

OTTO  TO  9dvaT6TOu. 
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Chrysanthis  Kypros  (1915  -  1998  ) 

Was  born  in  Nicosia  in  1915  and  died  in    the  same  town  in  1998. He  published  the 
magazine  Pneumatiki  Kypros.He  published  several  collections  of  poetry,  novels  and  plays. 
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SsxcopiGTOc;  7ioir|Tf|(;,  7is^oypd(pO(;,  9saTpiK6(;  avyypaipmq,  KpniKoq.  rswf|9r|KS  axriv 
AsDKcoaia  to  1915.  Atio  to  1960  skSiSsi  to  TispioSiKo  nvsD|iaTiKf|  KT37ipo(;.  To  tioitjtiko  tod 
spyo  KpivsTai  a'  sva  |isydXo  s'6po(;  tiod  skkivsi  ajio  sva  TiapaSoaiaKo  XDpia|i6,  7iap6Xkr[ka 
|is  |iia  GDvavTrjari  Kai  a(po|ioicoar|  ttjc;  5r||i65oD(;  KD7ipiaKfi(;  XoyoTSxvia(;  Kai  (pTdvsi  as 
6pi|ioD(;  aTixoD(;  vs6Tspr|(;  ypa(pf|(;. 
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WOMAN  TYING  HER  SHOE 
By  Renoir 


The  line  on  your  translucent  body  fragrant  with  feeling, 

a  dawn  of  kisses. 

The  flame  has  reflected  you.  The  hue  has  plunged  to  plum 

bed  sheets  an  embrace. 

How  the  pose  torments!  It  grafts  the  mind 

a  rosebush  in  May. 

The  fruit  bows  with  feeling  and  the  bough  quivers 

like  a  lip  to  kisses. 

The  awakening  of  the  mind  to  beauty,  doesn't  it  seduce? 

It  drives  the  Gods  wild. 

With  a  stem  of  jasmine  it  carves  our  flesh 

with  wispy  yearnings. 

In  oceans  of  mauve  your  outline  was  imprinted 

dew  upon  a  rock, 

the  sentiment  that  begot  your  body  engages  the  light 

and  the  pose  torments. 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


H  YUvaiKQ  nou  cpopsi  to  nanourai 
Tnc; 

Tou  PEvoudp 


Mupi^Ei  aia9ri|jaTa  q  ypc(|J|Jn  ctto  Siacpavo  aou  adj|ja, 
IJiaxapauyn  cpiAict. 
H  (pAoya  as  Ka9p£(pTia£.Buaivia£  to  xpwpa 
QEVTOvia  |jia  ayKoAid. 
H  aiaan  ttoqo  Tupavvd!  Tov  aioxaaiJO  |JTToAia^£i 

Tov  Man  TpiavTOcpuAAid. 
fspvEi  n  OTTOjpa  |j'aia9n|Ja  kqi  to  kAqSI  aiTapd^Ei 
la  x^iAn  010  cpiAid. 

Tq?  oijopcpia^  to  ^UTTvn|Ja  tou  vou  5£v  ^sAoyid^Ei; 
TpsAAaivEi  tou^  0£Ou^. 
M'£va  KO|j|jaTi  yiaasiJi  ir\  adpKO  \io^xo90^^\ 
|j£  avdAacppou^  Kaupou^. 
Ztou^  pOaivou^  ojKEavou^  TUTTcbGnKS  n  YPC(|J|Jri  aou 

Ppaxou  KopcpoQTaAia, 
£TTai^£  TO  aia9n|Ja  oo  cpco^  koi  ttoei  |J£  to  Koppi  aou 
Ki  r|  oxdori  xDpawd. 
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Neshe  Yasin  (1959) 


gS:^^^:^ 


Neshe  Yasin  is  a  Turkish  Cypriot  poet  and  journaUst.  She  was  born  in  Peristerona  in 
1959.  Her  work  is  well  known  to  both  communities  in  Cyprus.  She  writes  in  Turkish  but  her 
poetry  and  articles  are  regularly  translated  into  Greek  language.  She  has  been  a  columnist  for 
newspapers  published  in  both  sides  of  the  island  and  also  in  Turkey.  She  has  written  the  lyrics 
of  a  very  popular  song  composed  by  a  Greek  Cypriot  musician  and  sung  by  different  singers 
in  Cyprus,  Turkey  and  Greece.  The  lines  of  this  poem  "My  country  has  been  diveded  in 
two/which  of  the  two  halves  should  I  love?",  very  well  express  her  feelings  towards  her 
divided  country.  She  is  involved  in 

peace-buildning  activities  in  Cyprus  from  a  very  young  age  and  she  delivers  speeches  all  over 
the  island  to  help  for  reconciliation  in  Cyprus.  Nowadays  she  is  a  lecturer  at  Cyprus 
University  situated  in  the  Greek  Cypriot  part  of  the  diveded  island. 
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H  Neshe  Yasin  sivai  ToDpKOKUTipia  7ioif|Tpia  Kai  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;.rswf|6r|Ks  to  1959 
axriv  nspiaTsp6va.  H  SodXskx  ttjc;  sivai  tioX-o  yvcoaxfi  Kai  axiq  Svo  Koiv6Tr|TS(;  axriv  Ki37ipo. 
Fpdcpsi  axa  xoDpKiKd  aXka  xa  7ioif||iaxa  Kai  xa  dp9pa  xrjc;  aDvf|9co(;  |isxa(ppd^ovxai  axr|v 
sXXr|viKf|  yX6aaa.  Eivai  ap9poypd(pO(;  axiq  S(pr||ispi5s(;  tiod  SKSiSovxai  Kai  auq  5\)o 
Koivoxrjxsc;  cdq  STiiarjc;  Kai  axr|v  ToDpKia.  'Exsi  ypd\|/si  xovq  axixovq  xod  tioX-o  yvcoaxoij 
xpayoDSioij  «H  5iKf|  |iod  r|  TiaxpiSa  sxsi  |ioipaaxsi  axa  5d6  tioio  aTio  xa  5d6  KO|i|idxia  TipsTisi 
va  aya7ico»,  xo  OTioio  sxsi  |isXo7ioir|0si  aTio  KiJTipio  aDv9sxr|  Kai  sxsi  sp|ir|vsD9si  ajio 
SidcpopoDc;  xpayoD5iaxs(;  axr|v  ToDpKia  Kai  axrjv  EXkaSa.  Ms  xo  xpayo-oSi  aDxo  SKcppd^si  xa 
aia9f||iaxd  xrjc;  aTisvavxi  axr|  |ioipaa|isvr|  xr|(;  TiaxpiSa.  Aiopyav6vsi  5id(pops(;  SK5r|X6asi(;  yia 
xr|v  oiKo56|ir|ar|  xrjc;  sipf|vr|(;  axr|  K-OTipo  ajio  noXv  |iiKpf|  Kai  Kdvsi  SiaXs^SK;  as  oXo  xo  vr|ai, 
6axs  va  Por|9f|asi  axrjv  STiavsvcoarj  xrjc;  K-OTipoi).  2f||ispa  sivai  XEKxopaq  axo  navs7iiaxf||iio 
K-OTipoD  TioD  PpiaKsxai  axrjv  EA.A.r|voKU7ipiaKf|  TiXsDpd  xod  |ioipaa|isvoD  vrjaio-o. 
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UNSENT  LETTERS 
VI 

n  a  musty  cell 

I  am  a  tangled  up  ball  of  wool 

This  is  not  Berlin 

don't  expect  me 

I  too  expect  you  not  to  expect  me 

If  they  were  to  shoot  us 

what  would  remain? 

If  anything  was  to  be  shot  love  would  be 

craziness  in  itself 

If  only  the  address  of  the  two  of  us  was  the  same. 

XII 

History  buy  me  a  Berlin 

I  want  to  take  him  in  my  arms 

to  run  and  run 

to  find  him  amongst  the  crowds 

with  hundred  degree  love 

to  return  to  each  other 

Add  me  to  him,  him  to  me 

History  buy  me  a  Berlin. 

Poem  is  written  in  English 


AnAPAHEMnTA  nOIHMATA 
VI 

Z'£va  KsAi  TTOu  pupi^si  pouxAa 

KouPdpi  |JTT£p5£|J£V0  £i|jai 

E5cjj  5£v  £ivai  B£poAivo 

Mq  |J£  KapT£p£i^ 

n£pi|j£vaj  Ki  £ydj  va  pq  |J£  KapT£p£i(; 

Av|ja(;TTupo(3oAriaouv 

Ti  aTTO|j£V£i; 

Av  |jaq  TTupo(3oAriaouv  tov  £pajTa  XTUTTdv£ 
Eivai  oA6T£po^  auTO^ 

No  £ixa|j£  |jia  |j6vo  5i£u9uvan  ki  oi  5uo 

XII 

'Eva  B£poAivo  5(jba£  |JOu  laiopia 

No  TOV  ayKaAidaoj  9£Aaj 

No  Tp£^(jo  va  Tp£^aj 

M£^  QTO  ttAhSo^  va  tov  (Spco 

No  a|ji^ou|j£ 
M£  £KaT6  (3a9|JOU5  ayoTTn 

E|j£  |j'  auTOv,  KI  auTOv  oz  |j£va  TTp6a9£a£ 
Eva  B£poAivo  budq  pou  iQTopia 
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My  country 

My  father  says 

Love  your  country 

My  country  is 

Dived  in  to  two 

Which  part  should 

I  love 


Translated  byiPoet 


H  noTpiSa  |Jou 

Tqv  TTOTpiSa  va  ayoTTa^ 

EtQI  A££I  0  TTOTEpa^  |JOU  QUXVQ 

H  5iKri  |jou  n  TTOTpiSa 

Ex£i  |JOipaaT£i  qto  5u6 

niooTTOTa  5uo  KO|j|jaTia 

npsTTEi  va  ayaTTOj 


[Index] 
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Galazi  Pitsa 

Was  born  in  Limassol.  She  studied  Political  Sciences  and  Sociology  in  Athens.  She 
worked  as  a  producer  of  cultural  programmes  at  the  Cyprus  Brodcasting  Corporation.  She 
has  published  numerous  collections  of  poetry,  essays,  studies  and  several  monographs  on 
Cypriot  Literature.  She  has  repeatedly  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry.  She  was 
also  awarded  the  Prize  for  Poetry  of  the  Academy  of  Athens,  and  the  Magna  Crecia  Prize  of 
South  Italy. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axriv  As|isa6  Kai  GTio-oSaas  HoXniKsq  E7iiaTf||iS(;  Kai  KoivcovioXoyia  axriv 
A9f|va.  EpydaxriKs  aav  Tiapaycoyoc;  7ioXiTiaTiK6v  sk7io|I7i6v  gto  PaSiocpcoviKo  15pD|ia 
K-OTipoD  Kai  as  iSicotiko-oc;  pa5io(pcoviKO'6(;  axaQiiovq.  'Eypa\|/s  Kai  5r||ioaisDas  7ioir|ar|, 
5oKi|iia,  |isXsTS(;,  |iovoypa(pis(;  K.a.  Ti|if|9r|Ks  S7iavsiXr||i|isva  |is  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  noiar|ar|(;, 
|is  TO  BpaPsio  noir|ar|(;  ttjc;  AKa5r||iia(;  A9r|v6v  Kai  |is  to  PpaPsio  Magna  Grecia  Tr|(;  N6Tia(; 
Ixakiaq. 
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ALBERT  CAMUS 

Still  raw  resonates  in  the  skull 
The  sudden  assault  of  your  departure 

Fracturing  my  youth 
And  not  one  minute  of  silence  in  time 
Ta  palpate  the  scar  of  the  irreparable 

Because  you  were  one  of  our  own  Albert 

Splashing  in  the  waters 

Of  the  Mediterraneans's  south  shore 

The  way  they  speak  to  our  blood 

Its  summers  searing  hot 

And  our  old  dreams 

On  skin  of  terracotta, 

And  you  playing  with  or  myths 

Pursuing  HelettoTroy 

And  then  raising  the  Voice 

To  abolish  the  gallows  from  the  world* 

Alone  at  an  opposite  shore  we  listen 

Holding  the  words  one  by  one 

Flowers  in  books  and  inside  albums 

That  tell  of  your  lineage  and  character 

Because  words  are  handgrips  for  life 

And  the  abyss  waits  beneath  the  words 

Suspending  us  high  from  the  presipice 

Heartlessness  and  inhumanity  that  persist 

And  you  supply  the  handggrips 

And  the  footholds  with  choosen  words 

So  that  the  world  may  stand  ree 

And  that  Man  may  be  tha  Alpha  and  Omega 

More  Strangers  now  than  ever 


AAMHEP  KAMY 

Hxsi  OKOiJa  vcoTTn  qto  Kpavio 

H  ^acpviKr)  o|Jo(BpovTia  iq^  avaxwpnan?  aou 

No  payi^Ei  iq  viOTq  |JOU 

Ki  ouT£  £v6^  Aetttou  aiyn  |j£^'  qtov  xpovo 

4^axouA£uovTa5  Tr|v  ouAq  tou  av£TTav6p9ajTOu 

fiaii  qaouv  5ik6^  |ja^  AA|jtt£p 

No  TTiTaiAAi^£i^  qto  v£pd 

Tq?  voTia^  QKit\q  iriq  M£aoy£iou 

Ottoj^  qto  ai|ja  pa^  piAouv 

To  KoAoKaipia  ir]c,  Kouid 

Kai  TOTTaAid  |ja^6v£ipa 

l£  5£p|ja  T£ppaK6Ta, 

Kai  au  va  TTai^£i^  |j£  tou^  puSou^  [loq 

No  Kuvnya^  oir\y  Tpoia  Tr|v  'EA£vr| 

Ki  uaT£pa  va  anKdjv£i^  iq  ^covq 

No  KaTapYria£i^  an'  tov  koqijo  thv  ayxovq* 

Movoi  a'  aTT£vavTi  OKit\  v'  aKpoa^6|jaaT£ 

Mia  |jia  Ti^  A£^£i^  va  KpaTd|j£ 

AouAou5ia  oz  pi^Aia  koi  A£UKdj|jaTa 

fia  Tqv  KaTaywyn  koi  yia  to  qBo^  aou  va  A£V£ 

fiaii  01  Kt^zic;  yia  va  ^r]oz\(;  £ivai  KpainiJa 
Ki  a(3uaao^  kotoj  ott'  ti^  A£^£i^  TT£pi|j£V£i 

Ma^  aiajp£i  otto  ipqAa  qto  (3apa9po 
H  OTTOvia  KI  n  aTTav9pajTTia  ttou  £tti|J£V£i 

Ki  £au  va  5iv£i5  to  KpairnjaTa 
Kai  TO  TTairiijaTa  |j£  A£^£i^  5iaA£Y|j£V£5 

EA£u9£po^  0  KOQIJO^  va  aTa9£i 
Ki  0  Av9p(jOTTO^  to  AAcpa  koi  to  Q|j£Ya 

TOJpa  TTIO  z£VOI  OTTO  TTOT£ 
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With  the  Plague  a  threat  to  us 

Enclosed  within  a  threat  the  walls  they  have  set  for  us 

Sisyphean  our  life 

We  leave  to  your  voice  an  amulet 

Sun-filled  Summer 

Balsam  on  the  wounds  of  a  tormented  land 

That  will  eternally  bless  your  memory  Albert. 

Laurel  leaves  I  set  alight  ammid  the  poems 

Words  to  fing  you,  signals 

I  remain  devoted  to  dreams 

And  since  you  left  much  too  soon 

I  refuse 

To  say  goodnight  to  you 

*  Reference  to  his  clemercy  appeal  to  the  Queen  of 

England  regarding  the  execution  of  freedom  fighter 

Michalakis  Karaolis,  during  the  Cyptiot  Liberation 

Struggle  of  1955-60. 

Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


M£  THv  riavouKAa  aiTEiAri  pa^ 

KA£ia|j£vn  |J£^'  Old  T£ixn  ttou  |ja^  wpiaav 

Iiau(p£ia  n  ^wr)  pa^ 

KpaTd|j£  THv  (pajvn  aou  cpuAoKTO 

Aioxapo  KaAoKoipi 

AaSoKi  QTi^  TTAr|y£?  tottou  TToAuTTa9ou 

riou  £aa£i  AApmp  a£  |jvn|JOV£U£i. 

Ad(pv£^  ava(3aj  |j£^'  qto  TTOirnjaia 

Mif,\(;  yia  va  oz  Ppouv  aivioAa 

Itq  6v£ipa  (pavoTiKn 

Ki  tiG\  OTTOJ^  £(puy£^  vojpi^ 

Tqv  KoAnvuxTa  va  aou  ttw 

Apvi£|jai 

*  Avacpopa  oir\y  tKKkr\or\  tou  aih  (SaaiAiaaa  Tq? 
AyyAia^  yia  aojinpia  tou  Mix.  KapaoAr) 
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CAMILLE  CLAUDEL 

I 


How  beautiful  you  are  Woman  Strange 

Glowing  in  the  torment  of  the  ineffable  With  a  smile  a  sun 

Lighting  the  stone  to  open  The  potable  water 

I  have  found  you  in  your  water  The  sparkling 

That  would  rise  dark 

So  the  world  could  be  reflected  in  its  light  A  mystery  of 

transformed  minerals  Of  a  rich  subsoil 

Beautiful  beloved  of  pain 

Tormented  missing  woman 

Alone  because  you  loved  so  much  Spendthrift  you  lent, 

gave,  gave  away  And  no  one  gave  back  not  a  crumb  To 

the  bird  of  your  soul  that  croaked  Terror  and  thirst 

Your  multiform  soul  stands  in  statues  With  the  bending  of 

the  crops  In  the  breath  of  the  wind  Small  Camille  of  the 

fields  of  dreams 

Small  Camille  in  the  ecstasy  of  Eros 

Great  and  inexperienced  in  boundless  love  And  divine 

with  your  golden  hands  In  anything  you  mold 

Camille  missing  Woman 

In  denial,  bitter  you  are  hallowed 

I  touch  your  image  in  everything  you  've  made  May  you 

blossom  now  and  always. 

II 

I  watched  you  unexpectedly  take  wing  Over  the  gardens 

with  the  pergolas  And  over  the  peculiar  roofs  of  Paris 

In  dance  like  the  movement  of  your  statues  Waving  your 

arms  and  the  taffetas  of  your  dresses  rustling 

Waiting  for  you  at  the  gates  of  the  heavens  Young 

handsome,  noble 

The  fine  writer  and  the  rare  poet  Vizyinos  Georgios  the 

Hellene 
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KAMIA  KAnNTEA 

I 


Ti  ojpaia  ttou  siaai  FuvaiKa 

riapa^Evn 

Ad|JTTOuaa  |j£a'  qto  papTupio  tou  dcpaiou  Ms  £va 

XaiJoysAo  qAio  No  cpojii^Ei  Tqv  TTSTpa  v'  avoiysi  To  u5ajp  to 

tt6ti|jov 

Att'  to  V£p6  QOU  QE  PpHKO 

To  ydpYCipo 

riou  QKOTEivo  avspaivE 

No  Ka9p£(pTi^£Tai  o  koqijo^  qto  cpoj^  tou  MuoTiipio 

|j£TaTTAaa|j£vajv  opuKTOJv  YTT£5a(pou^  ttAouqiou 

Qpaia  ayaTTn|J£vn  tou  ttovou  Baaavia|j£vn  yuvaiKO 

aYvoou|j£vn  Movq  £TT£i5ri  ttoAu  aYaTTna£5  ZTTOTaAn 

5dv£i^£5,  xapi^£?>  £5iv£^ 

Kai  ou5£i^  ou5£v  qjuxiov  £aTaj  £TT£aTp£iiJ£  fia  to  ttouAI  Tq^ 

qjuxn?  crou  ttou  £Kpaj^£  Tpopo  koi  Siqja 

H  qjuxn  aou  TToAu|JOp(pn  aT£K£i  a'  oydAijaTa  M£  tojv 

OTTopTcbv  TO  AuyiQiJa  Zto  cpuaniJa  t'  av£|jou  MiKpr)  Ka|jiA 

TOJV  Kd|JTT(jOV  |J£  TO  dV£ipa 

MiKpn  KapiA  oi  tKomor]  oydTTn?  M£YdAr|  ki  aAoydpiaaTn 
TOU  £pajTa  Kai  0£iKri  |j£  to  xpuad  aou  x^pici  Z'  d,Ti 

TTAd9£l^ 

Ka|jiA  fuvaiKQ  aYvoou|j£vr| 

M£aa  QTHv  dpvqan,  ttikph  v'  aYid^£i^  Z£  d,Ti  £(pTia^£^ 

ayyi^cjo  Tqv  £iKdva  aou  Nuv  koi  a£i  va  0dAA£i^. 

II 

Z£  £(3A£TTa  ^acpviKd  v'  aviTTToaai 

ndVOJ  OTTO  TOU^  KHTTOU^  |J£  Tl^  TT£pYOA£^ 

Ki  qtt'  ti^  TTapd^£V£^  TOU  riapiQiou  Tl^  aT£Y£^  Xop£UTiKri 

OTTOJ^  TOJV  oyaAiJdTajv  aou  Tqv  Kivqari  No  YV£(p£i5  koi  tcov 

(pop£|jdTajv  aou  No  cpoupcpoupi^ouv  oi  Ta(pTd5£^ 

Z£  KapT£p£i  OTqV  TTOpTQ  T'  OUpOVOU 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


104 


Holding  his  elegant  cane  and  straw  hat  Preparing  to  take    |  Neo^  ojpaio^,  EuyEvri^ 

a  bow  To  ask  you  to  a  first  waltz  In  a  real  world  Camille        0  AoyoTExvn?  o  ekAskto^  ki  o  airavio^  TTOiniri^  Bu^unvo^ 


Claudel 


Paris,  1996 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


rsojpYio^  0  'EAAqv 

Me  to  KOIJipO  IJTTaQTOUVI  KOI  QTO  X^PI  TO  qjaSOKI  TOU 

'Etoi|jo^  va  uttokAiSeI 
To  TTpcJOTO  (3aA^  as  koqijo  aAqSivo  KapiA  KAojvteA  va  aou 


riapioi,  1996 
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Nora  Nadjarian 

Nora  Nadjarian  was  born  in  Limassol.  She  writes  poetry  and  short  fiction,  primarily 
in  EngUsh,  though  her  work  has  also  been  published  in  Greek.  She  has  published  collections 
of  poetry,  and  won  international  awards  for  her  wiriting.  Two  of  her  short  stories  were 
runners-up  in  the  Commonwealth  Short  Story  Completion  in  2001  and  2002. 
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H  Nopa  Nax^iapidv  y8wf|9r|KS  axri  As|isa6.  Fpdcpsi  7ioir|ar|  Kai  |iiKpf|(;  EKxaar{q 
7is^oypa(pf||iaTa,  KDpico(;  axriv  AyyXiKf|,  av  Kai  sxsi  5r||ioaisi3asi  STiiarjc;  Ksi|isva  ttjc;  axriv 
EXXr|viKf|.  'Exsi  Srnioais-oasi  7ioir|ar|  Kai  KspSias  5is9vsi(;  SiaKpiasK;  yia  xa  spya  xr|(;. 
Msxa^ij  aXkcdv  7is^oypa(pf||iaxa  xr|(;  sxDxav  SiaKpioscov  oxodc;  KoivoTioXixsiaKoiJc; 
Aiaycovia|io'6(;  Air|yf||iaxo(;  xo  2001  Kai  2002. 
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The  tears  of  Dora  Maar 

'Weeping  Woman/'  Pablo  Picasso, 
1937 


He  paints  the  salt  tears 

Pinning  into  her  cheeks, 

The  blue  sobs  trapped  in 

The  curl  of  her  lips, 

Her  whole  life  soaking 

A  white  handkerchief. 

"this  is  the  painting  of  was. 
Dora,  you  are  Spain". 

He  paints  her  a  widow; 
Black,  purple,  a  red  hat. 
Her  hari  in  strips,  hands 
Green,  heavy  with  horror. 

Creases  on  a  face 

Have  no  end 

In  war,  no  beginning. 

"I  wanted  to  be  a  woman,  Pablo. 

Not  a  War." 


Ta  5dKpua  Ti\q  Dora  Maar 

'TuvaJKa  nou  KAai£i», 

Pablo  Picasso,  1937 

Zojypacpi^Ei  t'  aApupa,  to  Kap(paj|j£va 

Ztq  iJoyouAa  Tq?  SoKpua, 

Tou^  QTEvayiJOU^  Tq?  SAiijjn? 

Tou^  TTayi5£U|j£vou^  qtojv  xsiAiojv  to  yupo, 

H  ^(jor)  TH^  oAq  va  ttotI^ei 

Eva  Aeuko  iJoviriAi. 

«Aut6^  £ivai  TTivoKa^,  Dora, 
Tou  TToA£|jou,  £ivai  q  laTTavia». 

Tq  ^ojypacpi^Ei  xnpci- 

Maupo,  TTopcpupo,  KOKKivo  kqtteAo, 

To  paAid  Aajpi5£^,  x^pici 

npaaiva,  (3apia  an'  tov  Tp6|J0. 

Ol  pUTi5£^  QTO  TTpoaOJTTO 
M£aa  QTOV  TT6A£|J0  5£V  £xouv  t£Ao^ 

Ma  ouT£apxn. 
«ruvaiKa  9a  '9£Aa  va  'pai, 
0x1  £va  tt6A£|jo^,  Pablo". 
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Kyriakos  Charalambides  (1940) 


Kyriakos  Charalambides  was  born  in  Famagusta  in  1940.  He  studied  History  and 
Archaeology  in  Athens.  He  worked  at  the  Cyprus  Broadcasting  Corporation  and  retired  as 
Head  of  Radio  Programmes.  He  has  published  numerous  collections  of  poetry,  translations 
and  essays.  He  has  received  the  Cyprus  State  Prize  for  Poetry,  the  Prize  for  Poetry  by  the 
Academy  of  Athens,  the  National  Prize  for  Poetry  in  Greece,  and  the  Cavafy  Prize  in  Egypt. 
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KDpidico(;  Xapa?ia|i7ii5r|(;  yswfi9r|Ks  axriv  A|i|i6xcoaTO  to  1940.  27ioi35aas  laxopia 
Kai  ApxaioXoyia  axriv  A9f|va.  EpydaxriKs  axo  PaSiocpcoviKo  'I5pD|ia  K-OTipoi)  an'  otiod 
a(pD7ir|psxr|as  ajio  xr|  0sar|  xoi  AisdOdyxti  Hpoypa|i|idxcov  Pa5io(p6voD.  Ar||ioaisDas  7ioir|ar|, 
}ioyoxsxviKS(;  |isxa(ppdasi(;,  5oKi|iia.  Ti|if|9r|Ks  |is  xo  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  Hoi'^ar|(;  axrjv  KiJTipo 
Kai  axrjv  EXXdSa,  |is  xo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  xrjc;  AKaSriiiac;  A0r|v6v  Kai  |is  xo  BpaPsio  Kapdcprj 
axTjv  AiyDTixo. 
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NONECIELO 


When  Nonecielo  suspected 

that  his  colors  and  themes  were  bung  stolen  in  his  studio 

for  fifteen  days  he  shut  himself  doing  nothing  but  standing 

guard. 

Every  three  days  on  a  cane  his  neighbor 

passed  him  through  the  skylight 

a  flask  of  water,a  bit  of  bread,  salt  meat  and  almonds. 

But  even  these  he  would  examine  carefully. 

pouring  a  little  water  in  his  palm. 

crumbling  the  bread,  the  flesh  of  the  almond  and  falling  to 

see  how  much  of  a  stranger  he  had  become  to  a  t ..  ,vas 

himself. 

Nonecielo,  to  whom  an  emperor 

had  paid  ten  escuda  to  paint  his  likeness.  Whom  even  the 

Archangel  Gabriel  had  asked  retouch  his  wing. 
He,  to  whom  mia  Madonna  had  leaned  and  smiles  c.  and 
instantly  he  saw  his  pitcher  walk. 
Oh,  you,  who  once  were  the  end  of  ugliness 
so  stern  about  everything  motley  and  cc's  Colors  become 
petrified  uncompromising  with  the  moisture  of  your  former 
gaze,  vacant  of  sound  words  mix  their  shells  with  those  of 

the  hollow  almonds. 

And  for  what?  So  you  can  be  a  household  set  of  your  own 

omnipotence.  You  make  your  divine  art  fit  to  rob  you; 

you  envy  something  that  resembles  you.  you  close  your 

paintings  too  soon;  lower  the  blinds  of  their  crystals, 

smash  the  faces  of  the  hegemons  who  havve  placed  in 

your  hands  their  wallets. 

You  might  call  your  acts  "duty  of  resistance. 

But  you,  who  once  seduced  colors,  now  oppress  them. 

And  from  them  a  roar  no  longer  emerges; 
you  have  revoked  their  voices  and  obscured  their  faces 


NONETZIEAO 

'OtQV  0  NoVETQIEAo  UTT0TTT£U9nK£ 

TTOJ^  Tou  KA£(3av  TO  9£|jaTa  kqi  to  xp^ijotq  KA£iaTnK£ 

5£KaTT£VT£  |J£p£^  QT'  apyaQTripi  TOU  KOI  5£V  £KaV£  TiTTOTO 

TTopa  va  TTapa(puAay£i. 

H  Y^iTOviaad  tou  |J£  koAoiji  tou  TT£pvoua£ 

TO  cpAaQKi  v£p6  Ka9£  ipzic;  {Jitpzc;, 

Aiyo  qjcoiJi,  aAaTia|j£vo  Kp£a^  kqi  |Juy5aAa  |j£a'  otto  to 

(p£YYiTn. 

Ma  KOI  TOUTQ  TO  £^£Ta^£  TTpoa£KTIKd' 

£XUV£  Aiyo  qtt'  to  V£p6  oir]  xoucpTO  tou, 

|ja5oua£  to  ipaJiJi,  Tqv  qjixa  tou  puySaAou  kqi  5£v 

KaTaAd(3aiv£  to  ttoqo  ^£vo^  riTav£  TTpo^  Ka9£Ti  5ik6  tou. 

0  Nov£Tai£Ao,  TTOu  £va^  auTOKpoTopa^ 

tou'  5ajK£  5£Ka  qkouSq  va  tou  (pTia^£i  to  £i5(joAo.  flou 

aKOfja  Ki  0  ApxaYY£Ao5  FaPpinA 

|jia  |j£pa  TOU  £iTT£  va  tou  aid^£i  Aiyo  |j£  ttiv£Ao  Tq 

(pT£pouYa  TOU.  AuTO^,  TTOU  Y£pvovTa^  TTpo^  TH  |J£pid  TOU  n 

mia  madonna  tou  xci|JOY£Aaa£  ki  a|j£aaj^  £i5£  to  kovoti 

TOU  va  TT£pTTaTa. 

Q,  au,  TTOU  KaTTOT£  qaouva  to  t£Ao^  Tq^  aaKqiJia^,  toqo 

auQTnpo^  yia  Ka9£  TTap5aA6  koi  Kpuo.  Ta  xp^ijoto 
TT£Tpdjvouv  aau|j(3i(3aaTa  |j£  Tqv  uypoTriTa  tou  TToAaiou 

aou  (3A£|j|jaT0^, 

01  A£^£i^  a5£iav£^  otto  nxo  a|jiYOuv£  to  TQOcpAi  tou^  |J£ 

K£ivov£  Tojv  Koucpiojv  aiJuySoAajv.  Ki  quto  TTpo^  ti;  fia  va' 

aai  KOTOiKiSio  ir\c,  TTavTo5uva|jia^  tou  £auTOu  aou.  Tq 

9£6|Jop(pri  aou  T£xvn 
Tqv  Ka9iaTa^  ap|j65ia  va  oz  AnaT£U£i  [,r\kz(}z\(;  otto  koti 

TTOU  aou  |Joia^£i, 
kA£iv£i^  tou^  TTivaK£^  aou  OTTO  vojpi^,  KaT£(3d^£i^  TO  poAd 
Tcov  KpuaTdAAcov  tou^,  0pu|j|jaTi^£i^  to  pouTpa  nY£|J6va)v 

TTOU  £PaAav  to  ttouykI  tou^  aTO  x^pi  aou. 
0a  |JTTopoua£  Tqv  TTpd^q  c^ou  auTq  va  Tqv  £A£Y£^  «XP^o? 
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with  cloths  and  aprons,  with  tatters  of  curtains. 

You  could  have  been  the  Evangelist  Luke, 

or  the  Venice  lion  growling  at  death. 

You  could  have  been...  What  is  wrong  with  us  humans? 

We  want  this  and  that,  we  suppose  possibilities 
that  do  not  move  forward  in  the  era  of  our  careless  time. 

But  I  catch  my  colors  trying  to  fool  me. 
Trust  no  color,  not  even  one.  Once  I  had  fallen  in  love  with 
red,  then  with  yellow,  green  and  mauve  -  imagine  a  wound 

with  these  colors. 
A  sense  of  the  heavy  waters  that  will  raise  the  indicators 

of  my  tears  above  the  clouds... 

These  were  the  painter's  thoughts.  But  elsewhere  the  sun 

rose  openhearted  and  fragrant. 

Nonecielo  became  frustrated;  slammed  the  door  in  the 

sun's  face,  painted  the  skylight  -  the  means  of  his  food  - 

black  and  unwittingly  witnessed  the  e  c  I  i  p  s  e. 

He  wondered  about  the  dim  light  falling  on  the  darkness. 

He  had  supposed  that  the  chiaroscuro  corresponded  to 

other  things;  an  earthen  cask,  for  instance,  in  the 

countryside. 

He  had  never  imagined  such  a  wealth  of  ideas.  He  had  to 

hide,  suffocate  them  too,  lest  they  be  stolen  by  the  same 

thieves.  Then  his  every  cell  would  fall  to  idleness 

and  he  would  no  longer  worry.  Or  so  he  thought. 

Deep  in  the  night  they  struck  him  on  the  head.  He  jumped 

up  immortal,  bathed  in  red.  Yellow  sat  on  his  face, 

his  body  was  trembling  mauve.  And  old  painter, 

one  of  the  masters,  dressed  in  green  said  to  him: 

To  your  feet,  fool,  away  from  here;  go  mix  colors  for  us. 

This  will  be  your  punishment. 

You  have  tormented  your  heroes  far  too  much,  that  king  is 

all  but  lame 

and  the  one  who  is  leaning,  dropping  his  crown  on  his 

dog's  head  -  shame! 

Shout  out  if  you  must  that  you  are  colorblind,  say  what  you 

wish,  no  one  is  listening.  Look  for  a  hole  in  which  to  crawl 

but  do  not  come  out  without  new  colors. 


avTiaTaan9>.  AAAd  au  ttou  to  xp^IJOtq  TTaAai69£v 

^£|juaAi^£9  TO  5uvaaT£U£i9 

Kai  por)  OTTO  |j£pou^  tou^  ttiq  5£v  uTTapx£i 

TH  (pOJVn  TOU^  £ariKaja£^  KQI  to  TTPOQCOTTO  £KpUllJ£^  |J£  KdTI 

pouxa  KOI  TTo5i£9  KO|j|jdTia  otto  KOupTiv£g. 
0a  |JTTopoua£  va  qaouv  o  Euayy£AiaTri^  AouKd^ 

n  TO  AlOVTQpl  TH^  B£V£Tld^  |J£  PpUXHSpO  TTpO^  TO  SaVQTO. 

0a  |JTTopoua£...  Ti  qto  5idoAo  TTd9a|j£  oi  dvSpojTTOi; 
0£Aou|j£  to'  va  KOI  t'  aAAo,  utto9£tou|J£  5uvaT6TnT£5 

TTOU  5£V  TTpOXOjpOUV  QTOV  KOipO  TOU  aTTp6a£KT0U  XPOVOU 

pa^ 

AAA'  £ydj  auAAa|j(3dvaj  to  xp^IJOto  |jou  va  aK£(pTOVTai 

TTOJ^  va  |j£  ^£y£Aaaouv. 

Mqv  £|jTTiaT£U£aT£  xpwpa  Kav£va. 

KdTTOT£  £ixa  to  kokkivo  aYaTTria£i, 

aKoAou9oua£  to  KJTpivo,  to  TTpaaivo  koi  to  |ja(5i  -  va 

(pavTaaT£iT£  pia  TTAnyn  |J'  outo  to  xp^ijoto.  A\oQr\or\  tou 

TTQxiou  v£pou  TTOU  0'  av£(3da£i 

TOU^  5£iXT£^  TOJV  SOKpUOOV  |JOU  TTOVOJ  OTTO  TO  aUVV£(pa... 

T£TOia  0  ^coypacpo^.  AAAa  kqttou  o  qAio^  avoixTOKopSo^ 

TTp6paAA£  Y£|jaTO^  apdj|jaTa. 

0  Nov£Tai£Ao  aYavdxTna£  tou  £KA£ia£  Tqv  TTopTO 

KOTOIJOUTpa,  £PailJ£  TO  (p£YYiTn  -  aUTOV  TH?  ipOCpn^  TOU  -  |J£ 

paupo  KOI  £i5£  Tqv  £  K  A  £  I  qj  n  a9£Aa  tou. 

ATT6p£a£  TTOU  £TT£(pT£  (pOJ^  aKI£p6  £TTdV(jO  QTO  QKOTdSl. 
To  KiapOQKOUpO  TO  UTT£9£T£  |jdAAov  aVTiQTOIXO  dAAojv 

TTpayiJOTajv  £va  TTi9api,  yia  TTapa5£iY|ja,  QTqv  £^oxn. 
A£  (pavTa^6Tav£  va  £X£i  toqo  ttAouto  i5£djv.  'Ettp£tt£  va 

TK;  KpUl|J£l  Kl  aUT£9  VO  Tl^  TTVi^£l,  VO  |jr|V  TOU  Tl^  KA£liJOUV 

01  i5ioi  TTdAi  Ar|aT£9  Kai  v'  a5pavria£i  Ka9£  KUTTopo  tou 
yia  va  'x£i  to  K£(paAi  tou  qauxo.  'Etqi  v6|ji^£  outo^ 

NuxTO  (3a9id  tov  xTUTTriaav£  |j£  |jia  iJoyKOupa  qto  K£(pdAi. 
AvaTT£TaxTr|K£  a9avaT09  -nhtoMioc;  qto  kokkivo.  To 

KJTpiVO  Kd9ia£  QTO  TTpoaOJTTO  TOU,  TO  adj|Ja  TOU  |Ja(3i  TOV 

£Tp£|j£.  naAaio^^ojypdcpo^ 

qtt'  tou^  iJoaTopou^  TTpdaiva  cpopojvTa^  tou  £iTT£: 

No  anKaj9£i9  av6nT£,  otto  5aj' 
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We  will  know  if  you  have  told  us  the  truth  when  the  lie  falls 

and  dies. 

November,  1979 


Translated  by:  Irena  loannides 


d|j£  va  (piid^Ei^  xP^PCiTa  yici  |Ja^.  H  Ti|j(jopia  aou  dAAq  5£ 

9a  £ivai.  Baaavia£^  ttoAu  tou^  qpojE^  aou,  ax£56v 

K0UTaa9nK£  quto^  o  (BaaiAia^ 

Kl  aUTO^  £5dj  TTOU  aKU(3£l  TT£(pT£l  TOU  q  KOpOVQ 

£TTavcjo  QTOu  QKuAiou  TOU  TO  K£(pdAi  -  vTpoTTq^  TTpd|jaTa! 

lKAripi^£  au,  TTOJ^  £X£i?  oxpoJiJaTOiiJia,  AaA£i  6,ti  Qzq, 

KQMtMQ^  5£  a'  aKOU£i.  '+'a^£  va  (3p£i^  AayouiJi  yia  va  |jtt£I5 

aAAd  pn  (3y£i?  X'^PK  Kaivoupyia  xp^IJOto. 
E|j£i^  0a  ^£pou|j£  av  |ja^  £iTT£^  Tqv  aAri9£ia  otov  to  iiJ£|ja 

TT£a£l  KOI  TT£9aV£l. 

No£fjppng,  1979 
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Greek  Literature 


Overview 


The  chosen  poems  cover  a  period  of  120-130  years,  from  the  beginning  of  the  19* 
century  until  the  end  of  the  1940's. 

The  19*  Century  begins  with  the  most  important  event  of  the  recent  Greek  history,  the 
revolution  against  Ottoman  empire.  In  1830  new  Greek  state  was  created  and  during  the  19* 
century  all  the  military  and  economic  efforts  focus  on  the  development  of  this  new  state,  but 
unfortunately  Greece  remains  a  small  and  poor  country. 

In  the  20*  century  Greece  doubles  its  territory  and  the  upper  class  try  to  create  a 
modern  country.  After  the  1^^  World  war  a  tragic  historical  event  blasts  the  Greek  nation:  the 
Asia  Minor  Disaster.  In  the  2^^  WorkMd  war  Greek  people  fight  against  Nazism  but  after  the 
end  of  the  world  war  a  new  disaster  strikes  the  Greek  society:  The  Greek  civil  war. 


[Index] 


iiEpiArmin 

Ta  S7iiXsy|isva  Tioifniaxa  Kokvuxovv  |iia  TispioSo  120-130  xpovcov  aTio  Tr|v  apxrj  tod 
19^^  ai6va  |isxpi  to  TEkoq  ttjc;  5sKasTia(;  tod  40. 

O  19^^=  ai6va(;  apxi^s^  M^s  ^^  ^^o  ar||iavTiK6  ysyovoc;  ttjc;  aDyxpovrjc;  EXkr[viKr\q 
laTopiac;,  ttjv  S7iavdaTaar|  svavTiov  Tr|(;  ToDpKiKf|(;  aDTOKpaTopia(;.  To  1830  sva  vso 
EA.A.r|viK6  KpdTO(;  5r||iioDpysiTai  Kai  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  tod  19^^  ai6va  oi  aTpaTicoTiKS(;  Kai 
oiKovo|iiKS(;  TipoGTidOsisc;  SGTid^ODV  aTrjv  avdTiTD^rj  tod  vsod  KpdTOD(;,  aXka  dvoTV^cdq  r| 
EXkaSa  7iapa|isvsi  |iia  |iiKpf|  Kai  (pTCOxrj  x^P^- 

Toy  20^  ai6va  r|  EA.A.d5a  SiTiXaaid^si  ttjv  SKTaafj  Tr|(;  Kai  r|  av6Tspr|  K^darj  TipoGTiaOsi 
va  5r||iioDpyf|asi  |iia  GDyxpovrj  x^^^po^-  MsTd  toy  1^  nayKoaiiio  7i6Xs|io  sva  TpayiKo  laTopiKo 
jEj ovoq  STiripsd^si  ttjv  EXkaSa:  r|  KaTaaTpocpfj  ttjc;  MiKpdc;  Aaiaq.  Sto  2^  nayK6a|iio  7i6Xs|io 
o  EXkr[viK6q  Xa6(;  7ioXs|ir|as  svdvTia  aTO  va^ia|i6  aXka  |iSTd  to  xskoq  tod  7ioXs|iod  |iia  vsa 
KaTaaTpo(pf|  xTDTid  ttjv  sXXr|viKf|  Koivcovia:  o  s|i(pDXiO(;  7i6Xs|iO(;. 
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Greek  Poets 


[Index] 


Athanasoulis  Kriton 
Alexandrou  Ares 
Anagnostakis  Manolis 
Antoniou  Takis 
Avyeris  Markos 
Vakalo  Eleni 
Varnalis  Kostas 
Vafopoulos  Giorgos 
Vretakos  Nikiforos 
Gatsos  Nikos 
Dhalas  Yianis 
Dhimakis  Minas 
Dhimoulas  Athos 
Dhikteos  Ares 
Dhoukaris  Demetres 
Dhrakontaedes  Philippos 
Dhrosinis  Giorgos 
Engonopoulos  Nikos 
Elytis  Odysseus 
Embericos  Andreas 
Evangelou  Anestis 
Thasites  Panos 
Themelis  Giorgos 
Kavadias  Nikos 


Kavafis  Konstandinos 
Kazantzakis  Nikos 
Karelli  Zoe 
Karyiotakis  Kostas 
Katsaros  Mihales 
Kotsiras  Yioryis 
Nikolaedes  Aristoteles 
Ouranis  Kostas 
Palamas  Kostis 
Papadhitsas  Dhimitris 
Papatsonis  Takis 
Patrikios  Titos 
Pittas  Triantafillos 
Polemis  loannis 
Ritsos  Yiannis 
Sarantaris  Giorgos 
Sahtouris  Miltos 
Seferis  Yioryos 
Sikelianos  Angelos 
Sinopoulos  Takis 
Solomos  Dhionisios 
Stasinopoulos  Michael 
Stoyianidhis  Yioryos 
Fragopoulos  Theofilos 


[Index] 


v^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  113 

[Index] 

Athanasoulis  Kriton  (1916  - 1979) 


d\\    Ji^ 


Kritos  Athanasoulis  was  born  on  1916  in  the  town  of  Tripolis,  Greece.  His  poetry 
began  with  lyrical  and  social  features  but  was  progressively  driven  to  existential  agony  and 
internal  dialogue.  He  had  published  twenty-one  books  of  poetry,  including  a  collected  edition 
in  two  volumes.  He  won  the  First  International  Prize  conducted  by  the  Italian  Magazine 
Batallia  Letteraria  in  1956  and  the  Second  State  Prize  for  1969.  His  work  has  been  translated 
into  many  languages.  He  died  in  Athens  on  1979  from  a  heart  attack. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  KpiTcov  A9avaaoi3Xr|(;  yswf|9r|Ks  axriv  Tpi7ioXr|  ApKaSiac;.  HapaKoXoi39r|as  |ia9f||iaTa  axri 

No|iiKf|  I^xoXt]  tod  Havs7iiaTr||iioD  axriv  A9f|va  (5isko\|/s  tk;  otiodSsc;  tod  gto  xpixo  sxoc;).  H 

7ioir|TiKf|  Tiopsia  TOD  A9avaaoDXr|  ^sKivr|as  aTio  to  x^^^po  tod  Xdpikod  Kai  koivcovikod  XoyoD 

Kai  o5r|yf|9r|Ks  aTaSiaKd  gttiv  DTiap^iaKfj  aycovia  Kai  toy  socoTspiKo  Xoyo.  E^sScoas  siKoai 

sva  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;  sv6  aaxoXf|9r|Ks  S7iiar|(;  |is  to  KpiTiKo  5oki|iio  Kai  to  9saTpo.  KspSias  to 

7ip6TO  Ais9vs(;  PpaPsio  as  5iaycovia|i6  XoyoTSxvia(;  tiod  SiE^ryiQr]  aTio  to  iTaXiKo  TispioSiKo 

Batalia  Letteraria  to  1956  Kai  to  SsDTspo  KpaTiKo  BpaPsio  to  1969.'Epya  tod 

|iSTa(ppdaTr|Kav  as  noXkEq  ^svEq  yX&aasq.  Hs9avs  aTio  Kap5iaKf|  avaKOTifj. 
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Saint  Thomas 
(1957) 

I  have  never,  never  deceived  anyone 

so  that  truth  turned  pale 

and  my  escape  became  impossible. 

I  saw  St  Thomas  before  me  and  rejoice 

that  I  have  seen  him.  I  had  gone  out 

to  buy  some  cigarettes  at  the  kiosk. 

It  was  dusk.  The  clouds  had  descended 

to  the  asphalt  and  amongst  them  I  saw 

St  Thomas  with  none  of  that  glitter 

which  adorns  hallucinations:  I  saw  him  plain, 

incarnate  in  the  street's  desolation. 

The  saint  was  coming  right  at  me. 

Just  as  one  who,  ceaselessly  thinking 

of  some  beloved  person,  turns  a  corner 

and  suddenly  sees  him  there,  thus 

did  I  also  confront  the  saint  before  me. 

I  recognized  him  as  I  brought  to  mind 

at  that  moment  the  wall  painting 

of  a  Byzantine  cathedral.  He  was  very 

old,  sorrowful,  and  tormented, 

almost  in  rags,  with  a  beard 

and  eyebrows  almost  meeting,  with  sad  eyes. 

He  did  not  tell  me  he  was  St  Thomas, 

but  who  could  doubt  it  was  he 

since  on  one  of  his  fingers  there  still  remained 

telltale  clots  of  blood?  Who  could  doubt  it? 

What  a  rare  moment,  to  find  myself  before  him! 

I  stared  and  stared,  until  he  stopped. 

Neither  of  us  spoke  for  a  long  time,  but  I, 

a  bit  hurriedly,  for  fear  of  losing  him,  said: 

"St  Thomas,  today  I  am  somewhat  arrogant 


Ayioq  O(0|jciq 
(1957) 

As  y£Aaaa  ttote  ttote  kovevq 

ETQi  TTOu  n  aAri9£ia  va  xAaJ|jida£ 

Ki  aSuvain  va  yiv£i  t\  Siacpuyn  |jou. 

Tov  Ayio  0cjO|ja  tov  £i5a  pirpo^  pou 

KOI  XClipW  TTOU  TOV  £150.  BynKO  £^03, 

TQiyapa  otto  to  kioqki  v'  ayopaaoj. 

ZoupouTTO  HTOv.  To  v£(pr|  £ixav  KaT£(3r| 

QTHv  aacpoATO  ki  avd|j£aa  tou^  £i5a 

TOV  'Ayio  0(jO|jd  5ixaJ^  |Jia  AdiJipq 

TTOU  vTuv£i  Tqv  TTapaia9r|an>  ^tqi  aK£pio, 

£Vadj|JaTO  QTHV  £pn|Jld  TOU  5p6|JOU. 

EpxoTOv  KaT£TTdvaj  |jou  0  Ayio^. 

Ki  ottoj^  £va5  ttou  aK£(pT£Tai  aSiOKOTTO 

aYaTTr||J£vo  ttpoqojtto  koi  ^acpvou, 

TH  ytjovid  QTpipovTa^,  to  auvTuxaiv£i,  £Tai 

KI  £Ydj  TOV  aUVTUXa  IJTTpOQTd  |JOU. 

Tov  yvdjpiaa  ottoj^  Tqv  Toixoypacpia 
QTO  vou  |JOu  £(p£pa  Tqv  (Jbpa  £K£ivr|  pu^avTivq^ 

PHTpOTTOAn?.   HtOV  Y£pog  TTOAU,  9Al|J|J£V0^  KOI 

(3aaavia|j£vo^,  ax£56v  paK£v5uT0^,  |j£  Y£via  koi  |J£ 

(ppu5ia,  apiXTCt,  \\di\o  9Ai|j|j£va. 

Ei|jai  0  Ayio^  0aj|jd^  5£  pou  'tt£, 

oAAa  TTOio^  a|j(pi(3dAA£i  ttoj^  outo^ 

HTOV  acpou  QTO  'va  tou  5dxTuAo 

£iX£  |J£iv£i  ai|ja  tthxto;  floio^  a|j(pi(3dAA£i; 

Mova5iKri  q  aTiypn  va  '|jai  iJTTpoQTa  tou.  Tov  KoiTO^a 

TToAu  KOI  K£ivo5  aTa9n.  Ki  oi  5uo  iJO^  5£  |jiAouaa|j£,  pa 

'yoj  (3idaTr|Ka  Aiyo  |jr|  tov  xdaoj. 

-  Ayi£  0(jO|jd,  £i|jai  aY£p(joxo5  aTT6iiJ£, 

yiOTi  viKqaa  |j£aa  pou  to  9dvaT0 
TO  9dvaT0  jjQitioQc;  ki  £i|jai  Twpa  £^(jo 
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because  within  me  I  have  conquered  death 

by  trannpling  on  death,  and  now  I've  come  out 

to  find  and  buy  some  cigarettes. 

St  Thomas,  I  have  risen  from  the  dead,  and  here  I  am 

He  made  a  slight  unconscious  movement, 

looking  at  his  blood-stained  finger,  ready 

to  lean  against  me.  A  slight  movement  only, 

purely  out  of  habit,  but  he  stopped  it. 

Then  I  saw  that  his  disbelief,  though  still 

hesitant,  was  engrained,  enfleshed. 

"I've  been  resurrected,"  I  told  him,  "I've  tamed 

the  world,  I've  raised  my  head  high,  I've  said  'No!' 

many  times.  Look  at  my  wounds. 

See  the  spit  on  my  face,  what  better 

token  could  you  want?  Look  at  my  pierced 

side.  Here  is  the  flushed  cheek 

I  turned.  I've  shared  my  possessions 

and  truly  borne  the  weight  of  murder. 

St  Thomas,  those  were  difficult  days." 

"Nations  are  at  war,"  he  said.  "Go  ahead,  die. 

All  nations  tell  lies.  Cry  out  the  truth. 

If  you  want  to  be  resurrected,  die  first." 

"My  brother  died.  They  crucified  him. 

It's  always  the  same,  the  world  suffers, 

a  captive  of  its  own  passions,  it's  always  the  same. 

There  isn't  time  enough  for  the  boy 

to  grow  into  manhood,  for  the  girl  to  mature, 

for  a  man  to  take  joy  in  his  liberty. 

It's  always  the  same.  Because  it's  a  fearful  death 

to  look  upon  death.  It's  always  the  same. 

St  Thomas,  I  have  died  many  times." 

Then  suddenly  he  disappeared.  The  clouds  ripped  apart 

like  a  bedsheet,  and  he  vanished  among  them. 

After  that  in  the  night  I  have  sought  to  find 
wounds  on  my  body.  I  have  seen  much  blood. 
Haven't  I  been  resurrected,  therefore?  I  dipped 

my  finger  in  my  wounds.  Oh  yes,  they  exist. 
But  the  saint  had  vanished.  He  had  not  deigned 


va  (Bpco  TQiyapa  v'  ayopaaoj..  Ayi£  0aj|ja, 

avaainSriKa  kqi  va  '|jai.  EkeIvo^  £Ka|j£  pia  Kivqan 

aauvaiaSnia  KOiiajvia^  to  (3a|j|j£vo  5axTuAo,  as  |j£va 

£TOi|JO^  v'  aKOU|JTTria£i.  Kivqan  |JOvdxa. 

0|J(jo^  t'  aTT6aup£.  Htqv  |jia  auvri9£ia. 

T6t£^  £i5a  Tqv  aTTiaiia  tou  ttciAi 

SiaiaxTiKn,  |ja  f>tf>o\r\,  aapK(jO|j£vn. 

-AvaainSriKa,  tou  'ttq.  M£pajaa  tov  koqijo. 

ZriKOjaa  to  K£(paAi,  £iTTa  t'  oxi  ttoAA£^  (pop£^-  KoiTa^£ 

Tl^  TTAny£?  |JOU.  No  0  £|JTTTUa|j6^  QTO  TTpOQOJTTO  |JOU, 

5£iY|ja  KaAuT£po  ti  9£A£i^;  No  q  K£VTn|J£vn  TTA£upd  |JOU. 

No  TO  iJdyouAo  pou  KaT£pu9po,  ttou  £aTp£iija.  To  K£p5o^ 

IJoipaaa  kqi  to  (p96vo  anKwaa  qt'  aAri9£ia.  Ayi£  0aj|ja, 

aKAnp£?riTavoi  |j£p£^. 

-  To  £9vn  IJdXOVTOI,  £iTT£.  Iup£  VQ  TT£9dV£l^.  To  £9vn 

ilJ£u5ovTai.  Kpa^£  Tqv  aAri9£ia. 

"Av  9£^  v'  avaaTn9£i^,  TT£9av£  TTpajTO. 

-  n£9av£  0  dbikifoc;  |jou,  tov  QTaupojaav,  to  i5io  £ivai, 

0  KOQIJO^  UTTO(p£p£l  QIXIJOAaJTO^  Old  TTd9n  TOU,  TO  i5lO 

£ivai.  To  TTQiSi  5i6Aou  5£v  TTpo(pTaiv£i  avTpa^  va  Yiv£i, 

n  Kopn  va  ajpi|jaa£i  ki  o  dvTpa^  va  xc(p£i  Tq 

A£UT£pid  TOU.  To  i5io  £ivai.  Ti  £ivai  QKAqpo^  9dvaT0^, 

TO  9dvaT0  va  PA£tt£i^.  To  i5io  £ivai, 

Ayi£  0a)|ja,  TToAu  £xa)  TT£9av£i...  Ki  £(puY£  ^acpviKd. 

Ta  v£(pn  QTTdaav  coadv  a£VT6vi  ki  £(puY£  otto  |j£aa. 

Kai  TdT£  |j£^  QTH  vuxTO  ijjdxvoj  va  '(3paj  TTAnY£^  |J£^  qto 

Koppi  |JOu.  Ei5a  ai|ja.  A£v  avaaTri9nKa  Aoittov; 

To  5dxTuAo  |JOU  (3u9iaa  qti^  TTAnY£?. 

"Q,  auT£^  UTTdpxouv.  0|jaj^  o  Ayio^  £(puY£. 

OuT£  KaT£5£x9n  V  aYYia£i  ti^  TTAnY£?. 

ct)djva^£  |j6vo: 

-  nAnywaou  ki  dAAo,  yiOTi  auTO  5£  (pTdv£i. 
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to  touch  my  wounds.  He  had  only  shouted: 
"Go  get  more  wounds.  Yours  are  not  enough." 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 
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Alexandrou  Ares  (1922  -  1978) 


Ares  Alexandrou  (Aristotle  Vasiliadhis)  was  born  on  1922  and  died  in  Paris  on  1978. 
His  father  was  a  Greek  from  the  Pontus  and  his  mother  a  Russian  of  Esthonian  origin.  In 
youth  he  joined  the  communist  student  movement  and  took  an  active  part  in  the  resistance 
during  the  german  Occupation  until  1942,  when  he  resigned,  in  disillusionment,  from  any 
political  affiliation.  During  the  Civil  War,  he  spent  about  eight  and  a  half  years  in  various 
detention  camps  In  addition  to  publishing  five  books  of  poetry,  he  has  also  published  a  novel, 
a  dramatic  monologue,  and  two  scenarios.  His  poems  have  been  translated  into  English  and 
Italian. 
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O  Apr|(;  AXs^dvSpoD  (ApiaTOTsXr|(;  BaaiXsid5r|(;  to  TipayiiaxiKo  tod  6vo|ia)  yswf|6r|Ks 
TO  1922  aTio  TiaTspa  ^EXkr[va  tod  Hovtod  Kai  |ir|Tspa  PcoaiSa  EaQoviKr\q  KaTaycoyf|(;.  STa 
Xpovia  Tr|(;  vi6Tr|(;  tod  svTdx6r|Ks  gto  KO|i|ioDviaTiK6  (poiTTjTiKo  Kivr||ia  Kai  sXaPs  svspyo 
|ispo(;  GTTiv  AvTiGTaari  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  Tr|(;  KaTOxrj^;,  l^^xpi  to  1942  otiots  Kai  7iapaiTf|0r|Ks 
a7ioyor|TSD|isvo(;  ajio  Kd9s  tioXitiko  aDaxsTia|i6.  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  tod  E|i(pDXioD  Tispaas 
0KT6|iiai  xpovia  as  Sidcpopa  GTpaTOTisSa  aDyKsvTpcoar|(;.  Hs9avs  gto  Hapiai  to  1978.  Ektoc; 
aTio  Ta  TisvTS  PipXia  7ioir|r|(;  sxsi  skSogsi  Kai  |iia  voDPsXa,  svav  5pa|iaTiK6  |iov6Xoyo  Kai  5do 
asvdpia.  Ta  TioifjiiaTd  tod  sxodv  |iSTa(ppaaTsi  aTa  AyyXiKd  Kai  Ta  iTaXiKd. 
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The  knife 
(1954-58) 

It  takes  as  much  time  for  steel  to 
become  a  sharp  and  useful  knife  as 
for  words  to  be  honed  into  speech. 

In  the  meantime,  as  long  as  you're 

working  the  whetstone  take 
care  not  to  be  led  astray  or  become 
arrogant  by  the  brilliant  sequence 

of  sparks.  Your  goal  is  the  knife. 


To  ijaxaipi 
(1954-58) 

OiTcog  apY£i  t'  aiaaAi  va  yivsi  Kocpispo 

KOI  XPnc^ipo  paxcipi  ^TQi  apyouv 

Ki  01  A£^£i^  v'  OKOviaTOuv  a£  Aoyo. 

Ito  ijeto^u  OQO  5ouA£U£I^  qtov  Tpoxo 

TTp6a£X£  iJqv  TTapaaup9£i^  ijqv  ^iTTaaT£i^ 

ott'  th  AapTTpn  aAAqAouxia  tojv  airivSripajv. 

Ikotto^  qou  £a£va  to  |jaxaipi. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 
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Anagnostakis  Manolis  (1925  -  2006) 


Anagnostakis  Manolis  was  born  in  1925  in  Thessaloniki  and  died  in  2006.  He  studied 
medicine  at  the  University  of  Thessaloniki.  He  took  his  degree  in  radiology  at  the  University 
of  Vienna.  During  the  Greek  civil  war  and  same  years  after  (1948-51),  he  was  incarcerated  for 
his  left-wing  activities  and  he  has  been  condemned  in  death  but  the  punishment  never  took 
place.  His  poetry  has  been  influenced  by  his  political  ideas.  The  basic  themes  of  his  poems  are 
the  struggle  for  freedom  and  justice. 
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O  Mav6Xr|(;  AvayvcoaxdKric;  yswf|0r|KS  to  1925  axri  0saaaXoviKr|  Kai  aTisptcoas  to 
2006.  L7ioi35aas  laxpiKfi  axo  Havs7iiaTf||iio  0saaaXoviKr|(;  Kai  7if|ps  titdxio  pa5ioXoyia(;  ajio 
TO  HavsTiiaxfiiiio  Tr|(;  Biswr|(;.  Kaxd  ttj  SidpKsia  tod  E|i(pDXioD  Kai  xa  S7i6|isva  xpovia 
5i6x6r|Ks  yia  tk;  apiaxspsc;  tod  7iS7ioi9f|asi(;  Kai  sixs  KaxaSiKaaxsi  as  Odvaxo,  aXka  r|  7ioivf| 
TiOTS  5sv  SKTsXsaxriKs.  H  7ioir|ar|  tod  sivai  S7ir|ppsaa|isvr|  aTio  tk;  noXniKEq  tod  i5ss(;.  H 
PaaiKTi  9s|iaToXoyia  tcov  7ioir||idTC0v  tod  7ispiXa|iPdvsi  toy  ay6va(;  yia  sXsDOspia  Kai 
5iKaioaDvr|. 
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13-12-43 
(1945) 

Remember  me  telling  you:  when  the  boats 

whistle  don't  be  in  the  port.  But  the  day  that 

was  leaving  was  ours  and  we  didn't  want  to  ever 

let  it  go  A  bitter  handkerchief  will  greet  the 

tedium  of  return.  It  really  was  raining  a  lot  and  the 

streets  were  deserted  With  a  delicate,  vaguely  autumnal 

flavor  Closed  windows  and  people  so  forgotten 

Why  did  they  all  leave  us?  Why  did  they  all  leave  us? 

I  was  clasping  your  hands  And  there  was 

nothing  strange  in  my  cry. 

. . .  One  day  we'll  leave  noiselessly  and  we'll  roam 

Through  roaring  towns  and  over  desolate  seas 

With  but  one  desire  burning  on  our  lips 

It  is  love  that  we  sought  and  they  denied  it  to  us 

You  forgot  about  our  tears,  our  joys  and  our  memories 

Greeting  while  sails  rippling  in  the  wind 

And  maybe  there's  nothing  else  left  for  us  to  remember. 

The  anguished  Why  heaves  up  in  my  soul 

I  suck  in  the  air  of  loneliness  and  desertion 

I  knock  on  the  walls  of  my  damp  prison  and 

I  don't  expect  an  answer  No  one  will  ever 

touch  the  extent  of  my  affection  and  sadness. 

And  you're  waiting  for  a  letter  which  doesn't  come 

A  far-off  voice  revolves  in  your  memory  and  fades  away 

While  a  mirror  gloomily  measures  your  face 

Our  lost  ignorance,  our  lost  wings. 

Translated  by:  Philip  Ramp 
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13-12-43 
(1945) 

0u|jdaai  TTOu  aou  'Asya:  Otqv  acpupi^ouv  to 

riAoia  ijqv  £iaai  qto  Ai|javi.  Ma  q  |J£pa  ttou  £(p£uy£ 

riTav£  5iKia  [loc;  kqi  5£  9a  9£Aa|j£  ttot£  va  inv  a(priaou|j£ 

Eva  iJaviriAi  iTiKpo  9a  xc(ip£Ta  Tqv  avia  tou  yupia|JOu 

Ki  £(3p£X£  aAri9£ia  ttoAu  ki  riTav£  £pn|JOi  oi  5p6|JOi 

M£  |jia  A£TTTriv  aKa96piaTn  xivoTTcopiaiiKn  y£uan 

KA£ia|j£va  TTapa9upa  ki  oi  dv9pajTT0i  toqo 

Ana|JOvn|J£voi  fiaii  pa^  acpqaav  oAoi;  fiaii  |ja^  dcpqaav 

oAoi; 

Ki  £a(piYYa,  to  x^pici  aou  A£v  £ix£  TiiroTa 

t'  oAAokoto  n  Kpauyn  |jou. 

...  0a  (puYOU|j£  KdTTOT£  a96pu(3a  koi  9a  TTAavn9ou|j£ 

Mzc;  oi\(;  ttoAu(3o£^  TToAiT£i£^  koi  qti^  £pn|J£?  9dAaaa£^ 

M£  fjiav  £TTi9u|jia  (pAoYia|j£vn  oio  x£iAn  |Ja^  Eivai  r\ 

ayaTTn  ttou  Yup£iija|j£  koi  pa^  Tqv  apvri9r|Kav 
z£xvoua£^  TO  5dKpua,  Tq  xapa  koi  Tq  |Jvri|jn  iJa^ 

Xaip£TdjvTa^  A£UKa  ttovio  tt'  av£|ji^ovTai. 
laoj^  5£  |j£V£i  tIttot'  qAAo  TTOpa  quto  va  9u|j6|jaaT£. 

M£^  QTHV  qjUXn  |JOU  QKipTO  TO  £vaYdjvio  riOTi, 

Poucpdj  Tov  aY£pa  Tq^  ijova^ia^  kqi  Tq^  £YKaTdA£iiiJn? 

Xtuttoj  tou^  Toixou^  Tq^  uypq^  (puAoKn^  |Jou  kqi 

5£VTTpoa|j£vajaTTavTnan  Kav£i^  5£  9'  aYYi^£i  Tqv 

£KTaan  TH^  cjTopYn^  kqi  Tq^  9AiiiJn?  |JOu. 

Ki  £au  TT£pi|j£V£i^  £va  Ypd|j|ja  ttou  5£v  £px£Tai 

Mia  iJOKpivri  (pojvn  yupva  oir\  \}yt\\\r\  aou  koi  a(5riv£i  Ki 

£va^  Ka9p£(pTn^  |J£Tpd  aKu9p(jOTT6^  Tq  iJopcpr)  aou 

Tq  XCi|J£vn  IJO^  dyvoia,  to  xci|J£va  (pT£pd 
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Chess 
(1954) 

Come,  let's  play  chess.  I  shall  give  you  my  queen 

(She  was  once  my  beloved  But  now  I  have  no  beloved) 

I  shall  concede  my  castles(Now  I  no  longer  shoot  at  my 

Friends  They  have  died  a  long  time  before  me) 

And  this  King  was  never  mine  And  then,  what  need 

have  I  of  many  soldiers?  (They  march  ahead,  blind, 

without  even  dreams)l  shall  give  you  all,  even  my  knights 

I  shall  keep  only  this  crazy  fool  of  mine  Who  knows 

how  to  advance  on  one  color  onlyStriding  from  one  corner  to 

the  other  Laughing  at  all  your  many  panoplies  Thrusting 

his  way  suddenly  into  your  lines  Throwing  your  solid 

battle  array  into  confusion. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


Zkciki 
(1954) 

EAa  va  TTai^ou|j£.  0a  aou  xapiaoj  iq  (SaaiAiaaa  |JOu. 

(  Htqv  yia  |j£va  |jia  cpopd  q  ayaTTn|J£vn  Tojpa  5£v  £xaj 

TTia  ayaTTr||J£vr|)  0a  aou  xapiaoj  tou^  TTupyou^  pou 

(Tojpa  TTia  5£v  TTupo(3oAdj  tou^  cpiAou^  pou  Exouv 

TT£9dV£l  KOipO  TTpiV  OTTO  |J£Va)  Kl  0  (SaQiAid^  aUTO^  5£V 

riTav£  TTOT£  5ik6^  |jou.  Kl  uaT£pa,  toqou^  aTpaTi(jjT£5  ti 
Tou^  9£Aaj;  (Tpa(3av£  £|jTTp6^  lucpAoi  x^pi^  kov  6v£ipa) 

OAa,  KOI  t'  oAoya  |JOu  9a  a'  to  Scjqco  Movaxa  £touto 
Tov  Tp£A6  |JOu  9a  Kpainaoj  ttou  ^£p£i  |j6vo  a'  £va  xP^|Ja 

va  TTr|Yaiv£i  5paaK£AdjvTa5  ir\  pia  OKpn  oj^  Tqv  dAAq 
r£AdjvTa^  MTTpo^  QTi^  loozq  TTavoTTAi£^  aou  MTTOiVOVTa^ 

|j£aa  QTi^  Ypa|J|J£^  aou  ^acpviKd  AvaaiaTajvovTa^  ti^ 

aT£p££^  TTapaTd^£i^.  Kl  auir)  5£v  £X£i  t£Ao^  q  TrapiiSa. 
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Antoniou  Takis  (1932  -  2006) 


Antoniou  Takis  was  born  in  1932  in  Agrinio,  Greece  where  he  finished  highschool. 
He  studied  Theology  in  the  University  of  Athens  and  took  his  postgraduate  studies  on 
Philosophy  and  Philology  from  the  University  of  Munich.  His  work  has  been  translated  in 
many  languages  whereas  music  plays  have  been  presented  based  on  his  creations,  such  as  the 
byzantine  music  drama  based  on  the  poem  "The  Revolution  of  the  Dead".  Antoniou  Takis 
died  in  2006. 
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O  TdKr|(;  Avxcovioi)  yswf|9r|Ks  gtk;  5  Mapxioi)  1932  axo  Aypivio  otiod  xsXsicoas  Kai  to 

yD|ivdaio.  Sjio-oSaas  ©soXoyia  axo  Havs7iiaTf||iio  A0r|v6v  Kai  gdvsxicjs  iisxaTiTDxiaKd  yia 

TisvTS  xpovia  tk;  a7ioD5s(;  tod  axri  OiXoaocpiKfj  Sx^^^  ^^^  Havs7iiaTr||iioD  tod  MovdxoD  axa 

T|if||iaTa  Tr|(;  OiXoaocpiac;  Kai  ^vC,avTivr\q  Kai  vsosXXr|viKf|(;  OiXoA^oyiac;.  'Epya  tod  Kai 

7ioif||iaTd  TOD  |iSTa(ppdaTr|Kav  Kai  5r||ioaisDTr|Kav  GTa  ayyXiKd,  ysp|iaviKd,  TioXcoviKd, 

aoDr|5iKd,  yaXXiKd,  oXXavSiKd,  iTaXiKd,  poD|iaviKd  Kai  iGTiaviKd,  sv6  yia  noXka  aTio  Ta  spya 

TOD  sxoDV  ypacpTsi  Kai  avsPsi  |ioDaiKd  spya,  oncdq  to  PD^avTivo  iiodoiko  5pd|ia  tiod  Paai^STai 

GTO  7ioir||id  TOD  r|  "ETiavdGTaari  tcov  vsKp6v".  AtisPicogs  to  2006. 
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The  revolution  of  the  Deads 
(extract) 

I  believe  in  one  absurd  living  almighty  father  of 

terror,  maker  of  God  and  of  all  invisible  shadows. 

Light  from  the  sun's  light  and  darkness  from  the 

night's  glooma  true  God, plaything  of  coincidence 

consubstantial  to  the  earth  from  which  all  was 

made.  I  long  for  my  broken  fingers  to  hold 

a  minimum  branch  of  an  olive  treein  the 

present  of  endless  time. 


Translated  by:  Byron  Raizis 
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Enavdaraan  tcov  NsKpcbv 
(anoanaaija) 

Eyd)  TTiQTEua)  a'  tya  TrapaAoyo  ^wviavo  TravTOKpdTopa 

TTOTEpa  TOU  Tp6|J0U,  J\0\\\\\\  TOU  0£OU  KOI  TTdVTOJV  TOJV 

aopdTcov  qkkjjv.  cpoj^  dir'  tou  qAiou  to  cpco^ 
KOI  QKOTO^  qtt'  TO  ^ocpo  Tq?  vuxTO^  080  aAqSivo, 

TTOixviSi  Tq^  au|JTTTCjoar|?  o|JOOuaio  Tq?  yq? 

5r  q^  TO  TTdvTO  £y£V£TO."Eva  KAapi  sAdxiaTO  sAid^ 

AaxTopa)  va  KpoTOuv  to  aTTaa|j£va  |JOu  SoktuAo  qto 

TTOpOV  TOU  aiojvo^  xpovou. 
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Avyeris  Markos  (1884  - 1973) 


Avyeris  Markos  was  born  on  1884  in  loannina  and  died  in  Athens  in  1973.  He  studied 
medicine  at  the  University  of  Athens.  In  addition  to  his  poetry  he  has  written  many  essays  and 
he  has  contributed  with  many  literary  magazines. 
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O  MdpKO(;  ADyspr|(;  yswf|6r|Ks  to  1884  axa  Icodwiva  Kai  7is9avs  axriv  A0f|va  to 
1973.  STio-oSaas  laxpiKfi  axo  navs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v.  Ilspav  ttjc;  7ioir|ar|(;  tod  sxsi  ypd\|/si 
noXXa  5oKi|iia  Kai  Ksi|i8va  yia  apKsxd  XoyoxsxviKd  TispioSiKd. 
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I  proclaim  good  news 

I  come  from  the  wind  and  march  with  the  wind 

IVIy  whole  soul  rejoices  and  goes  into  the  violent 

wind.  I  am  the  Great  Catalyst,breath  of  Zeus, 

lord  of  the  heights.  He  smoothens  the  sharp  edges 

of  the  rocks  and  demolishes  the  dynasties  of  old 

uplifting  the  great  roads  and  scattering  the  clouds 

in  the  heavenly  seas.  My  soul  rejoices  in  this  storm 

as  a  fountain  dances  in  the  sun.  There  have 

I  stored  all  my  hopes  and  my  capital.  I  hear  the  cry 

from  tomorrow  that  carries  away  the  present, 

fells  the  old  trees  and  sweeps  away  the  other 

world's  leaves.  It  will  cleanse  the  fumes  and  will 

recycle  the  marshes  for  the  big  rivers  to  flow  free. 

The  time  of  the  sun  has  now  come  and  it  will  descend 

and  the  prairies  will  bloom  and  the  mountains  will 

turn  green.  I  proclaim  the  wind  and  preach  the  wind, 

the  drunken  wind  from  the  east  that  brings  the  new 

sun.  It  is  the  budding-wind  that  makes  the  forests 

bloom.  I  hear  the  wind  that  comes  from  the  peaks 

and  the  valleys  and  the  seas.  I  preach  the  universal 

wind  of  regeneration  I  announce  the  wind  that 

rekindles  the  flames,  within  which  the  bird  of  fire  sings. 

I  preach  the  wind  of  the  new  GENESIS. 


Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 


EuQYY^^i^oiJCii 

EpXO|Jai  OTTO  TOV  aV£|JO  KOI  TTOp£UO|Jai  |J£  TOV  aV£|JO 

OAq  n  qjuxn  |JOu  xaip^Tai  koi  TTa£i  |j£aa  qto  acpoSpov 

av£|jo.  Eivai  o  M£ya^  Koizf>dir\c;,  TTvor)  tou  Aia  tou 

dpxovTO  Tojv  uqjoJiJdTajv.  A£iaiv£i  quto^  ti^  Tpax£i£? 

zipxtc;  t(jov  Ppdxojv  koi  yKp£|ji^£i  ti^  jjaKitc;  5uvaaT£i£5 

^£ar|KdjvovTa^  tou^  |j£ydAou^  5p6|JOu^  koi  QKopTrajvia^ 

TO  auvv£(pa  qti^  oupdvi£^  9dAaaa£^. 

M£aa  a'  auin  iq  9u£AAa  xaip^Tai  n  qjuxn  |JOu  ottco^ 

Xop£U£i  0  TTiSoKa^  QTOv  qAio.  EK£i  £xaj  aTTo9£a£i 

okzq  |jou  Ti^  £ATTi5£^  KOI  TO  K£(paAaia  pou.  Akouco 

THv  Kpauyn  otto  to  aupio  ttou  auv£TTaipv£i  to 

ari|j£pa,  pixv£i  to  Y£piKa  5£VTpa  koi  aapdjv£i  to 

(puAAa  TOU  oAAou  koqijou.  0a  Ka9apia£i  tk; 

ava9u|jida£i^  koi  9'  avaKUKAia£i  to  T£A|jaTa  yia 

va  Tp£^ouv  £A£u9£pa  to  |j£YdAa  TTOTd|jia.  Eivai  Twpa 

TOU  qAiou  0  Koipo^  ttou  9a  KaT£(5£i  koi 

9'  av9iaouv  oi  TT£5ia5£^  koi  9a  TTpaaiviaouv 

TO  (3ouvd.  Tov  dv£|jo  £uaYY£Ai^o|jai  koi  Kripuxvco 

TOV  dv£|jo,  TO  |j£9ua|j£vov  dv£|jo  TH^  avoToAn^ 

TTOU  (p£pv£i  TOV  KQivoupyiov  qAio.  Eivai  o 

(pOUaK05£VTpn?  TTOU  KdV£l  v'  av9i^0UV  01  5pU|jdJV£5. 
AkOUOJ  TOV  dV£|JO  TTOU  £pX£Tai  OTTO  Tl^  KOpiftc;  OTTO  TOU^ 

KQiJTTOug  Ki  OTTO  Ti^  9aAaaa£^.  Kripuxvoj  tov  Ka9oAiK6v 

av£|jo  Tq?  TTaAiYY£V£aia5  avaYY£AAaj  tov  dv£|jo  ttou 

^avd(3£i  Ti^  TTupKaYi£^,  ttou  |j£aa  tou^  TpaY0u5d£i  to 

TTOuAi  TH?  (pojTid^.  Knpuxvoj  tov  dv£|J0  Tq^  v£a^ 

FENEZEOZ. 
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Vakalo  Eleni  (1921  -  2001) 


Eleni  Vakalo  was  born  on  1921  in  Athens,  where  she  completed  her  early  education. 
She  received  her  degree  in  archeology  from  the  University  of  Athens  in  1944,  then  studied  the 
History  of  Art  at  the  Sorhonne,  and  published  seven  books  and  many  articles  on  art  in  various 
periodicals.  In  collaboration  with  her  husband  and  a  group  of  painters  and  art  editors,  the 
"Vakalo  School  of  Decorative  Arts"  was  founded  in  1958,  where  she  teaches  the  History  of 
Art.  In  1959,  she  went  to  Italy  to  visit  its  museums;  in  1956  she  toured  the  United  States  on 
the  invitation  of  the  Department  of  State. 
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H  EXsvrj  BaKokd)  yswf|9r|KS  axriv  A9f|va  to  1921.  Hf|ps  titdxio  axriv  ApxaioXoyia 
aTio  TO  HavsTiiaxfiiiio  A0r|v6v  to  1944  Kai  gtti  GDVsxsia  aTio-oSaas  laTopia  Tr|(;  Tsxvr|(;  gtti 
LopPowTj.  'Exsi  SKSoasi  PipXia  Kai  ypd\|/si  dp9pa  as  Sidcpopa  TispioSiKd.  2s  GDVspyaaia  |is 
TOY  a-o^Dyo  Tr|(;  Kai  |iia  0|id5a  ^coypdcpcov  Kai  sk5ot6v  Tsxvr|(;,  iSpDas  to  1958  ttj  «2xo^'n 
KaX6v  Tsxv6v  BaKaX6»  otiod  SiSaaKs  laTopia  Tr|(;  Tsxvtjc;.  AtisPicogs  to  2001. 
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The  house 
(1951) 

I.  House  Warming 

When  the  building  was  finished  the  architect  flung  a  wooden 

bridge  from  one  wall  to  another  like  those  that  ships  throw 

down  when  they  dock  or  when  they  leave  and  you  always 

fear  you  will  fall.  He  hung  it  from  the  rafters  with  thick  chains 

and  a  large  link  in  each  corner  and  said  to  us:  "This  is  where 

you  will  live."  The  others  stood  at  the  edge  of  the  wharf  and 

gave  me  each  thing  as  it  came 

The  clock  I  hung  on  the  wall 

Tick  took 

The  mirror  I  nailed  on  the  wall 

Tick  took 

The  icon  I  smashed 

Tick  took 

And  wept 

The  table  I  spread 

With  a  linen  tablecloth 

Then  I  closed  the  door  and  lit  a  fire 

I  tried  to  learn  walking  on  the  bridge  without  crawling  on  all 

fours,  without  clinging  to  the  rails  and  without  breaking 

anything  so  that  the  children  would  not  be  afraid.  At  night 

when  they  were  asleep  I  would  open  the  window  and 

look  at  the  harbor  lights. 

II.  The  Lake 

There  were  some  things  in  the  house  I  never  touched.  There 

was  a  lake  which  I  had  to  encircle  every  time  I  wanted  to 

cross  to  the  opposite  side.  If  ever  I  leant  over  it,  it  would 

drag  me  down. 

The  angel  said 

Do  not  look  at  the  city  of  Zion 

Then  I  began  to  sing  loudly  that  I  might  not  be  afraid  when  I 


To  anixi 
(1951) 

To  QTTiTI  I 

"Otqv  T£A£i(joa£  to  XTiai|JO  tou  qttitiou  o  apxiiSKTOva^ 
£(3aA£  |jia  y£(pupa  ^uAivq  otto  tov  £va  Toixo  qtov  qAAo 
aav  auT£^  ttou  pixvouv  to  TrAoia  aav  £pxovTai  t\  aa 
(p£uyouv  KOI  (po(3daai  Trdvia  ijqv  TT£a£i^.  Tqv  Kp£|jaa£ 
ott'  to  5oKdpia  tou  Ta(3aviou  |j£  aAuai5£(;  xovTp£(;  kqi 
£vav  KpiKO  |j£yaAo  oir\y  Kd9£  yajvid  kqi  pa^  £iTT£  «E5dj 

9a  ^£iT£». 

Oi  oAAoi  aT£KOVTav  ainv  dKpn  iq^  aTTo(3d9pa^  kqi  |jou 

5ivav£  TO  Ka9£  TTpd|ja  |j£  iq  a£ipd. 

To  poAoi  TO  Kp£|jaaa  aiov  Toixo 

TlKTQK 

Tov  Ka9p£(pTn  TOV  Kdpcpcoaa  qtov  toixo 

TlKTQK 

Tqv  £iK6va  Tqv  £aTTaaa 

Ki  kAaqjo 
To  TpaTT£^i  TO  £aTpajaa 

M£  TpaTT£^0|jdVTlA0  Aivo 

YaT£pa  £KA£iaa  Tqv  TTopTO  kqi  dvaqjo  cpajTid. 
npoaTTd9naa  va  |jd9aj  va  TT£pTTaTaj  TTdvoj  oir]  Y£(pupa 
Xcopi^  va  QKupoj  |j£  TO  T£aa£pa  x^P'?  va  KpaTi£|jai  otto 

TO  KdYK£Aa  KQI  x^pi?  va  Kdvco  ^nP'^?  Y'ci  va  pn 

(popcjjvTOi  TO  TTOiSid.  To  (3pd5u  otov  KOi|jdTav£  dvoiya 

TO  TTapd9upo  KQI  KoiTQ^a  TO  (pajTO  TOU  Ai  paviou. 

II  .  TOQTTJTI  II 

Zto  qttIti  |j£aa  £ix£  KdTi  TTpdiJOTO  TTOU  5£v  TO  dyyi^a 

TTOT£.  Htqv  |jia  Ai|jvr|  ttou  £ttp£tt£  va  Kdvoj  tov  kukAo 

TH?  yia  va  TT£pdaaj  dTT'  Tqv  dAAq  |J£pid.  Zav  £aKu(3a  9a 

|j£  Tpa(3oua£  qto  (3u9d. 

0  dYY£A0^  £iTT£ 

Na  |jri  KOiTd^£T£  Tqv  TToAq  Tq^  Ziojv. 
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remained  alone  and  that  the  barrier  might  not  anywhere 

cracl<.  All  day  long  I  gathered  the  fishes  that  leapt  out  of  the 

water,  tied  them  in  small  bunches  and  hung  them  carefully 

on  the  walls  because  I  had  to  guard  the  house  from  evil. 

When  the  others  returned  toward  nightfall,  I  said  nothing 

because  then  the  waters  never  rose.  Indeed  I  liked  to  look  at 

them  because  they  were  quiet  and  knew  nothing. 

Only  my  husband  threw  me  a  glance  now  and  then. 

III.  The  End  of  the  House 

One  day  my  eldest  son  said 

"I  shall  not  return  home  tonight" 

I  put  the  children  to  bed 

And  then  I  think  I  looked  at  our  house 

For  the  first  timelt  was  old 

And  in  winter  would  leak  with  the  rains 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


T6t£  dpxiaa  va  Tpayou5d)  Suvaid  yia  va  ijq  (po(3d|jai 

OTQV 

£|j£va  ijovq  |JOu  kqi  va  ijqv  tux£i  kqi  payiasi  to  cppayija 

TT0u9£vd.0An  TH  |J£pa  |jd^£ua  to  qjdpia  ttou  irnSouaav 

ott'  to  v£p6  TO  £5£vaa£  |jiKp£5  ap|ja9i£^,  kqi  to 

Kp£|jouaa  QTOv  Toixo  TTpoa£XTiKa  YiaTi£TTp£TT£  va 

cpuAd^oj  TO  QTTJTi  |ja^  ott'  to  koko.  To  (3pd5u  otqv 

yupvouaav  oi  dAAoi  5£v  £A£Ya  tIttotq  yiOTi  t6t£  ttiq  5£v 

av£(3aivouv£  to  v£pa.  Mou  ap£a£  pdAiaTO  va  tou^ 

KOiTOOJ  TTOU  HTOv  qQuxoi  KOI  5£v  ri^£pav.  Movo  0  avTpa^ 

|jou  |j£  KoiTa^£  KQiJid  (popd. 

III.  T0T£A0^T0U  QTTITIOU 

Mia  |j£pa  0  |j£YdAo^  |JOu  yio^  £iTT£  o  (3pd5u 

"5£  9a  yupiaoj  qttIti  vojpi^" 

EpaAa  to  piKpd  va  KOi|jn9ouv£  Kai  t6t£  9appdj  ttoj^ 

KoiTO^a  TO  QTTJTi  |ja^  fia  TTpwTn  (popd 

Htov  TToAid  KOI  TO  x£i|Jwva  9a  £aTa^£  |j£  ti^  Ppox£? 
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Varnalis  Kostas  (1884  - 1974) 


Kostas  (Konstandinos)  Varnalis  was  born  on  1884  in  Pirgos,  Bulgaria,  and  died  in 
Athens  on  1974.  He  came  to  Greece  in  1903,  took  his  degree  classics  and  literature  from  the 
University  of  Athens  in  1908,  first  taught  high  school  in  Bulgaria  and  Greece,  became  a 
director  of  secondary  schools  in  various  parts  of  Greece.  Fired  because  of  his  left-wing 
activities,  he  lived  as  a  journalist,  free-lance  writer,  and  translator.  He  has  written  two  books 
on  Greece's  national  poet  Dhionysios  Solomos.The  Balkan  Wars  and  the  Asia  Minor  Disaster 
of  1922  awaked  him  towards  political  issues  and  caused  him  to  turn  more  and  more  to 
Marxsism.  From  that  point  on,  his  poets  were  to  become  increasingly  polemical,  satirical,  and 
propagandistic. 
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O  K&axaq  BdpvaXrjc;  yswf|0r|KS  to  1884  axov  H-opyo  BoDA.yapia(;  Kai  TisOavs  axriv 
A9f|va  TO  1974.  'Hp9s  axriv  EXkada  to  1903,  otiod  Tifips  titdxio  KkaaaiKCdv  gtiodS^v  Kai 
XoyoTSxvia(;  aTio  to  Havs7iiaTf||iio  A0r|v6v  to  1908.  AiSa^s  as  yD|ivdaia  as  BoD^yapia  Kai 
EXkada.  AkoXvQ^ke  s^aiTiac;  tcov  apiaTsp6v  tod  7iS7ioi9f|ascov  otiots  Kai  dpxias  va  spyd^STai 
(Dq  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;,  avs^dpTr|TO(;  aDyypacpsac;  Kai  |iSTa(ppaaTf|(;.  'Exsi  ypd\|/si  Svo  PipXia  yia 
TOY  EOviKo  7ioir|Tf|  Tr|(;  EXkaSaq,  Aiovoaio  2oXco|i6.  Oi  Ba^KaviKoi  7i6Xs|ioi  Kai  r| 
KaTaaTpo(pf|  Tr|(;  MiKpdc;  Aaiac;  to  1922  acpDTWiaav  to  tioXitiko  tod  aia9r||ia  Kai  toy  SKavav 
va  aTpacpsi  TispiaaoTspo  npoq  toy  Map^ia|i6.  Atio  tots  Ta  7ioif||iaTd  a7isKTr|aav  aTaSiaKd 
D(pO(;  |iaxr|TiK6,  aaTipiKo  Kai  TipoTiayavSiaTiKo. 
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Orestes 
(1914) 

Celery  your  hair,  as  curly  and  as  fragrant.  Unbind  it, 

and  reveal  yourself  to  be  as  indeed  you  are,  most 

handsome.  Cast  from  your  mind  the  onus  of  that  fierce 

oracle,  since  there 

is  nothing  else  you  can  ever  do.  Smile  now  to  see  how 

your  destined  road  has  brought  you  here  to  the  great 

gates  of  Argos  where  you  must  soon  extirpate  the  womb 

that  gave  you  birth.  No  one  remembers  you  here.  Like  them, 

you  too  must  now  forget  just  who  you  are,  and  go  to  the 

dark  crossroads  of  that  golden  city  do  your  work,  as  though 

you  were  another.  No  matter  what  you  do,  you'll  be  pursued 

by  your  own  mother's  blood,  or  by  your  shame. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


OpEornq 
(1914) 

ZeAivq  to  paAAid  aou  |jupaj|j£va,  Auas  to  va  cpavsi^,  oj^ 
£iaai,  ojpaio^,  kqi  5i(jo^£  otto  to  vou  aou  ttiq  to  xp£0^ 

TOU  |J£ydA0U  XPn<^MOU,  |Jia  kqi  KOVEVQ  TpOTTO  5£V 

£X£i?  dAAov£!  Kai  |j'  £va  xci|j6y£Aov  i5£^  ttoj^  a' 
£(p£p'  mc;  QTOU  Apyou^  Tqv  TTuAq  o  5p6|JO^  aou  o 

IJOipaio^TO  QTTAdxvo  v'  a(pavia£i^  ttou  a'  £y£vva. 

Kav£i5  5£  a£  9u|jaT'  £5dj.  Ki  £au  6|J0ia  tov  £auT6  aou 

^£XaV£  TOV,  KI 

A|j£  aTH^  XPucJn^  TToAiT£ia^  to  aTaupo5p6|jia  kqi  to 

£pyo  aou  aa  va  'tqv  aAAo^  Ka|j£.  ETai  ki 

aAAioj^,  9a  TTaipv£i  oz  otto  TTiaou  yia  to  aipa 

ir]q  fjriTpo^  aou  yia  q  vTpoTTq  aou. 
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Vafopoulos  Yioryos  (1903  -  1996) 


Yioryos  Vafopoulos  was  born  on  1903  in  Gevgelija,  now  on  the  Yugoslavian  side  of 
the  Greek- Yugoslavian  border  and  died  on  1996.  In  his  early  poems  Vafopoulos  struggled  to 
find  a  unity  which  might  bind  the  concepts  of  life  and  death  into  some  coherent  whole,  and 
found  this  in  the  very  nature  of  man  himself  who,  through  death,  discovers  that  God  dwells 
within  him. 
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O  Tmpyoq  Ba(p67iODXo(;  yswf|9r|KS  to  1903  axriv  FioDyKoaXaPiKfi  TiXsDpd  xcov 
EXXr|vo-rioDyKoaXaPiK6v  aDvopcov  Kai  TisOavs  to  1996.  Sxa  Tip^xa  tod  Tioifniaxa 
ay6viaTr|Ks  va  Ppsi  |iia  svoxrixa  tiod  9a  iiTiopoDas  va  Ssasi  tk;  swoiS(;  Tr|(;  ^cof|(;  Kai  tod 
OavdxoD  as  sva  sviaio  gdvoXo.  Ttjv  ava^f|Tr|af|  tod  aDxfi  ttj  Ppf|Ks  axriv  i5ia  xri  (pDar|  tod 
av9p67ioD  o  OTioioc;  |isaa  aTio  to  9dvaT0,  avaKaX^DTiTSi  to  ©so. 
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The  floor 
(1951) 

Black  and  white  tiles  in  alternating  order  suffer  the 

touch  of  my  footsteps.  On  this,  my  prescribed  arena, 

I  play  like  a  child,  taking  care  to  step  on  the  white 

surfaces  only.  Difficult  exercise.  Skillful  acrobatics. 

Sometimes  I  lose  the  body's  balance. 

Sometimes  I  lose  the  spirit's  calculation. 

And  then  the  order  of  my  steps  becomes  confused, 

and  my  erring  sole  stumbles  on  the  black  tiles. 
I  must  start  the  game  once  more  from  the  beginning. 

I  must  train  my  spirit  to  perfect  balance. 

But  my  exhausted  spirit  starts  over  and  over  again, 

and  swirls  in  a  whirling  vertigo.  And  now  the  motionless 

disk  of  the  floor  spins  swiftly  round  and  round  and  the 

alternating  order  of  the  colors  becomes  confused. 

Confusion  of  the  senses!  Then  like  a  child  whose 

game  has  been  spoiled,  then  like  a  child  whose 

patience  has  been  exhausted,  I  run  spitefully 

and  trample  on  the  ordered  system  of  the  floor. 

With  the  soles  of  my  feet  I  wipe  out  the  lines  that 

Separate  the  black  and  white  tiles.  And  then  I  sprawl 

on  the  floor,  with  an  over  brimming  spirit,  and 
drench  my  broken  faith  with  tears.  Ah,  how  much  this 

unrelenting  exercise  has  fatigued  me!  But  now  at 
last  I  see  clearly  what  the  whirling  of  the  floor  signifies. 
Now  I  understand  the  meaning  of  the  copulating  colors. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 
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To  5dn£5o 
(1951) 

Aairpa  kqi  paupa  TrAaKOKia,  a'  £vaAAaaa6|j£vn  Td^n> 
THv  ETTacpn  Tojv  (3n|JaT(jov  |jou  Sexovtqi.  Zto  5iopia|j£vo 
|jou  5aTT£5o  TOUTO  TTai^oj  aav  £va  TTai5i,  poaTraSajvia^ 

pOVaxa  QTI^  A£UK£^  Va  TTOTdj  £TTI(paV£l£^. 

AuQKoAn  daKqan,  aKpo(3aaia  TT£piT£xvn.  KdTTOT£ 
XOvcjo  tou  ad3|jaT0^  inv  laoppoiria.  KdTTOT£  xdvco 

TOU  TTV£U|JaTO^  TOV  UTTOAoyia|j6.  Kai  |JTT£p5£U£Tai  t6t£ 
TOJV  PniJCtTaJV  |JOU  n  TQ^n-  Kai  TTAavn|J£VO  to  TT£A|ja  |JOU, 

TTapaTTaTd£i  om  paupa  TrAaKdKia.  np£TT£i  TrdAi  v' 
apxiaoj  qtt'  Tqv  apxn  to  ttqixvISi.  np£TT£i  v'  aaKnaoj  to 
TTV£U|ja  |JOu  QTHv  T£A£ia  OKpopaaia.  0|J(jo^,  apxi^ovTO^ 

TTdAl  KOI  TTdAl,  TO  aTTOaTa|J£VO  |JOU  TTV£U|Ja  TT£pi5lV£iTai 

oz  iAiyyou  aTpo(3iAia|ja.  Kai  tou  5aTT£5ou  o  OKivriTO^ 

5iaK0^  TT£piaTp£(p£Tai  |j'  £VTaar|.  Kai  tojv  xpw|jdTajv 

auyx££Tai  q  £vaAAaaa6|j£vn  TO^n-  Ta3v  aia9ria£ajv 

auyxuan.  Ki  ottoj^  £va  ttoiSI,  ttou  tou  xaAouv  to 

TTQIXViSl,  KI  OTTOJ^  £Va  TTQlSJ, 

TTOU  n  uTTopovri  TOU  £^avTA£iTai,  Tp£xaj  |J£  TT£ia|ja, 
TaaAaTTQTdjvTa^  tou  5aTT£5ou  Tqv  TO^n-  M£  to  TT£A|ja 

QKOUTTi^OJ  Tl^  Ypa|J|J£^  TTOU  X^pJ^OUV  TO  A£UKd 

KOI  TO  paupa  TTAoKOKia.  Kai  ^aTTAdjvo|jai  x^pou, 
|j£  (3oupKaj|j£vo  TO  TTV£U|ja  |JOu.  Kai  pavTi^oj  |j£  5dKpua 
TH  auvTpi|j|j£vn  |JOu  TTiaTq.  Floao  |j£  KOupaa£  q  £TTi|jovn 
aQKnan.  0|jaj^  Tojpa  ttio  (3A£TTaj  (pav£pd  ti  an|Jaiv£i  tou 

5aTT£5ou  TO  yupiaija  Tojpa  (3A£TTaj  to  voqiJa  ir\q 
ouMOuolQc;  Toov  xpwiJdTajv. 
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Vretakos  Nikiforos  (1912  - 1991) 


Nikiphoros  Vrettakos  was  born  on  1911  in  the  town  of  Krokeas  near  Sparta  and  died 
on  1991.  Moving  to  Athens  in  1929,  he  studied  for  a  year  at  the  university  there,  but  left  to 
earn  his  living  as  a  clerk  in  various  small  businesses  until  1937  as  a  civil  servant  in  he 
Ministry  of  Labour,  as  a  customs  official  in  Piraeus.  Vrettakos  is  a  pure  singing  voice,  writing 
spontaneously  without  much  attention  to  form,  impelled  by  an  almost  native  religious 
devotion  and  deep  sentiment  for  the  ills  of  downtrodden  humanity. 
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O  NiKr|(p6po(;  BpsTTdKO(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1911  axriv  KpoKsa,  Kovxd  axri  STidpxri  Kai 
7is9avs  xo  1991.  MsxaK6|iias  axr|v  A9f|va  xo  1929.  Sjio-oSaas  oxo  navs7iiaxf||iio  yia  svav 
Xpovo  |i6vo  Ka96(;  avayKdaxr|Ks  va  KspSiasi  xa  7ipo(;  xo  ^r|v  a)q  V7iaXkr[koq  as  5id(pops(; 
|iiKps(;  STiixsiprjasK;  |isxpi  xo  1937  otioxs  Kai  5iopiaxr|Ks  (Dq  5r||i6aiO(;  V7iaXkr(koq  axo 
YjiODpysio  Epyaaiac;.  To  vi^oq  xod  BpsxxdKOD  sivai  aD96p|ir|xo,  x<^Pi^?  iSiaixsprj  Tipoaoxri  axr| 
5o|if|  E^aniaq  xr|(;  EvXa^iKr\q  7ipoaf|Xcoar|(;  Kai  Pa9id(;  0D|i7rd9sia(;  yia  xk;  7iXr|ys(;  xr|(; 
Kaxaxpsy|isvr|(;  Kai  Kaxa7iisa|isvr|(;  av9pco7i6xr|xa(;. 
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Elegy  on  the  tomb  of  a  young  warrior 
(1947) 

On  this  your  ground  we  say  our  name.  On  this  your 

ground  we  draw  the  plans  for  our  gardens  and  our 

cities.  On  this  your  ground  We  Are.  We  have  a  country.  I 

have  kept  your  bullet-shot  within  me.  Within  me  wanders 

the  poisonous  burst  of  the  machine  gun.  When  I  remember 

your  exploding  heart,  certain  hundred-petaled  roses  rise  in 

my  brain  and  resemble  the  conversation  of  the  infinite  with 

man.  Thus  did  your  heart  speak  to  us.  And  we  saw  that  the 

world  is  greater  and  has  become  greater  that  it  might 

contain  love.  Your  first  toy:  You  Your  first  pony:  You  You 

played  fire.  You  played  Christ.  You  played  Saint  George  and 

the  bold  Border  Guard.  You  played  the  clock  hands  that 
descend  from  midnight  down.  You  played  the  voice  of  hope 

when  no  voice  existed.  The  Square  was  deserted.  Our 
country  had  gone.  It  was  time!  Your  heart  could  no  longer 
endure  to  hear  under  your  roof  the  human  thunderbolts  of 

Europe.  Under  your  coat  you  lit  the  first  thief  s  lantern. 

Hearts  of  hearts!  You  thought  of  the  sun,  and  advanced. . . 

You  mounted  the  pavement  and  played  Man. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


EAeyeio  ndvco  orov  rdcpo  £v6q 
IJiKpou  aycovicjTri 

(1947) 

riavoj  QTO  xw|ja  to  5ik6  qou  A£|J£  t'  ovo|ja  iJO^. 
riavoj  QTO  xw|ja  to  5ik6  qou  ax£5ia^ou|j£  tou^  khttou^ 

KOI  Tl^  TTOAlTEi^  pO^  flaVCjO  QTO  X^IJO  QOU  £i|jaaT£. 

Exou|j£  TTQTpiSa.  'Exo)  KpaTria£i  |j£aa  pou  Tq  vTOU(p£Kid 

QOU.  rupi^£i  |j£aa  pou  o  (pap|jaK£p6g  nxog  tou 

TToAu(36Aou.  0u|ja|jai  Tqv  Kap5id  aou  ttou  dvoi^£,  k' 

£pXOVTai  QTO  |JuaA6  pou  koti  £KaT6(puAAa  TpiavTdcpuAAa 

TTOU  |JOia^OUV£ 

aav  o|jiAia  tou  aTT£ipou  jjpoc;  tov  avSpojTTO  -nai  pa^ 

|jiAna£  n  KopSid  aou.  K'  £i5a|j£  ttoj^  o  koqijo^  £ivai 

|j£yaAuT£po^,  k'  £yiv£  |j£yaAuT£po^  yia  va  xwpd  q 

ayaTTn.  To  ttpojto  qou  TTOiyviSi:  Eau.  To  ttpojto  qou 

aAoydKi:  Eau.  'ETTai^£^Tr|  cpajTid.  ETTai^£^TO  XpiQTO. 

'ETTai^£^ 
TOV  AnTldjpYn  KOI  TO  AlY£Vri.  'ETTai^£^  TOU^  5£iKT£^  TOU 

poAoyiou  TTOU  KaT£paivouv£  qtt'  to  |j£aavuxTa.  'ETTai^£^ 

TH  (pa3vri  TH^  £ATTi5a^,  £K£i  ttou  5£v  UTTripx£  (poivr).  H 

TTAaT£ia  qTOv  £pn|Jn-  H  TTOTpiSa  £ix£  (puY£i.  'Htqv 

KQipo^!  A£  (3aaTa^£  q  Kap5ia  aou  TT£piaa6T£po 

v'  QKOu^  KdTOj  qtt'  Tq  aT£Yn  aou  t'  av9pdjTTiva 

|jTT0U|JTT0uviTd  Tq^  EupcbTTq^!  'AvaiiJ£^  KdTOj  qtt'  to 

aoKKOKi  aou  to  ttpwto  KA£(pTO(pavapo...  Kap5ia  tojv 

KQpSldJv!  ZK£(pTr|K£^  TOV  qAlO,  KOI  TTpOXa3pnCJ£?--- 

Av£(3nK£^  aTO  TT£^o5p6|jio  k'  £TTai^£^  TOV  dvSpojTTo! 
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Gatsos  Nikos  (1911  -  1992) 


Nikos  (Nikolaos)  Gatsos  was  born  on  1911  in  the  village  of  Chania,  Arcadia,  but 
moved  with  his  family  to  Athens  when  he  was  sixteen.  He  died  on  1992  in  Athens.  He 
majored  in  classics,  philosophy  and  history  at  the  University  of  Athens,  spent  eight  months  in 
Paris  and  southern  France,  but  has  lived  the  rest  of  his  life  in  Greece.  He  has  made  a  great 
popular  reputation  as  the  writer  of  lyrics  set  to  music  by  such  popular  composers  as  Mikis 
Theodhorakis,  Manos  Hadzidhakis,  and  Stavros  Xarhakos.  He  is  the  author  primar^ily  of  only 
one  poem  Amorgos  but  it  has  had  a  disproportionately  strong  influence  on  the  writers  of  his 
generation.  Here  the  practice  of  surrealism,  the  rhythms  of  the  Bible,  and  the  traditions  of 
Greek  folk  ballads  are  combined  in  a  strange,  arresting,  and  elegiac  manner.  Profoundly 
influenced  by  the  Ionian. 
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O  NiKO(;  TKaxaoq  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1911  axriv  ApKaSia.  Sxa  SsKas^i  tod  xP^via 
|iSTaK6|iias  |is  Tr|v  oiKoysvsid  tod  aTr|v  A0f|va.  Hf|ps  titdxio  KXaaiK6v  27iod56v, 
OiXoao(pia(;  Kai  laTopiac;  ajio  to  Havs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v.  'E|isivs  okt6  |if|vs(;  gto  Hapiai  Kai 
TTi  voTia  TaXkia  aXka  Tispaas  to  dtioXoitio  ttjc;  C,(J)r\q  tod  aTr|v  EXkaSa.  Eivai  (pr||iia|isvo(;  coc;  o 
7ioir|Tf|(;  TioD  sxoDV  |isXo7ioif|asi  5idar||ioi  avvQsTEq  oticos  o  MiKrjc;  0so5copdKr|(;,  o  Mdvo(; 
XaT^iSdKTjc;  Kai  o  STaDpoc;  SapxdKO(;.  To  7ioir||id  tod  «A|iopy6(;»  sixs  |isydXr|  S7iippof|  axovq 
GDyypacpsic;  ttjc;  ysvid(;  tod,  Ka96(;  GDvSDd^si  to  aoDpsaXia|i6,  d|ivod(;  aTio  ttj  BtpXo  Kai 
aTOixsia  7iapa5oaiaK6v  sXXr|viK6v  TpayoD5i6v  |is  svav  Tispispyo  Kai  sXsysiaKo  TpoTio.O 
FKdTooc;  aTisptcoos  to  1992  oTr|v  A0f|va. 
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Amorgos 
(1941-42) 

I 

With  their  country  tied  to  their  sails  and  their  oars  hung  on 

thewind  The  shipwrecked  slept  tamely  like  dead  beasts  on  a 

bedding  of  sponges  But  the  eyes  of  seaweed  are  turned 

toward  the  sea  Hoping  the  South  Wind  will  bring  them  back 

with  their  lateen  sails  newly  painted  For  one  lost  elephant  is 

always  worth  much  more  than  the  two  quivering  breasts  of  a 

girl  Only  if  the  roofs  of  deserted  chapels  should  light  up 

with  thecaprice  of  the  Evening  Star  Only  if  birds  should 

ripple  amid  the  masts  of  the  lemon  trees  With  the  firm  white 

flurry  of  lively  footsteps  Will  the  winds  come,  the  bodies  of 

swans  that  remained  immaculate,  unmoving  and  tender 

Amid  the  streamrollers  of  shops  and  the  cyclones  of 

vegetable 

gardens  When  the  eyes  of  women  turned  to  coal  and  the 

hearts  of  the  chestnut  hawkers  were  broken  When  the 

harvest  was  done  and  the  hopes  of  crickets  began. 

And  indeed  this  is  why,  my  brave  young  men,  with  kisses, 

wine,  and  leaves  on  your  mouths  I  would  want  you  to 

stride  naked  along  the  riversidesTo  sing  of  the  Barbary 

Coast  like  a  woodsman  hunting  the  mastic  shrubs  Like  a 

viper  slithering  through  gardens  of  barley  With  the  spirited 

eyes  of  pride 

Like  a  lightning  bolt  as  it  threshes  youth.  And  do  not  laugh 

and  do  not  weep  and  do  not  rejoice  And  do  not  tighten  your 

shoes  in  vain  as  though  you  were  planting  plane  trees  Do 

not  become  DESTINY  For  the  imperial  eagle  is  not  a  closed 

drawer  It  is  not  a  tear  of  the  plum  tree  nor  a  smile  of  the 

water  lily  Nor  the  undershirt  of  a  dove  nor  a  Sultan's 

mandolin  Nor  a  silken  garment  for  the  head  of  a  whale  It  is  a 

saw  of  the  sea  that  rips  the  seagulls  apart  It  is  a  carpenter's 

pillow  a  beggar's  watch  It  is  a  fire  in  a  blacksmith's  shop 


AjJopYoq 
(1941-42) 

I 

M£  Tqv  TTOTpiSa  tou^  5£|j£vr|  qto  TTOvia  kqi  to  kouttiq 

QTOv  dv£|jo  Kp£|jaa|j£va  Oi  vauayoi  K0i|jri9nKav  ri|j£poi 

aav  aypi|jia  v£Kpd  |j£aa  qtojv  acpouyyapKijv  to 

a£VT6via 

AAAd  TO  iJOTia  tojv  cpuKiajv  £ivai  aTpa|j£va  airj  9aAaaaa 

Mhttoj^  tou^  ^ava(p£p£i  o  voTid^  |j£  to  (pp£aKo(3a|j£va 

AoTivia  Ki  £va^  xci|J£vo^  zktifoyioc;  a^i^£i  TTavTOT£  ttio 

TToAu  OTTO  5uo  oit\Q\cii  KOpiTQiou  TTOu  aaA£uouv  Movo  v' 

avdiiJOuv£  Old  (3ouvd  oi  aT£Y£^  tojv  £pn|JOKKAnaidjv  |j£ 

TO  |J£pdKI  TOU  OTTOampiTn  No  KU|JaTiaOUV£  TO  TTOUAld 

QTH?  A£|jovia^  TO  KQiapTia  M£  ir\(;  Koivoupyia^ 
mpTTOTnaia^  TO  aTa9£p6  daiTpo  cpuaniJa  Kai  TdT£  9d 
'p9ouv  a£pn5£^  adj|jaTa  kukvojv  ttou  |j£ivav£  dairiAoi 

TpU(p£p0i  KOI  OKivniOl  M£q  QTOU^  05oaTpaJTrip£^  TOJV 

Ijaya^idjv  |j£aa  qtojv  AaxavdKnTTOJv  tou^  KUKAdjv£^ 

Otov  to  iJdTia  TOJV  yuvaiKdjv  yivav  Kdp(3ouva  ki 

£aTTaaav  oi  Kap5i£^  tojv  KoaTavdSojv  Otov  o  9£pia|jd^ 

£aTa|jdTna£  ki  dpxiaav  oi  £ATTi5£^  tojv  ypuAcov.  fi'  quto 

AoiTTOv  KI  £a£i^  TToAAriKdpia  pou  |j£  to  Kpaai  to  cpiAid 

KOI  TO  (puAAa  QTO  QTOiJO  OQc;  0£Aaj  va  PY£iT£  yuijvoi  qtq 

TTOTd|jia  No  TpaY0u5riaT£  Tq  |JTTap|JTTapid  ottoj^  o 

^uAoupyd^  Kuvr|Yd£i  tou^  QKivou^  Ottoj^  TT£pvd£i  q 

dx£VTpa  |j£5  ott'  to  TT£pi(3dAia  tojv  Kpi9apidjv  M£  to 

TT£pri(pava  pdTia  Tq?  opYia|j£va  Ki  ottoj^  oi  aaTpoTT^ 

aAojvi^ouv  to  vidTO.  Kai  |jr|  Y£Ad^  kqi  |jr|v  kAqi^  kqi  |jr| 

Xaip£aai 

Mq  a(piYY£i^  dSiKO  to  TTOTTOUTQia  aou  oa  va  (puT£U£i^ 

TTAoTdvia  Mq  Yiv£aai  nEFIPOMENON  fiOTi  5£v  £ivai  o 

QTOupaqTO^  £va  KA£ia|j£vo  aupTdpi  A£v  £ivai  5dKpu 

Kopo|jqAid^  ouT£  xa|J6Y£Ao  voucpapou  Out£  (pav£Aa 

TT£piaT£piOU  KQI  pOVTOAiVO  ZouATdVOU  OUT£  |J£Ta^(jOTq 
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mocking  the  wives  of  the  priests  and  lulling  the  lilies  It  is  a 

wedding  procession  of  Turks,  a  festival  of  Australians  It  is  a 

hideaway  of  Hungarian  Gypsies  Where  the  hazel  trees  in 

autumn  secretly  congregate  They  watch  the  sensible  storks 

dyeing  their  eggs  black  And  then  they  also  weep  They  burn 

their  nightgowns  and  dress  themselves  in  the  duck's 

petticoat 

They  strew  stars  on  the  ground  for  kings  to  walk  upon  With 

their  silver  amulets,  with  their  crowns  and  their  purple 

Mantles  They  strew  rosemary  in  garden  plots  That  mice  may 

cross  on  their  way  to  other  cellars  To  enter  other  churches 

and  to  eat  of  the  Holy  Altars,  And  the  owls,  my  lads.  The 

owls  are  howling  And  dead  nuns  rise  up  to  dance  With 

tambourines  and  drums  and  violins,  with  bagpipes  and 

lutes  With  bannerets  and  censors,  with  simples  and  magic 

veils  With  the  pantaloons  of  bears  in  the  frozen  valley.  They 

eat  the  mushrooms  of  martens  They  play  heads  or  tails  with 

the  ring  of  Saint  John  and  the  gold  florins  of  the  Blackamoor 

They  mock  the  witches  They  cut  off  the  beard  of  a  priest 
with  the  yataghan  of  Kolokotronis  They  bathe  themselves  in 
vapors  of  incense  And  afterwards,  slowly  chanting,  enter  the 
earth  again  and  fall  silent  As  waves  fall  silent,  as  the  cuckoo 

bird  at  dawn,  as  the  oil  lamp 
at  evening.  And  thus  in  a  deep  jar  the  grape  shrivels  and  in 

the  belfry  of  a  fig  tree  the  apple  turns  yellow  And  thus 

flaunting  a  gay-colored  necktie  Under  a  grapevine  bower  the 

summer  suspires  And  thus  naked  among  white  cherry  trees 

a  tender  love  of  mine  lies  sleeping  A  girl  as  unwithering  as 

the  branch  of  a  flowering  almond  tree  Her  head  resting  on 

her  elbow  and  her  palm  on  her  golden  treasure  On  its  early 

morning  warmth  while  slowly  and  softly  like  a  thief  From  the 

window  of  spring  the  Morning  Star  comes  to  awake  her. 


It  is  told  of  the  mountains  how  they  tremble  and  of  the  fir 

tree's  fury  When  night  gnaws  at  the  nails  of  roof-tiles  that 

the  gnomes  might  enter  When  Hell  sucks  in  the  foaming 

turbulence  of  torrents  When  the  hairline  of  the  pepper  tree 


cpopsaia  yia  to  KScpdAi  ir]c,  cpdAaiva^.  Eivai  Trpiovi 

9aAaaaiv6  ttou  ttetqokoPei  tou^  yAdpouq 

Eivai  TTpoQKScpaAo  |japayKOu  sivai  poAoi  ^qTictvou 

Eivai  (pojTid  a'  £va  yucpiiKO  ttou  Kopoi5£U£i  ti^  ttottoSie^ 

KOI  vavoupi^Ei  TO  Kpiva  Eivai  tojv  ToupKOJv  au|JTT£9£pi6 

Tojv  AuQTpaAdjv  TTOvriYupi  Eivai  Ar||J£pi  tojv  OuyYpojv 

riOU  TO  XIVOTTCOpO  01  CpOUVTOUKIE^  TTOVE  KpUCpO  Kl 

avTQiJdjvouvTai  BAettouv  tou^  (pp6vi|jou^  TTsAapyou^  va 

Pdcpouv  paupa  t'  auyd  tou^  Kai  tove  KAaivs  ki  oute^ 

KaivE  TO  vuxTiKd  tou^  kqi  cpopouv  to  iJiaocpopi  Tq? 

TTdTTia^  ZTpojvouv  aQTspia  KOTayri^  yia  va  TTaTqaouv  oi 

PaaiAid5£^  Ms  t'  aan|J£via  tou^  xc'VciAid  |j£  Tqv  Kopojva 

KOI  Tqv  TTOpcpupa  ZKopTTdvE  5£VTpoAi(3avo  qti^  (BpayiE^ 

fia  va  TTspdaouv  oi  TTOVTiKoi  va  TTdvs  a'  dAAo  K£AAdpi 

No  |JTTOuv£  a'  dAAs^  £KKAr|ai£^  va  cpav  ti^  Ayis^ 

TpdTT£^£5  Kl  01  KOUKOUPdYI£^  TTOlSld  |JOU  Oi 

KOUKOupdyi£^  oupAid^ouv£  Ki  oi  TT£9a|j£V£^  KaAoYpi£5 

ar|KdjvouvTai  va  xop£iiJOuv  M£  vT£(pia  TOupTTOva  koi 

(3ioAid  |j£  TTiTTi^£^  KOI  AoyouTa  M£  cpAdpTTOupa  koi  |J£ 

BupiOTd  |j£  poTOva  kqi  iJoyvdSia  M£  Tq^  apK0u5a^  to 

PpQKi  QTqv  TTaYaj|j£vr|  KOiAdSa  Tpdjv£  to  |javiTdpia  tojv 

K0uva(3idjv  riai^ouv  Kopwva  Ypd|j|jaTa  to  5axTuAi5i  t' 

An  fiavviou  KOI  TO  (pAoupid  tou  ApdTTq  n£piY£Adv£  ti^ 

|jdYiaa£5 

Kd(3ouv  TO  Y£via  £vd^  TTOTTd  |J£  TOU  KoAoKOTpojvn  TO 

yiOTaydvi  Aou^ovtqi  |J£^  qthv  dxvq  tou  Ai(3aviou  Ki 

uaT£pa  iiJ£AvovTa^  apyd  pTToivouv  ^avd  oir\  yq  kqi 

acoTToivouv  Ottoj^  awTToivouv  to  kuijotq  ottoj^  o 

KOUKO^  TH  xapauyn  ottoj^  o  Auxvo^  to  (3pd5u.  Etqi  a' 

£va  TTi9dpi  (3a9u  to  QTOcpuAi  ^£paiv£Tai  kqi  qto 

KQiJTTavapid  |jia^  auKid^  KiTpivi^£i  to  ijhAo  Etqi  |J£  |jia 

Ypa(3dTa  (pavTaxT£pri  ZTqv  T£VTa  Tq^  KAniJOTopid^  to 

KoAoKoipi  avaaaiv£i  Etqi  KOi|jdTai  oAdyuiJvn  |J£aa  qti^ 

daTTp£^  K£paai£^  |jia  Tpu(p£pri  |jou  aydTTq  Eva  KOpiTQi 

a|jdpavTO  oo  puySaAid^  KAojvdpi  M£  to  K£(pdAi  qtov 

ayKdjva  Tq^  Y£pTd  koi  Tqv  TToAdpn  TTdvoj  qto  cpAoupi  Tq^ 

ndvoj  QTHv  TTpojivn  TOU  BaATTOjpn  OTQv  aiyd-aiyd  aav 

Tov  Kkt(fir\  Atto  to  TTopaBupi  it\(;  dvoi^q?  |JTTaiv£i  o 
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becomes  the  North  Wind's  kick-about.  Only  the  oxen  of  the 

Achaeans  browse,  vigorous  and  strong  Amid  the  fat 

meadows  of  Thessaly,  under  the  eternal  sun  that  stares 

upon  them 

They  eat  green  grass,  celery,  leaves  of  the  poplar  tree,  they 

drink  the  pure  water  of  furrows  They  smell  the  sweat  of  the 

earth  and  then  fall  heavily  under  the  shade  of  willow  trees  to 

sleep.  Cast  off  the  dead  said  Heraklitos  and  saw  the 

heavens  grow  pale  And  saw  two  small  cyclamen  kissing 

each  other  in  the  mire  And  himself  fell  down  on  the 

hospitable  earth  to  kiss  his  own  dead  body  Like  the  wolf  that 

comes  down  from  the  woods  to  look  on  the  dead  dog  and  to 

weep. 

What  good  is  the  raindrop  to  me  that  glitters  on  your 

forehead?  I  know  that  on  your  lips  the  thunderbolt  has 

written  its  name  I  know  that  in  your  eyes  an  eagle  has  built 

its  nest  But  here  on  the  sodden  bank  there  is  one  path  only 

One  deceiving  path  only,  and  you  must  pass  through  it  You 

must  steep  yourself  in  blood  before  time  overtakes  you  And 

cross  over  to  find  your  companions  again  Flowers  birds  deer 

To  find  another  sea  another  tenderness  To  seize  the  horses 

of  Achilles  by  the  reins  Instead  of  sitting  there  silent, 

scolding  the  river  Pelting  the  river  with  stones  like  the 

mother  of  Kitso.  For  even  you  will  be  lost  and  your  beauty 

shall  wither.  Among  the  branches  of  an  osier  I  see  the 

innocent  shirt  of  your 

childhood  drying  Take  it,  a  flag  of  life,  to  make  a  shroud  for 

death  And  may  your  heart  yield  not  May  your  tears  fall  not 

on  this  implacable  earth  As  once  on  the  icy  wastes  rolled 

the  tear  of  a  penguin  To  complain  is  useless  Life  will  be 

everywhere  the  same,  with  a  flute  of  serpents  in  aland  of 

phantoms  With  a  song  of  thieves  in  a  forest  of  fragrance 

With  the  knife-blade  of  sorrow  in  the  cheeks  of  hope  With 

the  yearning  of  spring  in  the  innermost  heart  of  an  owlet  If 

only  a  plow  may  be  found  and  a  keen-edged  scythe  in  a 

joyful  hand  If  only  there  blossom 

A  bit  of  grain  for  the  holidays,  a  little  wine  for 

remembrance,  a  little  water  for  the  dust. 


auyspivo^  va  Tqv  ^uTrvqaEi! 


A£V£  TTOJ^  Tp£|JOUV  TO  (30UVd  KOI  TTOJ^  9u|jdjV0UV  TO  SAOTa 
OtQV  n  VUXTO  pOKOVdEI  Tl^  TTpOKE^  TOJV  K£pa|Jl5ldjV  VQ 

IJTTOuv  01  KoAiKavT^apoi  |j£aa  Otqv  poucpasi  q  KoAaan 

Tov  a(ppia|j£vo  |j6x9o  tojv  x£i|Jdpp(jov  H  otqv  q 

Xcopiaipa  iq^  TTiTTspid^  yivEiai  tou  (3opid 

KAajTaoQKOucpi.  Movo  to  (365ia  tojv  Axaiwv  |j£^  qto 

TTOxid  Aipa5ia  Tq?  Qzoookloc;  Boqkouv  aK|jaia  kqi 

SuvQTd  |j£  TOV  aidjvio  qAio  ttou  to  koitq^ei  TpdjVE 

Xopidpi  TTpaaivo  cpuAAa  Tq?  Aeukq^  qeAivo  ttIvouve 

Ka9ap6  v£p6  |j£^  qt'  auAoKia  Mupi^ouv  tov  iSpwia  iriq 

yq^  Ki  uQTspa  TTScpiouvE  (Bapid  Kdioj  qtt'  tov  jqkio  iq^ 

iTid^  va  KOi|jq9ouv£.  Uimn  tou^  vsKpou^  eItt'  o 

HpdKA£iTO^  KI  £i5£  TOV  oupovo  va  xA(jO|Jid^£i  Ki  £i5£  aiq 

Adairq  5uo  piKpd  KUKAd|jiva  va  (piAiouviai  Ki  £TT£a£  va 

(piAqa£i  KI  auTO^  to  TT£9a|j£vo  ad3|ja  lou  |j£^  qto 

(piA6^£vo  xw|ja  Ottoj^  o  Auko^  KaT£(3aiv£i  an'  tou^ 

5pu|J0u^  va  5£i  TO  qjocpio  qkuAI  koi  va  KAdiiJ£i.  Ti  va  pou 

Kd|j£i  q  QTaAayiJaTid  ttou  Ad|JTT£i  qto  |J£T(jott6  qou;  To 

^£paj  TTdvoj  QTO  x^iAia  aou  £ypaiiJ£  o  K£pauv6^  t'  ovopd 

TOU  To  ^£p(jo  |j£aa  qto  |jdTia  aou  £XTia£  £va^  aqTO^  Tq 

cpwAid  TOU  Ma  £5dj  QTqv  oxTq  Tqv  uypq  |j6vo  £va(; 

5p6|JO^  UTTdpx£i  Movo  £va^  5p6|JO^  aTTOTqAo^  koi 

TTp£TT£i  va  TOV  TT£pda£i^  np£TT£i  QTO  ai|ja  vo  (3ouTqxT£i^ 

TTpiv  0  Koipd^  oz  TTpo(pTda£i  Koi  va  5ia(3£i^  avTiTT£pa  va 

^ava(3p£i^  tou^  auvTpocpou^  aou  Av9q  TTOuAid  £Ad(pia 

No  (3p£i^  |jiav  dAAq  9dAaaaa  piav  dAAq  OTTaAoauvq  Na 

TTida£i^  OTTO  TO  Aoupid  TOU  AxiAA£a  t'  dAoya  AvtI  va 

Kd9£aai  pou(3q  tov  ttotoijo  va  |jaA(jjv£i^  Tov  ttotoijo  va 

Ai9opoA£i^  OTTOJ^  q  |jdva  tou  Kjtqou.  FiaTi  ki  £au  9a 

'X£i?  XCi9£i  KI  q  oijopcpid  aou  9a  'x£i  Y£pda£i.  M£aa 

QTOu^  kAojvou^  |jia^  Auyapid^  (3A£TTaj  to  ttoiSiko  aou 

TTOUKd|jiao  va  aT£Yvdjv£i  Fldp'  to  aqpaia  Tq^  ^ojq^  va 

aapav(jja£i(;  to  9dvaT0  Ki  a^  |jq  AuYia£i  q  Kap5id  aou 

Ki  ag  |jqv  KuAqa£i  to  5dKpu  aou  TTdvw  aTqv  aSuawTTqTq 

TOUTq  yq  Ottoj^  £KuAqa£  |jia  cpopd  aTqv  TTaYCjO|j£vq 
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In  courtyards  of  the  sorrow-stricken  no  sun  rises  And  only 

worms  emerge  to  mock  at  the  stars  And  only  horses  sprout 

amid  the  ant  heaps  And  all  the  bats  eat  birds  and  piss  their 

sperm.  In  courtyards  of  the  sorrow-stricken  no  night  falls 

Only  the  foliage  vomits  a  river  of  tears  When  the  devil 

passes  by  to  mount  the  dogs  And  ravens  swim  in  a  deep 

well  of  blood. 

In  courtyards  of  the  sorrow-stricken  the  eye  has  dried 

The  brain  has  frozen,  the  heart  has  turned  to  stone 

The  flesh  of  frogs  hangs  down  from  the  teeth  of  spidersAnd 

starving  locusts  scream  at  the  feet  of  vampires.  In 

courtyards  of  the  sorrow-stricken  the  grass  grows  black  On 

a  May  evening  now,  a  breeze  drifts  by  A  footfall  as  light  as  a 

faint  prairie  tremor  A  kiss  of  the  sea  adorned  and  decked 

with  foam.  And  if  you  thirst  for  water  we  shall  wring  a  cloud 

And  if  you  hunger  for  bread  we  shall  slay  a  nightingale  Wait 

but  a  moment  only  for  the  rue  to  unravel  For  the  black  sky  to 

blaze,  the  mullein  to  flower.  It  was  only  a  breeze  and  is 

gone,  a  lark  and  is  lost  It  was  only  the  face  of  May,  the 

moon's  cold  whiteness  A  footfall  as  light  as  a  faint  prairie 

tremor  A  kiss  of  the  sea  adorned  and  decked  with  foam. 

IV 

Awake  purling  water  from  the  pine  tree's  root  to  find  the 

eyes  of  sparrows  and  to  revive  them,  refreshing  the  earth 

with  the  fragrance  of  basil  and  the  spluttering  of  lizards.  I 

know  you  are  a  vein  laid  bare  under  the  dreadful  gaze  of  the 

wind,  a  mute  spark  amid  the  bright  throng  of  stars.  No  one 

attends  you,  no  one  pauses  to  hear  you  breathe,  but  you 

with  your  sure  tread  amid  arrogant  nature  will  reach  one  day 

to  the  topmost  leaves  of  the  apricot,  you  will  climb  the 

slender  bodies  of  small  broom  shrubs,  you  will  glide  from 

the  eyes  of  the  beloved  like  an  adolescent  moon. 
Somewhere  an  immortal  rock  exists  where  a  human  angel 

once  passing  inscribed  his  name  and  a  song  as  yet 
unknown  by  anyone,  not  by  the  most  delirious  children  nor 
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£pn|Jia  TO  5dKpu  Tou  TTiyKOuivou  Aev  ojcpsAEi  to 

TTOpdTTOVO    f5ia  TTQVTOU  00  'VQI  q  ^COn  |J£  TO  QOUpOUAl 

Tojv  (pi5idjv  oir\  xwpa  tojv  cpavToaiJaTajv  Ms  to  Tpayou5i 
Tojv  AqaTcbv  qtq  Sdaq  tojv  apajpaTajv  Ms  to  paxaipi 
£v6^  KoniJOu  QTQ  |jdyouAa  Tq^  eAttISq^  Me  to  |japd^i 
|jia^  avoi^n?  CTTQ  (puAAoKopSia  tou  yKicovn  $Tav£i  £va 

oAsTpi  va  (3p£9£i  ki  £va  5p£TTavi  K0(pT£p6  a'  £va 

Xapou|j£vo  x^pi  0Tdv£i  v'  av9ia£i  povo  Aiyo  QTdpi  yia 

Ti^  YiopT£^  Aiyo  Kpaai  Syia  ir\  9u|jr|an  Aiyo  v£p6  yia  ir\ 

QKOvn... 


Ztou  TTiKpa|j£vou  Tqv  auAq  qAio^  5£v  avaT£AA£i  Movo 

QKOuAriKia  (SyaivouvE  va  KopoiSEqjouv  t'  daTpa  Movo 

cpuTpdjvouv  dAoya  qti^  |jup|jnYKO(p(joAi£^  Kai  vuxTspiSs^ 

TpOJV  TTOUAld  KOI  KQTOUpdVE  QTTSplJQ.ZTOU  TTIKpa|J£VOU 

Tqv  auAq  bz  paaiA£U£i  q  vuxtq  Movo  ^spvdv  oi 

(puAAojQiE^  £va  TTOTdpi  5dKpua  Otqv  TTspvdsi  o 

5id(3oAo^  va  Ka(3aAria£i  to  QKuAid  Kai  to  KopdKia 

KoAu|JTTdv  a'  £va  TTnydSi  |j'  ai|ja.  Ztou  TTiKpapsvou  Tqv 

auAq  TO  |jdTi  £X£i  aT£p£iiJ£i  Ex£i  TTaYdja£i  to  puaAo  ki 

£X£i  n  KopSid  TT£Tp(jba£i  Kp£|jovTai  adpK£^  (SoTpaxiaJv 

QTO  56vTia  Tq?  apdxvr|<;  Zkou^ouv  aKpi5£^  vr|aTiK£^  oz 

PpuKoAdKOJV  ttoSiq.Ztou  TTiKpa|j£vou  Tqv  auAq  (3Yaiv£i 

XopTdpi  iJQupo  Movo  £va  (3pd5u  tou  Mayiou  TT£paa£ 

£va^  aY£pa^  Eva  TT£pTTdTn|Ja  £Aa(ppu  aa  aKipTqiJa  tou 

Kd|JTTOu  Eva  cpiAi  Tq^  9dAaaaa^  Tq^  a(ppoaToAia|j£vn?. 

IV 

Ki  av  9a  5iiiJda£i^  yia  v£p6  9a  aTiiiJOU|j£  £va  auvv£(po 

Ki  av  9a  TT£ivda£i5  yia  qjoJiJi  9a  a(pd^ou|j£  £va  aqSovi 

Movo  KapT£p£i  |jia  aTiYpn  v'  avoi^£i  o  TTiKpaTTnyavo^  N' 

aaTpdiiJ£i  0  paupo^  oupavd^  va  AouAou5ia£i  o  (pAd|JO^. 

Ma  £iTav  aY£pa^  ki  £(puY£  Kopu5aAA6^  ki  £xd9n  EItov 

TOU  Mdq  TO  TTpoaojTTO  TOU  (p£YYapiou  q  OQTTpdSa  Eva 

TT£pTTdTn|Ja  £Aa(ppu  aa  QKipTqiJa  tou  Kd|JTTOu  Eva  cpiAi 

Tn<;  9dAaaaa^  Tq^  a(ppoaToAia|j£vn^.  zUTTvna£  ydpyapo 

v£p6  OTTO  Tq  pi^a  tou  tt£ukou  va  Pp£i^  to  |jdTia  tojv 
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the  profoundest  nightingales.  It  is  locked  now  in  a  cave  of 

Mt.  Devi  in  the  remote  valleys  and  the  ravines  of  my 

forefathers'  land,  but  when  this  angelic  song  bursts  out  one 

day  and  flings  itself  against  time  and  corruption,  the  rains 

will  suddenly  cease  and  the  mud  will  dry,  the  snows  will  melt 

on  the  mountains,  the  wind  will  sing  like  a  bird,  the  swallows 

will  come  to  life,  the  osiers  will  quiver,  and  men  with  cold 

eyes  and  pale  faces,  hearing  the  bells  in  the  cracked 

belfries  ringing  by  themselves,  will  find  holiday  caps  to  wear 

and  gay-colored  ribbons  to  tie  on  their  shoes.  For  then  no 

one  will  ever  joke  again,  the  blood  of  brooks  will  overflow, 

the  animals  will  burst  from  their  bridles  in  the  mangers,  the 

hay  will  turn  green  in  the  stables,  on  the  roof-tiles  fresh 

poppies  and  mayflowers  will  sprout,  and  suddenly    on  all 

the  crossroads  at  midnight  red  bonfires  will  blaze.  And  then 

the  timid  girls  will  come  slowly  and  quietly  to  cast  their  last 

garments  into  the  flames  and  to  dance  about  them  nakedly, 

exactly  as  when  we  too  were  young  and  a  window  would 

open  at  dawn  that  in  their  breasts  might  sprout  a  flaming 

carnation.  Ah  lads,  it  may  be  that  the  memory  we  have  of 

our  forefathers  is  a  deeper  consolation  and  a  more  precious 

companion  than  a  handful  of  rose  water,  that  the  intoxication 

of  beauty  is  no  different  from  the  sleeping  rose  tree  of 

Eurotas.  Goodnight,  then:  I  see  a  multitude  of  falling  stars 

rocking  your  dreams,  but  I  hold  in  my  fingers  the  music  for  a 

better  day.  The  travelers  returned  from  the  Indies  have 

much  more  to  tell  you  than  all  the  Byzantine  chroniclers. 

Man  during  the  course  of  his  Mysterious  Existence  Has 

bequeathed  to 

his  Descendants  tokens,  diverse  and  worthy,  of  his  Immortal 

Origin  As  indeed  he  has  also  bequeathed  traces  of  the  ruins 

of  early  dawn  snowfalls  of  celestial  reptiles,    kites, 
diamonds,    and  the  glances  of  hyacinths  Amid  sighs,  tears, 
hungers,  lamentations,  and  the  ashes  of  subterranean  wells. 

VI 

How  much  I  loved  you  only  I  know 

I  who  once  touched  you  with  the  eyes  of  the  Pleiades 


QTTOUpyiTldjV  KOI  VQ  TO  ^(jOVTOVEliJEI^  TTOTi^OVTQ^  TO  XW|Ja 

|j£  |jupaj5id  (SaaiAiKOu  kqi  |J£  acpupiyijaia  aaupa^.  To 

^£paj  £iaai  pia  (pA£pa  yu|jvri  kotoj  otto  to  (po(3£p6 

(3A£|j|ja  Tou  av£|jou  £iaai  pia  aiTiSa  (3ou(3ri  |j£aa  aio 

Aa|JTT£p6  ttAhSo^  tojv  daipajv.  A£  oz  TTpoa£X£i  Kav£i^ 

Kav£i^  5£  QTOiJaTa  v'  aKoua£i  inv  avaaa  aou  |ja  au  |j£ 

TO  papu  aou  mpTTCiTniJa  |j£^  oir\y  ay£pajxn  cpuaq  9a 

(pTda£i^  |jia  |j£pa  aia  cpuAAa  iq^  (3£puK0Kid^  9'  av£(3£i^ 

aia  AuY£pd  Kop|jid  tojv  piKpdjv  airdpiajv  koi  9a 
KuAria£i^  and  to  iJdiia  iJia^  ayaTrriTiKid^  aav  £(pn(3iKd 

(p£YYdpi.  YTTdpx£i  |Jia  mipa  a9dvaTn  ttou  KdTTOT£ 
mpaaiiKog  zmqc;  av9pdjTTivo^  dYY£Ao^  £YpaiiJ£  t'  dvopd 
TOU  £TTdvcjo  Tr|?  Ki  £va  ipayouSi  ttou  5£v  to  ^£p£i  OKOiJa 

KOMZlc;  OUT£  TO  TTIO  Tp£Ad  TTOlSld  OUT£  TO  TTIO  QOCpd  T' 

ar|5dvia.  Eivai  KA£ia|j£vr|  Tojpa  oz  pia  QTTqAid  tou 

(30UV0U  Nt£Pi  |j£aa  qti^  AaYKa5i£^  kqi  qtq  (papdyyia  Tq^ 

TTOTpiKH^  |jou  YH?  |Ja  otov  avoi^£i  KdTTOT£  KQI  TivaxT£i 

£vdvTia  oir\  (p9opd  kqi  qto  xpdvo  quto  to  aYY£AiKd 

TpayouSi  9a  TTdiiJ£i  ^acpviKd  q  Ppoxn  koi  9a  aT£Yvd)aouv 

01  AdaTT£^  TO  xidvia  9a  Aicoaouv  qto  pouvd  9a 

K£Aan5ria£i  o  dv£|jo^  to  x^AiSdvia  9'  avaaTn9ouv  oi 

AuYapi£^  9a  piynaouv  ki  oi  dv9pajTT0i  |j£  to  Kpua  |jdTia 

KOI  TO  xAoJiJd  TTpdawTTO  OTOV  OKOuaouv  Ti^  Ka|JTTdv£^  va 

XTUTTdv  |j£aa  qto  paYia|j£va  Ka|JTTavapid  |JOvax£?  tou^ 

9a  (Bpouv  KaTT£Aa  yiopTivd  va  (pop£aouv  koi  cpidyKOu^ 

(pavTaxT£pou^  va  5£aouv  qto  TTOTTOUTQia  tou^.  FiaTi 

TdT£  Kav£i^  5£  9'  aaTi£U£Tai  ttio  to  ai|ja  tojv  puoKiajv  9a 

^£X£iAia£i  TO  ^dja  9a  Koqjouv  to  xaAivdpia  tou^  qto 

TTOxvid  TO  xopTO  9a  TTpaaivia£i  qtou^  aTd(3Aou^  qto 

K£pa|ji5ia  9a  TT£TaxTOuv  oAdxA(jop£(;  TTaTTapouv£^  koi 

|jdn5£^  KOI  a'  oAa  to  aTaupo5pd|jia  9'  avdqjouv 

KdKKiv£5  (pajTi£5  TO  |j£advuxTa.  TdT£  9a  'p9ouv  aiyd- 

aiyd  TO  (po(3ia|j£va  KopiTQia  yia  va  TT£Td^ouv  to 

T£A£UTaio  Tou^  pouxo  QTH  (poJTid  KI  oAdyupva  9a 

XOp£liJOUV  TpiyupOJ  TH^  OTTOJ^  TqV  £TTOXn  aKpi(3dj^  TTOU 

£i|jaaTav  ki  £|j£i^  v£oi  ki  dvoiY£  £va  TTapd9upo  Tqv  auyn 

yia  va  (puTpdja£i  qto  aTri9o^  tou^  £va  cpAoydTO 
yapucpaAo.  flaiSid  iaco^  q  V^^W  twv  TTpoydvojv  va  £ivai 
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And  embraced  you  with  the  mane  of  the  moon  and  danced 
with  you  on  the  summery  plains  On  the  hewn  stubble  and 

ate  cut  clover  together  0  dark  vast  sea  with  so  many 

pebbles  around  your  neck  so  many  colored  stones  in  your 

hair.  A  vessel  sails  into  the  bay,  a  rusty  well-wheel  groaning 

A  tuft  of  blue  smoke  within  the  rose  of  the  horizon  Exactly 

like  the  wing  of  a  crane  throbbing;  Armies  of  swallows  await 

brave  men  to  offer  them  welcome  Arms  rise  up  naked  with 

anchors  engraved  near  the  armpits  The  cries  of  children 

mingle  with  the  birdsongs  of  the  West  Wind  Honeybees 

buzz  in  and  out  of  a  cow's  nostrils  The  kerchiefs  of 

Kalamata  are  waving  And  a  distant  bell  dabbles  the  sky  with 

bluing  Like  the  sound  of  a  small  gong  traveling  amid  the 

constellations  So  many  centuries  fled  From  the  souls  of 

Goths  and  the  domes  of  Baltimore  And  from  lost  St.  Sophia, 

the  renowned  cathedral.  But  who  are  those  who  watch  with 

unwavering  eyes  and  serene  faces  from  the  top  of  the 
highest  mountains?  This  duststorm  in  the  air  is  the  echo  of 

what  conflagration?  Can  it  be  Kalivas  fighting  or  is  it 

Levendoyannis?  Is  it  a  clash  perhaps  between  the  Germans 

and  the  people  of  Mani?  No,  it  neither  Kalivas  fighting  nor 

Levendoyannis  Nor  is  it  a  clash  between  the  Germans  and 

the  people  of  Mani.  Towers  are  guarding  in  silence  a 

princess  turned  phantom  The  tops  of  cypress  trees 

companion  a  dead  windflower  Shepherds  with  reeds  of 

linden  serenely  sing  their  morning  songs  A  foolish  hunter 

fires  on  turtle-doves  And  an  old  windmill,  forgotten  by  all 

Mends  by  itself  its  rotting  sails  with  a  needle  of  dolphin  bone 

And  descends  from  the  hillsides  with  a  favorable  northeaster 

As  Adonis  descended  the  paths  of  Mt.  Helmos  to  say  good 

evening  to  Golfo.  Year  after  year  have  I  struggled  with 

hammer  and  ink,  0  my  tormented  heart  I  With  gold  and  fire 

to  stitch  you  an  embroidery  the  hya  cinth  of  an  orange  tree, 

A  blossoming  quince  to  console  you  I  who  once  touched  you 

with  the  eyes  of  the  Pleiades  And  embraced  you  with  the 

mane  of  the  moon  and  danced  with  you  on  the  summery 

plains  On  the  hewn  stubble  and  ate  cut  clover  together  0 

dark  vast  solitude  with  so  many  pebbles  around  your  neck 


(3a9uT£pn  TTopnyopid  kqi  ttio  TToAuTi|jn  auvipocpid  otto 

|jia  xoucpia  po56aTa|JO  kqi  to  |j£9uai  Tq?  o|Jop(pia^ 
tIttote  5ia(pop£TiK6  otto  Tqv  KOi|jia|j£vr|  TpiaviacpuAAid 

Tou  EupwTQ.  KaAnvuxTQ  AoiTTOv  PA£tt(jo  aojpou^ 

TT£(pTdaT£pa  va  oqc;  AikvI^ouv  to  6v£ipa  |ja  £ydj  Kpaioj 

QTO  5axTuAa  pou  iq  fJOuaiKr)  yia  pia  KaAuT£pn  |J£pa.  Oi 

Ta^i5idjT£^  Tojv  Iv5i(jbv  ^£pouv£  TT£piaa6T£pa  va  aa^ 

TTOuv  qtt'  tou^  Bu^avTivou^  xpovoypdcpou^.  0 
av9pajTT0^  koto  tov  pouv  Tq^  iJuairipiwSou^  ^ajq^  tou 
KaT£AiTT£v  £1^  Tou^  aTToyovou^  TOU  5£iY|jaTa  ttoAAottAq 
KQI  avTd^ia  TH?  a9avdT0u  KaTaycoyn^  tou  Ottoj^  £TTian^ 

KaT£AlTT£V  iXVq  TCOV  £p£ITTi(jOV  TOU  AuKQuyou^ 

XiovoaTi(5d5a^  oupaviojv  £pTT£Tdjv  xc(pTa£TOu^ 

a5d|javTa^  kqi  (3A£|j|jaTa  uaKiv9ajv 

Ev  |j£aaj  avaaT£vaY|jdjv  SoKpucov  TT£ivn^  oiijooyajv  kqi 

T£(ppa5  UTTOY£iajv  (pp£dTajv. 

VI 

ndao  TToAu  oz  aydTTqaa  £Ydj  povdxa  to  ^£pcjo  Eyoj  ttou 

KdTTOT£  a'  dyyi^a  |j£  to  |jdTia  Tq?  ttouAiq^  Kqi  |J£  ir\ 

XaiTH  TOU  (p£YYapiou  a'  oyKdAiaaa  kqi  xop£iiJa|j£  \\zq 

OlOUC;  KOAOKQipidTIKOU^  Kd|JTTOU^ 

ndvoj  oir\  9£pia|j£vn  KaAa|jid  kqi  (pdYa|j£  |ja^i  to 

KO|j£vo  TpicpuAAi  Maupn  |J£YdAn  9dAaaaa  |j£  Toaa 

(SoTQaAa  Tpiyupoj  qto  Aaipd  Toaa  xp^poTiaTd  TT£Tpd5ia 

QTQ  paAAid  aou.  Eva  Kopd^i  |JTTaiv£i  qto  yioAd  £va 

IjayyavoTTriYaSo  aKOupiaa|j£vo  poYYd£i  Mia  Toucpa 

yaAavd^  kottvo^  |J£^  qto  TpiavTOcpuAAi  tou  opi^ovTO 

\b\o^  |j£  TH  (pT£pouYa  tou  Y£pavou  ttou  aTTapd^£i 

ZTpaTi£^  Xzh\boy\6)y  TT£pi|j£vouv£  va  ttouv  qtou^ 

avTp£iaj|j£vou^  to  KaAajadpia£^ 

MTTpdTQO  aqKajvouvTai  yupvd  |j£  xc(pc(Y|J£V£^  dYKup£5 

QTH  paaxdAn  MTT£p5£uouvTai  KpauY£^  TTai5idjv  |j£  to 

£Ad5n|Ja  TOU  TTOuv£VT£  M£Aiaa£^  |jTTaivo(5Yaivouv£  |j£^ 

QTO  pou9ouvia  TOJV  aY£Ad5ajv  MavTrjAia  KaAaiJOTiavd 

KU|jaTi^ouv£  Kai  pia  KopTTdva  iJOKpivr)  (3d(p£i  tov 

oupavd  |j£  AouAdKi  lav  Tq  (pcovq  KdTTOiou  aniJavTpou 

TTOU  Ta^i5£U£i  |j£aa  oY  aaT£pia  Tdaou^  aidjv£^  (p£UYdTO 
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so  many  colored  precious  stones  in  your  hair. 


Atto  tojv  roTSojv  Tr|v  ijjuxn  ki  otto  tou^  TpouAAou^  Tq? 

BaATi|j6pn?  Ki  qtt'  iq  XCM^vq  Ayid-Zocpia  to  psya 
Ijovaainpi.  IVIa  Travoj  qt'  aipqAa  (3ouva  ttoioi  va  'vai 
Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar     auToi  ttou  koitove  IVIe  Tqv  aKU|javTn  paTid  kqi  to  yaAqvio 

TTpoacoTTo;  lloia^  TTupKoyid^  va  'vai  oviiAaAo^  quto^  o 
KOupviaxTO^  QTOv  ayspa;  IVInva  o  KaAu(3a^  TToA£|ja£i 
\\t\yo  0  A£(3£VToyiavvn?;  JVInTTOj^  c(|jaxn  £TTiaaav£v  oi 

r£p|javoi  |j£  Tou^  l\/laviaT£^;  Ou5'  o  KaAu(3a^  TToA£|ja£i  ki 

ou5'  0  A£(3£VToyidvvn?  Out£  ki  apaxn  £TTidaav£v  oi 

r£p|javoi  |j£  Tou^  l\/laviaT£^.  Ilupyoi  (puAav£  aiajirnAoi 

|jia  aTOix£iaj|j£vn  TrpiyKiTTiaaa  Kopcp^  Kuirapiaaiajv 

auvTpo(p£uouv£  |jia  TT£9a|j£vn  av£|jdjvn  TaoTTavap£Oi 

aiapaxoi  |j'  £va  kqAqiji  cpAaiJOupia^  A£V£  to  irpajivo  lou^ 
ipayouSi  Eva^  av6r|T0^  Kuvnyo^  pixv£i  pia  vTOU(p£Kid 

QTO  Tpuyovia  Ki  £va^  ttqAio^  av£|j6|JuAo^  Ana|JOvn|J£vo^ 

qtt'  oAou^  I\/|£  |jia  (3£A6va  5£A(piviou  pd(3£i  to  adiria  tou 

TTOVld  IJOVaXO^  TOU 

Kai  KaT£Paiv£i  qtt'  ti^  iiAayi^  |j£  lov  KapdyiaAq  TTpi|ja 

Ottoj^  KaT£(3aiv£  o  A5ajvi^  qto  iJOvoirdTia  tou  X£A|jou 

va  TT£i  |jia  KaAr|aTT£pa  Tq^  fKoAcpaj^.  Xpovia  koi  xpdvia 

TTdA£iija  |j£  TO  |j£Advi  KOI  TO  acpupi  paaavia|j£vn  Kap5id 

|jou  Mz  TO  xpuadcpi  kqi  Tq  cpoJTid  yia  va  aou  Kd|j(jo  £va 

K£VTn|Ja  Eva  ^ou|jttouAi  TTopTOKoAid^  IVIiav  av9ia|j£vn 

Ku5cjovid  va  oz  TTapnyopnaoj  Eyoj  ttou  KdTTOT£  a'  dyyi^a 

|j£  TO  iJdTia  TH^  TTOuAia^  Kai  |j£  Tq  xdiin  tou  (p£yyapiou 

a'  ayKdAiaaa  koi  xop£iiJa|j£  |j£^  qtou^  aAoKOipidTiKOu^ 

KdiJTTOu^  lldvco  oir\  9£pia|j£vn  KaAa|jid  koi  (pdya|j£  pa^i 

TO  KO|j£vo  TpicpuAAi  IVIaupn  |J£ydAn  |JOva^id  |j£  Toaa 

PoTQaAa  Tpiyupoj  qto  Aaipd  Toaa  xpw|jaTiaTd  TT£Tpd5ia 

QTO  iJoAAid  aou. 
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Dhalas  Yianis  (1924) 


He  was  born  in  Filippiada,  Ipiros,  and  he  studied  in  the  School  of  Philosophy  at  the 
University  of  Athens.  His  poetry  is  innovative,  modernistic.  He  also  wrote  some  essays  about 
Greek  literature  and  he  contributed  with  many  newspapers  and  literary  magazines.  He  has 
translated  many  of  the  ancient  Greek  epigrammatic,  satirical  and  lyrical  poets.  His  books  of 
poetry  have  been  translated  into  English,  French  and  Italia. 
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O  ridwr|(;  AdXa(;  yswf|9r|Ks  axri  OiXiTiTiidSa  ttjc;  HTisipoi)  Kai  aTio-oSaas  OiXoaocpia 
GTO  Havs7iiaTf||iio  Tr|(;  A9f|va(;.  H  7ioir|af|  tod  sivai  7ipcoT07iopiaKf|  Kai  iiovxspva.  'Exsi  ypd\|/si 
TioXXd  5oKi|iia  yia  Tr|v  sXXr|viKf|  Xoyoxsxvia  Kai  dp0pa  yia  s(pr||ispi5s(;  Kai  XoyoxsxviKd 
TispioSiKd.  'Exsi  iisxacppdasi  noXkovq  apxaioDc;  aaxDpiKoi3(;  Kai  XDpiKoi3(;  noiyycsq.  Ta  PiP?iia 
xoD  sxoDV  iisxacppaaxsi  axa  Ayy^Kd,  TaXkiKa  Kai  IxaXiKd. 
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Ad  Otium  Literatum 
(1956) 

Afternoon  of  flight.  Memory  swarms  up  the  body  of  summer, 
up  the  shriveled  branches  of  the  Coming  Day.  I  drive  my  chariot  to 

the  foreign  city.  My  noble  lord,  it's  been  a  year  now  since 
you've  received  a  parchment  about  the  health  of  my  ideas.  But 

the  chariot  you  would  do  wrong  to  name  it  glory  for  it  lies 
amid  inglorious  lances  like  the  ghost  of  a  betrayed  adolescent. 

I  shall  speak  sometimes  of  the  most  intimate  things.  Now,  for 

instance,  I  connect  words  like  Roadblock-December,  Spring- 

Desdemona.  Now  let  it  suffice  you  that  I  am  here  together 

with  my  charioteer.  We  light  up  the  new  pyre  with  our 

companions, 

we  eat  what  has  past,  and  tomorrow's  birds  shall  eat  our 

entrails.  The  night,  an  alien  spearman,  comes  and  sets  his 

secret  trapdoors.  Below,  people  of  music  gather,  and  from 

the  heights  the  realm  of  stars  is  a  naked  justice  that  robs  the 

heart. 

Well  then,  I  beg  of  you,  great  scholastic  brother,  forgive  me, 

and  you  other  shield-bearers  too,  if  I  try  to  become  a  hero 

once  more.  It  may  be  that  a  glow  from  the  new  conflagration 

may  even  reach  to  your  imaginary  universe.  And  so  I  beg 

of  you,  let  the  tower  sentry  this  spring  also  keep  vigilant,  let 

him  deny  his  Desdemona. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 
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Ad  Otium  Literatum 
(1956) 

ATT6y£U|ja  cpuyn^.  Avappixaiai  q  iJvrnjq  aToadj|ja 

Tou  KoAoKaipiou  QTO  piKvaj|j£va  KAa5id  Tq?  ETTiouan?. 
05r|ya3  to  appa  oir\\i  ^evq  TToAiTsia.  Euy£viK£  |jou 

Kupi£  £ivai  £va^  XPOvo^  ttou  5£v  £Aa(3£^  5i(p9£pa  yia 

THv  uY£ia  Tojv  i5£djv  |jou.  0|J(jo^  to  dpiJO  av  t' 

ovo|ja^£i^  56^0  aaxniJCi  TTpdTT£i^  yiOTi  a'  d5o^£^ 

A6x|J£?  KoiT£Tai  aav  £va  cpavToaiJa  TTpo5o|j£vou 

£(pri(3ou.  0a  iJiAqaaj  yia  to  ttio  |juxia  KdTTOT£.  fldj^ 

Y£(pup(jjva)  Tig  A£^£ig  Adyou  xdpq:  oSdcppayiJa- 
A£K£|j(3pn?  Avoi^n-^ua5ai|jdva.  Tojpa  apK£aou  ttoj^ 

£i|jai  £5dj  |j£  auvTpo(p£U£i  0  qvioxo^  |JOu  avd(5o|j£  ir\ 

V£a  TTUpd  |J£  TOU^  QUVTpOCpOU^  Tpdj|J£  TO  TT£paa|J£Va 

KOI  |ja^  Tpojv  TO  QTTAdxva  t'  aupiavd  TTOuAid.  Zav 

SopUCpdpO^  ^£Vr|  £pX£Tai  t\  VUXTO  aTTAd3V£l  Tl^ 

KaTOTTOKTEg  Tq?.  KdTOj  Aad^  ir\c;  \}0[}o\Kt\(;  ki  otto  to 

uipn  YU|Jvr|  5iKaioauvr|  t\  auvoiKia  tcov  daTpojv  |jou 

kA£(3£i  Tqv  KopSid.  Aoittov  TTapaKoAoj  oz  |j£YdA£ 

£AAdYi|j£  a5£A(p£  auYxa3p£a£  |J£  ki  £a£i^  oi  dAAoi 

aaTTi5o(pdpoi  av  5oKi|jda(jo  va  ^avayivoj  qpoja^. 

MTTop£i  |jia  Adpipn  va  (pTda£i  ujc;  Tq  (pavToaTiKri  oac; 

OIKOU|J£Vn  OTTO  Tf]  V£a  TTUpd.  fl'  OUTO  TTapOKaAdj  OZ 

c?  YPHYopnc^^i  CI?  apvr|9£i  ki  auTq  Tqv  dvoi^q 
TH  Aua5ai|jdva  tou  o  (SiyAdTopa^  tou  TTupyou. 
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Dhimakis  Minas  (1914  - 1980) 


Dhimakis  Minas  was  born  in  1914  in  Iraklion,  Crete,  and  he  killed  himself  ( 
committed  suicide)  in  Athens  in  1980.He  was  a  bank  worker  and  during  the  2o  World  War  he 
fight  against  the  German  in  Crete.  For  his  work,  he  has  been  priced  many  times;  he  won  the 
Second  State  Prize  in  Poetry  for  1960  and  the  Athen's  Academy  Award  in  Poetry  for  1973.  In 
addition  to  his  poetry,  he  has  translated  in  Greek  many  foreigner  poets. 
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O  Mr|vd(;  Ar||idKr|(;  ysvfi9r|KS  to  1914  axo  HpdKXsio  Kpf|Tr|(;.  EpydaxriKS  (Dq 
V7iaXkr[koq  Tpd7is^a(;  Kai  Kaxd  ttj  SidpKsia  tod  2^^  nayKoa|iioD  noXs|ioD  aycoviaxriKs  Kaxd 
Tcov  rsp|iav6v  axriv  Kpfjirj.  Fia  to  spyo  xou  PpaPsuxriKS  noXXsq  (popsc;.  KspSias  to  AsDispo 
KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  noir|ar|(;  to  1960  Kai  to  BpaPsio  noir|ar|(;  ttjc;  AKa5r||iia(;  A9r|v6v  to  1973. 
"Exsi  iiSTacppdasi  axa  sXXr|viKd  Kai  noXXovq  ^Evovq  7ioir|TS(;.  ADTOKTOvrjas  to  1980  gttiv 
A9f|va. 
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Eleonora,  the  Minoan  Parisienne 
(1953) 

When  The  house  fell  into  disuseAnd  all  the  rooms  were 

garmented  in  white  The  large  mirror  the  picture  frames  The 

gaudy  chandelier  in  the  middle  of  the  ceiling  What  could  we 

do  now  with  so  much 

Useless  furniture?  We  thought  of  selling  it  at  any  priceAnd 

after  retaining  what  was  neededOf  renting  out  the  empty 

rooms  To  the  deadYou  can  thus  be  assured  of  good 

company  And  there's  little  chance  of  being  bored  fter  all  they 

quickly  begin  to  smellAnd  by  throwing  them  out  you  can 

pocket  the  rentThen  you  thrust  in  others  still  freshThey 

begin  to  smell 

You  throw  them  out  Pocket  the  rentGood  company  good 

Business  And  even  the  children  get  to  know  what  life's  like! 

(I  no  longer  rememberHow  many  many  dead  we  housed  By 

renting  out  our  souls  unceasingly)  What  a  nuisance  to  unlock 

and  then  lock  up  Broken-down  reception  rooms  day  after 

day 

And  to  dust  off  remembrances  with  a  piece  of  cloth 

But  no  one  came  And  you  wanted  no  one  ever  to  come 

Even  the  children  of  the  house  Still  so  very  young  Put  us  to  a 

great  deal  of  trouble:  They'd  sneak  into  the  frozen  rooms  And 

want  by  all  means  to  represent  Very  ancient  statues  and 

murals  TrulylAnd  in  particular  that  young  girl  With  the  large 

eyes  And  the  translucent  face  Who  would  glue  to  the  wall 

Her  profile  as  yet  unformed  And  wanted  to  remain  like  that 

Forever  Later  on  when  she  grew  older  They  discovered  her 

from  the  ends  of  the  Universe  And  enthroned  her  in  the 

largest  photographic  periodical  in  the  world 

To  represent  the  Parisienne  of  Knossos  And  when  because 

of  this  occasion  she  was  sent  a  message  And  indeed  from 

the  French  poet  Paul  Claudel  Who  spoke  about  eternal 
Odysseus  Eternally  returning  To  the  ages  Ah  we  understood 


EAEOvopa,  n  MivcoiKH  riapi^idva 
(1953) 

Otqv  PniJO^E  TO  QTTiTi  Koi  okzq  01  Kd|jap£5  vtuShkov 

aaiTpa  0  |j£yaAo^  KaSpscpin?  to  Ka5pa  H  (paviaxTEpn 

Ad|JTTa  QTH  |J£an  iq^  opocpr)^  Kai  ti  to  r]QzKz(;  ttiq  to 

TToAAd  ettittAq  "E|j£vav  dxpncJia  EiiraiJE  va  TTOuAriaou|j£ 

6ao-6ao  Acpou  KpaTqaouiJE  t'  aTTapaiTnia  Kai  va 

voiKia^ou|j£  t'  a5£iava  5cjO|jdTia  Ze  tteSqijevou^  "Etqi 

£X£i?  KoAr)  auvipocpid  Aev  irpocpSdvEi^  koi  va  (3ap£9£i^ 

Zto  KdTOj-KdTOj  auToi  ypnyopa  (5paj|ji^ouv  Tou^  TTSid^ 

£^aj  K£p5i^£i^  TO  voiKi  MTTd^£i5  dAAou^  ttio  (pp£aK0U5 

Bpajpi^ouv  Tou^  midg  £^a)  K£p5i^£i^  to  voIki  KaAq 

auvipocpid  KoAr)  £TTix£ipncJn  Kai  auvnSi^ouv  koi  to 

TTQiSid  oir\  ^(jor)!  (A£v  to  9u|jd|jai  ttiq  fldaou^  koi 

TToaou^  TT£9a|j£vou^  aTTiTdjaa|j£  NoiKid^ovia^ 

aSidKOTTQ  Tqv  qjuxn  |ja^) 

Kai  TI  KOTTO^  va  KA£l5dJV£l^  KOI  va  ^£KA£l5dJV£l^ 

Pn|Jay|j£V£5  Kd|jap£5  uttoSoxh?  Kd9£  |j£pa  Kai  va 

^£aKOvi^£i^  Ti^  ava|jvria£i^  |j'  £va  KO|j|jdTi  ttovI  Kai 

Kav£i^  5£v  £px£Tai  Kai  Kav£i^  5£  9£A£i5  va  'p9£i  ttio 

AAAd  KOI  TO  TTai5id  tou  qttitiou  Toqo  ijikpoutqiko 

OKopn  Ma^  £pavav  oz  aKOTOup£^:  XajvovTOv  qto 

TTaYaj|j£va  5(jO|jdTia  Kai  ri9£Aav  vai  koi  KoAd  va 

TTOpiQTdvouv  riavdpxaia  aydApaTa  koi  TOixoYpa(pi£5 

MdAiQTa! 

Kai  TT£piaa6T£po  £K£ivr|  q  KOTT£AiTaa  M£  to  |j£YdAa 

pdTia  To  5id(pavo  ttpoqcotto  KoAvoua£  qtov  toIxo  £va 

TTpocpiA  AaxniJdTiaTO  aK6|jn  Kai  ri9£A£  £Tai  va  |j£iv£i 

riavTOTivd 

ApydT£pa  aa  |j£YdA(joa£  Tqv  avaKdAuijjav  otto  to 

TT£paTa  TH^  oiKOU|j£vn^  Kai  Tq  9pdviaaav  qto 

|J£YaAUT£pO  £IKOVOYpa(pn|J£VO  TT£pl05lKd  TOU  Koaijou  No 

TTapiaTdv£i  Tqv  flapi^idva  Tq?  Kvcoaou  Ma  aav  TTrip£ 
£va  |jrivu|ja  otto  touth  Tqv  acpopiJii  Kai  pdAiaTO  otto  tov 
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then  That  the  matter  was  cut  and  dried  And  extremely 

suspicious:  They  wanted  to  propagandize  her  And  convert 

her  to  the  Catholic  Church  Now  What's  the  difference 

whether 

you  kiss  the  Pope's  or  the  Patriarch's  hand!  When  you  come 

right  down  to  it  Are  the  murals  of  the  Sistine  Chapel  better 

Than  the  frescoes  of  Knossos?  I  don't  believe  it  But  here's  a 

suspicion:  Perhaps  a  proclamation  of  sainthood  awaited  her! 

And  here's  another  uneasy  thought:  Perhaps  she  should 

have  taken  a  trip  to  the  Vatican!  Then  the  girl  began  to 

protest  For  having  traveled  throughout  so  many  centuries 

She  no  longer  wanted  to  budge  from  her  island  But  then 

alas  Finding  nothing  better  to  do  She  became  a  lady  like  all 

the  others  Nothing  more  Playing  cards  Smoking  cigarettes 

ighting  the  void  around  her...  Indeed  now  she's  become 

quite  fat 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


TTOiniri  TH?  FaAAia^  Tov  Paul  Claudel  Flou  ijiAouqe  yia 

Tov  aiojvio  OSuaasa  Flou  aiciovia  ^avayupi^E  Itou^ 

QMMZc;  A!  t6t£  KaTaAd(3a|j£  To 

TTpdyiJa  qiav  koi  ttoAu  cpavspo  Kai  ttoAu  uttottto 

"HSeAov  va  Tq^  Kdvouv  TTpoTrayavSa  Kai  va  Tqv 

TTpoanAuTiaouv  qtov  Ka9oAiKia|j6  Tojpa  Ti  va  cpiAa^  to 

X£pi  Tou  FloTTa  n  Tou  FlaTpiapxn!  AAA'  ettiteAou^  eIvoi 

KaAuT£p£^  Oi  Toixoypacpis^  iq^  Cappella  Sistina  Atto  to 

(ppsQKa  ir\c;  Kvojqou;  Asv  to  ttiqieuoj  AAAa  koi  pia 

UTTOiiJia:  Mhttcjo^  Tqv  TT£pi|j£V£  avaKHpu^n  ayioiriTa^! 

AAAa  KOI  dAAq  avqauxia:  MnTTOj^  ettpette  va  to^iSeiijei 

oj^  TO  BaiiKavo!  Kai  to  KopiTQi  dpxiQE  va  5ia|japTup£Tai 

Ta^i5£|j£vo  as  toqou^  aidjv£^  A£v  ri9£A£  ttio  va  to 

KOuvria£i  OTTO  TO  vqai  tou  Kai  t6t£  aAipovo  Mq 

PpiQKOVTa^  KOI  TO  KaAuT£po  Eyiv£  |jia  Kupia  aav  6A£^ 

TIttot'  aAAo  XapTOTToi^ovTa^  KoTTvi^ovTO^  TQiydpa 

naA£uovTa^  |j£  to  d5£io  yupw...  Apxia£  pdAiaTO  Aiyo  va 

TTaxaiv£i . 
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Dhimoulas  Athos  (1921  - 1985) 


Dhimoulas  Athos  was  born  on  1921  in  Athens  and  and  died  there  on  1985.  He  studied  civil 

engineering  at  the  National  Polytechnical  School  there,  studied  higher  mathematical  and 

theoretical  engineering  at  the  Imperial  College  in  London  and  in  1962  was  invited  to  Paris  for 

further  research  by  the  Agence  pour  la  Cooperation  Technique,  Industrielle  et  Economique. 

He  has  published  eleven  books  of  poetry,  won  the  Second  State  Prize  for  1966,  and  has  been 

translated  into  English,  French,  German  and  Polish. 
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O  AQ(j)q  Ar||ioD?id(;  yswf|9r|KS  to  1921  axriv  A9f|va.  Sjio-oSaas  tioXitikoc;  iirjxaviKoc; 
GTO  EGviKo  MsTGoPio  HoXdtsxvsio  Kai  Av6Tspa  Ma9r||iaTiKd  Kai  0scopr|TiKd  AvaXvar]  axo 
KoXsyio  Imperial  axo  AovSivo.  To  1962  7ipoaKXf|9r|KS  axo  Hapiai  aTio  xr|v  Yjiripsaia  yia  xr|v 
TsxviKTi,  Bio|ir|xaviKf|  Kai  OiKovo|iiKf|  SDvspyaaia.  'E^sScoas  svxsKa  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;,  KspSias 
xo  As-oxspo  KpaxiKo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  xo  1966  Kai  xa  spya  xod  sxodv  |isxa(ppaoxsi  oxa 
ayy^iiKd,  FaXXiKd,  FspiiaviKd  Kai  HoXcoviKd.  Hs9avs  axr|v  A9fiva  xo  1985. 
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Sic  Transit 
(1957) 

This  mansion,  faced  in  marble,  with  a  majestic  entrance, 

with  its  beautiful  rhythm  of  ancient  times,  the  noblest  in  our 

city,  now  dilapidated,  is  being  torn  down.  Together  with  it 

will  vanish  the  emotions  it  arouses,  and  perhaps  in  time  we 

shall  cease  to  remember  it.  Even  its  interior  decoration  was 

rich, 

created  with  great  art.  In  particular 

the  walls  of  the  great  reception  hall. 

From  the  hand  of  genuine  painters, 

scenes  from  history  and  life  skillfully  wrought. 

Now  that  they  are  tearing  it  down,  the  portrayal  on  the 

wall  next  to  the  window  comes  persistently  to  mind: 

it  depicted  an  ancient  palace  in  ruins. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


Sic  Transit 
(1957) 

To  |j£yapo  quto,  |J£  |jap|japo  vtu|J£vo,  |J£  £iao5o 
|j£yaAoTTp£TTri,  |j£  Tov  ojpaio  TraAaiiKO  pu9|j6  tou,  to 

TTIO  apXOVTIKO  QTHV  TTOAh  |Ja^,  TOjpa,  £TOI|j6ppOTTO, 

KaT£5a(pi^£Tai.  Ma^i  tou  9a  aPnan  ki  q  auyKivnan  Tq^ 

9£a^  TOU  ■  |j£  TOV  KQipo  iQOJ^  KI  t\  ava|jvnan  tou.  Ki  o 

£aa)T£piK65  5iaKoa|JO^  tou  ttAouqio^  kqi  |J£  T£xvr| 

Ka|j(jO|j£vo^.  l5iaiT£pa  oi  Toixoi  oir](;  uttoSoxh?  Tq 

|j£YaAn  ai9ouaa.  Atto  x£pi  ^wypacpajv  yvqaiajv 

(piAoT£xvn|J£V£5  OKriytq  ir\(;  iQTopia^  kqi  Tq?  ^ojri^.  Twpa 

TTOu  TO  KaT£5a(pi^ouv  £TTi|jova  (p£pvaj  qto  vou  |jou  Tqv 

TTopdaTaan  tou  toIxou  SIttAq  qto  TTapd9upa:  £5£ixv£ 

a£  £p£iTTia  £va  ttqAqti  apxaio. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poetsi 


^^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  150 

[Index] 

Dhikteos  Ares  (1917  - 1983) 


He  was  born  in  Iraklio,  Crete  in  1917  and  he  died  in  1983  in  Athens.  He  studied  law  at 
the  University  of  Athens  for  three  years,  then  served  as  army  translator  during  the  war  with 
Italy  and  Germany.  He  published  books  of  poetry,  including  collected  editions,  and  won  the 
State  Prize  of  Poetry  for  1976,  a  joint  award  with  Yannis  Ritsos.  He  also  did  an  excellent 
work  in  translations.  He  translated  a  great  number  of  very  important  foreigner  writers. 
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O  Aprjc;  AiKTaio(;  yswf|6r|KS  axo  HpaicXsio  Kpf|Tr|(;  to  1917.  STio-oSaas  No|iiKd  axo 
Havs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v  yia  xpia  xpovia  Kai  D7ir|psTr|as  cdq  |iSTa(ppaaTf|(;  tod  axpaxoD  Kaxd  xri 
SidpKsia  xoD  7ioXs|ioD  |is  xr|v  IxaXia  Kai  xr|  Fspiiavia.  E^sScoas  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;  Kai 
|ioipdaxr|KS  xo  KpaxiKO  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;  xo  1976,  |is  xov  Fidwri  Pixao.  'EKavs  S7iiar|(; 
7roA.}iS(;  [isxacppdasK;  noXv  ar||iavxiK6v  ^svcov  aDyypacpscov.  Hs9avs  axrjv  A0f|va  xo  1983. 
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Beauty 
(1935-53) 

star  that,  when  risen  within  us,  never  sets: 

hovering  in  our  innermost  firmament  lil<e  a  sword 

of  justice  against  impositions  coming  from  outside. 

But  if  it  loses  its  way  upon  our  flesh, 

it  passes  like  a  caress  exposing  us  to  strangers'  eyes, 

causes  us  pain,  kills  our  sleep  and,  finally  throws  us 

out,  useless  bones,  to  its  faithful  dog,  death,  who  is 

awaiting. 

Translated  by:  University  of  Oklahoma 


0|JOpcpid 
(1935-53) 

Aaipo  TTOu  av  avaieiAn  |J£aa  pa^,  5£  (3aaiA£U£i:  qto 
EQdjTspo  |ja^  aT£p£(jO|ja  aicopEiiai  oj^  omQr\  5iKaioauvr|^ 

EVdVTia  QTI^  £TTl(30UA£^  TTOU  dpXOVTOI  OTT'  £^03.  M'  OV  TO 

5p6|JO  TH?  xacjn  CTTH  aapKO  pa^  ttovoj,  TT£pvd  aav 

Xa5l  TTOU  QTO  ^£Va  IJOTIO  IJQ^  £K9£T£I  KOI  IJa^TTOVdKQI 

aKOTdjV£l  TOV  UTTVO  |Ja^  KOI  |Ja^  TT£Ta,  T£A0^,  OXpnCJTO 

KOKKOAO,  QTO  TTIQTO  ir]C,  QKUAJ,  TOV  SdVOTO,  TTOU 

TT£pi|J£V£l. 
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Dhoukaris  Dhimitris  (1925  - 1982) 


Dhoukaris  Dhimitris  was  born  in  Athens  on  1925  and  died  there  on  1982.  He  became 
a  member  of  the  left-wing  National  Liberation  Front  (EAM)  in  1944,  and  took  part  in  the 
resistance  movement.  Because  of  his  political  activities  he  spent  about  three  and  a  half  years 
in  various  detention  camps  and  prisons.  He  resigned  in  disillusionment  when  Russia  invaded 
Hungary  in  the  summer  of  1957,  and  since  then  ceased  to  involve  himself  in  political 
activities.  In  June  1958  he  left  for  Africa  where  he  worked  as  plantation  supervisor  and 
newspaper  repor^ter.  He  has  published  nineteen  books  of  poetry. 
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O  Ar||if|Tpr|(;  Aoi3Kapr|(;  yswf|6r|KS  axriv  A9f|va  to  1925.  'Eyivs  [iskoq  ttjc;  apiaTspf|(; 
7iTspDya(;  tod  EGvikou  AtisXsdGspcotikou  Mst^ttod  (EAM)  to  1944  Kai  sXaPs  |ispo(;  aTr|v 
AvTiaTaarj.  E^aiTiac;  tcov  7ioXitik6v  tod  5paaTr|pioTf|TC0v  Tpid|iiai  xP^via  as  Sidcpopa 
aTpaTOTisSa  KpdTr|ar|(;  Kai  (pD^aKsc;.  HapaiTf|9r|Ks  ajio  Kd0s  tioXitikti  5paaTr|pi6Tr|Ta 
a7ioyor|TSD|isvo(;,  OTav  r|  Pcoaia  siasPaXs  gttiv  ODyyapia  to  KaXoKaipi  tod  1957.  Toy  Iodvio 
TOD  1958  scpDys  yia  ttjv  AcppiKfj  otiod  5odXs\|/s  (Dq  STiipXsTicov  as  (pDTsia  Kai  psTiopTsp  os 
s(pr||ispi5s(;.  E^sScoas  SsKaswid  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;.  AtisPicogs  gttiv  A9f|va  to  1982. 
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The  body  of  Ideas 
(1980) 

If  ideas  have  no  real  body,  if  theories 

have  no  real  life  then  they  are  only 

phantoms  under  false  skin,  they  are 

visions  of  the  deceived,  delusions  of  those 

who  ran  into  adversity  and  irrevocably  missed 

the  live  voices  of  life-giving  night;  where  Rousing 

awakes  unexpectedly,  and  never  rests 

in  delusion;  Rousing  of  the  real  body  of  ideas. 


Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 


To  Qcbija  Tcov  I5£(i)v 
(1980) 

Av  5£v  £xouv  aAqSivo  acbfja  oi  i5££g,  oi  9£(jopi£g 

av  5£v  £xouv  TTpayiJaTiKri  ^ajq,  t6t£  £ivai  cpaviaaiJaTa  |j£ 

ilJ£UTiKO  5£p|ja,  £ivai  opd|jaTa  aTTaTn|J£V(jov,  auTaTTdT£^ 

£K£ivajv  TTOu  QTuxnc^civ  Ki  £xaaav  aV£TTiaTp£TTTa  Tl^ 

^cjovTav£^  (pajv£^  Tq^  ^ojoSoipa^  vuxtq^  £K£i  ttou 

a(puTTvi^£Tai  aicpviSiaaiiKdri  E^£y£par|,  kqi  5£v 

£TTavaTTau£Tai  ttot£  qthv  auTOTTdTn  n  E^£Y£pan  tou 

aAr|9ivou  adj|jaTO^  tojv  i5£djv. 
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Dhrakontaedes  Philippos  (1940) 


Dhrakontaedes  Philippos  was  born  in  1940.  In  addition  to  his  poems  he  has  written 
novels,  essays  and  he  has  translated  into  Greek  many  great  writers.  He  has  received  many 
literary  honors. 
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O  (^ikmnoq  ApaKovxasiSric;  yswf|0r|Ks  to  1940.  Ilspa  ajio  Tr|v  7ioir|ar|  sxsi  ypd\|/si 
vov^sksq,  5oKi|iia  Kai  iisxscppaas  axa  sXXr|viKd  noXkovq  ^svodc;  [isyakovq  oDyypacpsic;.  'Exsi 
Xdpsi  TioXkEq  XoyoTSxviKS(;  SiaKpiasK;. 
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Herakles 

Three  nights  have  passed  And  midnight  has  yet  to  come. 

Time  was  shot  on  contact  "Deceased  while  in  service."  At 
home  dishes,  bool<s,  soiled  clothes  Will  be  waiting  for  me  As 
well  as  quite  a  few  neatness-machines;  And  finally  the  smell  of 

my  activities  In  the  bed  satiation.  When  of  course  midnight 

comes  I  guess  I'll  bid  the  house  farewell. Sounds  of  bells, 

matins.  Dreams  condensed  into  dreams:  somewhere 

Day  must  be  breaking  now,  twilight.With  a  strong  push  I'll  rid 

myself  of  the  tables  And  will  strangle  an  infant  though  I  am 
The  snakes  that  coil  around  my  arms. 


Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 


HpaKAnq 

Tpsi^  vuxT£^  TT£paa|j£V£^  KOI  TO  |j£aavuxTa  5£v 

cpavriKOv.  0  xpovo^  TTupo(3oAri9nK£  £^  £TTa(pri5 

«aTT£(3i(joa£  5iaT£Adjv  £v  uTTnp£aia».  Zto  airiTi  9a  |j£ 

TTpoa|j£vouv  TTidTa,  pipAia,  pouxa  airAuTa  ki  apK£T£^ 

|JnXC(V£^  £UTTp£TTia|JOU  KOI  itKoc;  n  |JUpOU5ld  TOJV 

£V£py£ldjV  |JOU 
QTO  Kp£PPdTI  K0p£a|j6^.  OtQV  ^£^010  (pOVOUV  TO 

|j£aavuxTa  voiJi^w  oti  9'  aTTOxaip£Triaaj  to  aiTiTi. 
ct)ajv£^  KOiJTTdva^,  6p9poi,  6v£ipa  au|JTTUKV(jO|j£va  a' 

6v£ipa:  KOTTOu  9a  ^niJ£ptJOV£i  Tcjpa,  AuKauy£^. 

M'  tva  Y£p6  QTTpdj^iiJO  9'  aTTaAAaycb  otto  to  ipam^ia 

KOI  9a  TTvi^oj  a'  auin  Tq  vriTTiaKn  qAiKia  to  cpiSia  ttou 

|Jou  TuAiY0uv£Tax£pici- 
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Dhrosinis  Yioryos  (1859-1951) 


Drosinis  Yioryos  was  born  in  Plaka,  Athens  on  1859,  however,  his  family  hailed  from 

Mesolonghi.  His  grandfather  was  killed  during  the  siege  of  that  famous  city  in  the  Greek  War 

of  Independence  (1821  -  1829).  He  was  one  of  several  poets  (Kostis  Palamas,  loannis 

Polemis)  who  transformed  Greek  poetry,  during  the  1880s,  from  the  overly-romantic, 

oratorial-written  verses  to  a  more  down-to-Earth,  every-day-life  blend,  in  the  language  of  the 

common  people. 
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O  Tmpyoq  Apooivr|(;  yswf|9r|KS  axriv  HXdKa,  axriv  AGfiva  to  1859,  aXkd  r|  Kaxaycoyfi  Tr|(; 

oiKoysvsid(;  tod  fjxav  to  MsaoXoyyi.  O  7ia7i7io'6(;  tod  sixs  gkotcoGsi  KaTd  ttjv  TioXiopKia  tod 

MsooXoyyiOD  aTTj  SidpKsia  Tr|(;  ETiavdaTaarjc;  tod  1821.  Y7if|p^s  svaq  aTio  xovq  tioitjtsc;  tiod 

ava|i6p(pcoaav  ttjv  sXXr|viKf|  7ioir|ar|,  KaTd  ttj  SsKasTia  tod  1880,  |iSTaPaivovTa(;  aTio  toy 

Po|iavTia|i6  Kai  ttjv  KaOapsDODaa  as  |iia  tiio  7ipoaysico|isvr|  Ka9r||ispivf|  yX6aaa  tcov  aTikcdv 

av0p67icov. 
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The  death  of  the  Swan 

Where  the  black  coot  and  the  wild  duck  find  a  wintering  place 

upon  the  sunny  land,  White  Swan  of  the  north,  what  did  you 

seek  to  pluck  by  the  lagoon's  decaying  water  edge  and 

sand? 

The  world-seducing  Swan,  by  a  lagoon  Mernnaid  had  been 

seduced  Freedom  she  was  called;  For  her  palace  on  earth  the 

battery  had  made,  bedecked  not  like  a  bride  but  in  a 

panoply  bold.  The  White  Swan  then  tried  an  eagle's  form  to 

take,  eagle-like  wings  and  talons  stretching  for  her  sake;  but 

his  foolhardy  attempt  proved  to  be  fatal . . .  And  when,  in 

mid  spring,  the  waterfowl  flew  forth  returning  to  the  far 

distant  shore  of  the  north,  an    escort  they  became  to  the 

Swan's  funeral . . . 


[Index] 


O  OdvOTOq  TOU  KUKVOU 

EK£i  TTOu  n  paupn  cpaAapiSa  ki  q  dypia  TTdiTia  x£i|JC(5i6 

PpiQKOuv  QTHv  TTpoanAiOKri  QTSpid,  QTH? 

Ai|jvo9dAaaaa^  t'  OKpovspa  to  adiria  ti  npQsq 

^HTcbviag,  A£UK£  KuKV£,  TOU  (Bopio;  Tov  KUKVO 

Koa|JOTTAdv£UTr|  TTAdv£iiJ£  KOTTOia  ir]c,  Ai|jvo9dAaaaa5 

v£pdi5a,  n  A£UT£pid  ■  FlaAdTi  aT£piav6  tou  Kdaipou  £ix£ 

Tr|v  TOTTia,  KI  avTi  aioAiSia  vucpn?,  apijaia  (3apia. 

AqTO^  0  A£uk65  KUKvog  9£Ar|a£  va  yiv£i,  ki  ar|TOu 

(pT£pd  KOI  vuxia  Tdvua£  yia  K£ivn  ■  pa  niav  9avdai|jn  n 

TTapdToA|jn  TOU  oppn  . . .  Kai  to  iJayidTrpiAa  otov 

yupi^av  KOI  ttqAi  to  v£poTTOuAia  irpo^  to  (Bopiavo 

OKpoyidAi,  auvo5id  yivriKOv  qtou  Kukvou  to  Kop|ji . . . 


Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 
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Engonopoulos  Nikos  (1910-1985) 


Engonopoulos  Nikos  was  born  on  1910  in  Athens  and  died  there  on  1985.  Ranks  as 
the  foremost  surrealist  painter  of  Greece,  represented  by  74  canvases  in  the  Biennale 
Exhibition  of  Modern  and  Fantastic  Art  in  Venice  in  1954.  He  became  Professor  of  Art  in  the 
School  of  Architecture  of  the  Technical  Institute  of  Athens,  has  had  many  exhibits  of  his 
paintings  in  Greece  and  abroad,  and  has  designed  costumes  and  sets  for  many  theater 
productions  in  Greece.  In  1957  and  again  in  1978  he  won  the  First  State  Prize  in  Poetry,  and 
was  twice  decorated  by  the  Greek  Government.  His  effort  is  toward  self-expression,  no  matter 
what  that  may  involve.  If  he  finds  himself  without  colors,  he  will  turn  to  word,  to  action.  He 
believes  that  the  more  personal  a  work  of  art,  the  more  universal  its  significance;  that  the 
fundamental  thing  is  the  responsible  presences  of  a  man  in  a  work  of  art,  which  he  defines  as 
the  expression  of  loneliness.  He  therefore  believes  in  revolution  in  the  name  of  tradition. 
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O  NiKoc;  EyyovoTiODXoc;  yswf|9r|KS  axriv  A9f|va  to  1910.  ©scopsixai  svaq  aTio  zovq  mo 
aoDpsaXiaTS(;  ^coypdcpODc;  Tr|(;  EXkaSaq  Kai  D7if|p^s  Ka0r|yr|Tf|(;  Tsxvr|(;  axriv  ApxixsKxoviKfi 
axoXf|  TOD  HoXdtsxviod  A9r|v6v.  'EKavs  iioXkEq  skOsgsk;  tcov  TiivdKcov  tod  gttiv  EXkada  Kai 
TO  s^coTspiKo  Kai  sixs  axsSidasi  KoaTOD|iia  yia  TioXkEq  9saTpiKS(;  Tiapaycoysc;  gttiv  EXkaSa.  To 
1957  Kai  TO  1978  KspSias  to  Hp6T0  KpaTiKo  BpaPsio  Hoir|ar|(;.  KDpio  |isXr||ia  tod,  |isaa  aTio 
TO  spyo  TOD,  D7if|p^s  Tj  aDTO-SK(ppaar|  Kai  OTav  Ta  xp^i^l^oiTa  5sv  tod  apKODaav  aTpscpOTav  gto 
A.6yo  Kai  ttjv  7ioir|ar|.  Higtsds  oti  ogo  tiio  TipoacoTiiKo  sivai  sva  spyo  tsxvtjc;  togo  tiio 
Ka9oXiKf|  r|  ar||iaaia  tod,  nc^q  to  tiio  9s|isXi65s(;  sivai  r|  D7isD9Dvr|  TiapoDaia  tod  av9p67ioD 
a' sva  spyo  tsxvtjc;,  KdTi  tiod  ovo|id^si  cdq  SKcppaarj  |iova^id(;.  Hs9avs  gttjv  A9f|va  to  1985. 
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Bolivar 
(1944) 

For  the  great,  the  free,  the  brave,  the  strong. 

The  fitting  words  are  great  and  free  and  brave  and  strong. 

For  them,  the  total  subjection  of  every  element,  silence,  for 

them  tears,  for  them  beacons,  and  olive  branches,  and  the 

lanternsThat  bob  up  and  down  with  the  swaying  of  the  ships 

and  scrawl  on  the  harbours'  dark  horizons.  For  them  are  the 

empty  barrels  piled  up  in  the  narrowest  lane,  again  of  the 

harbor.  For  them  the  coils  of  white  rope,  the  chains,  the 

anchors,  the  other  manometers.  Amidst  the  irritating  smell  of 

petroleum.  That  they  might  fit  out  a  ship,  put  to  sea  and 
depart.  Like  a  tram  setting  off,  empty  and  ablaze  with  light, 
in  the  nocturnal  serenity  of  the  gardens.  With  one  purpose 
behind  the  voyage:  ad  astra.  For  them  I'll  speak  fine  words, 
dictated  to  me  by  Inspiration's  Muse,  As  she  nestled  deep 

in  my  mind  full  of  emotion  For  the  figures,  austere  and 

magnificent,  of  Odysseus  Androutsos  and  Simon  Bolivar. 

But  for  now  I'll  sing  only  of  Simon,  leaving  the  other  for  an 

appropriate  time.  Leaving  him  that  I  might  dedicate,  then  the 

time  comes,  perhaps  the  finest  song  that  I've  ever  sung. 

Perhaps  the  finest  song  that's  ever  been  sung  in  the  whole 

world.  And  this  not  for  what  they  both  were  for  their 
countries,  their  nations,  their  people,  and  other  such  like 

that  fail  to 

inspire.  But  because  they  remained  throughout  the  ages, 

both  of  them,  alone  always,  and  free,  great,  brave  and 

strong.  And  shall  I  now  despair  that  to  this  very  day  no  one 

has  understood,  has  wanted,  has  been  able  to  understand 

what  I  say?  Shall  the  fate  then  be  the  same  for  what  I  say 

now  of  Bolivar,       that  I'll  say  tomorrow  of  Androutsos? 

Besides,  it's  no  easy  thing  for  figures  of  the  importance  of 

Androutsos  and  Bolivar  to  be  so  quickly  understood. 

Symbols  of  a  like.  But  let's  move  on  quickly:  for  Heaven's 

sake,  no  emotion,  exaggeration  or  despair.  Of  no  concern, 

my  voice  was  destined  for  the  ages  alone.  (In  the  future,  the 


[Index] 
MnoAipdp 
(1944) 

fia  Tou^  |j£ydAou^,  yia  tou^  £A£u9£pou^,  yia  tou^ 

y£vvaiou5,  tou^  Suvqtou^,  Ap|j6^ouv  to  Aoyia  to 

|j£YaAa,  to  £A£u9£pa,  to  Y£vvaia,  to  Suvotq,  fi'  qutou^ 

n  aiToAuTn  UTTOTayn  Kd9£  aTOix£iou,  q  cjiyn,  yi'  qutou^ 

TO  5dKpua,  yi'  qutou^  oi  cpdpoi,  ki'  oi  kAqSoi  £Aid^,  kqi 

TO  cpavdpia 

OtTOU  XOpOTTn50UV£  |J£  TO  AIkVIQIJO  TOJV  Kapa(3ldjV  KOI 

Ypd(pouv£  QTOu^  aKOT£ivou^  opi^ovT£^  TOJV  Ai|javidjv,  rr 

auTOu^  £ivai  t'  d5£ia  (3ap£Aia  ttou  aajpiaaTriKav£  qto 

TTio  aT£vd,  TTdAi  Tou  Aipaviou,  aoKdKi,  fi'  qutou^  oi 

KOuAoup£^  t'  dairpa  QKOivid,  ki  oi  aAuai5£^,  oi  dYKup£^, 

t'  dAAa  |javd|j£Tpa,  M£aa  ainv  £KV£upiaTiKidv  oa|jriv 

TOU  TT£Tp£Aaiou,  fia  v'  ap|jaTdjaouv£  Kapd(3i,  v' 

avoixTOuv,  va  (puYOuv£,  0|JOioi  |j£  ipaiJ  ttou  ^£Kivd£i, 

d5£io  ki'  oAdcpojTO  |j£a'  oir]  vuxT£pivri  yaAnvn  tojv 

|jTTaxTa£5ajv,  M'  £va  qkotto  tou  Ta^£i5iou:  TTpo^  t' 

dQTpa.  rr  auTOu^  9a  ttoj  to  Adyia  to  ojpaia,  ttou  |jou  to 

UTTaYdp£ua£  q  E|jTTV£uai^,  Ka9dj^  £(pdjAiaa£  |j£aa  qto 

(3d9ia  TOU  iJuaAou  |JOu  oAo  auyKivnan  Fia  ti^  |Jop(p£^, 

Ti^  auaTr|p£?  kqi  ti^  uTT£pox£?,  TOU  05uaa£a 

AvSpouTQOu  KQI  TOU  Zi|jajvo^  MTToAifBdp.  Oijoj^  yia 

Tojpa  9a  qjdAoj  povaxd  tov  Ziijojva,  a(privovTa(;  tov  dAAo 

yia  KaTdAAqAo  KOipd,  AcpqvovTdq  tov  yia  vav  t' 

a(pi£pdjaaj,  aav  £p9'  q  wpa,  iaco^  to  ttio  copaio 

TpayouSi  TTOU  £iijaAa  ttot£,  faoj^  t'  ajpai6T£po  TpayouSi 

TTOU  TTOT£^  £iiJdAav£  q'  oAo  TOV  Kda|JO.  Ki'  auTd  dxi  yia 

TO  OTI  ki'  01  5U0  TOU^  UTTHP^QV  yiQ  Tl^  TTaTpi5£^,  KQI  TO 

£9vr|,  KOI  TO  auvoAa,  ki  dAAa  TTapd|JOia,  ttou  5£v 

£|JTTV£OUV, 

riapd  yiOTi  aTa9riKav£  |j£a'  qtou^  aidjv£5,  ki  oi  5uo 

TOU^, 

Ijovdxoi  TTdvTO,  ki'  £A£u9£poi,  |j£YdAoi,  Y£vvaioi  kqi 
SuvQToi.  Kai  TOjpa  v'  aTT£ATTi^ou|jai  ttou  iaa|j£  ari|j£pa 
5£v  |j£  KaTdAaP£,  5£v  9£Ana£,  5£  |JTTdp£a£  va  KOToAdPn 
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near,  the  distant,  in  years  to  come,  a  few,  many,  perhaps 

from  the  day  after  tomorrow  or  the  day 

after  that.  Until  the  time  that,  empty  and  useless  and  dead, 

the  Earth  begins  to  drift  in  the  firmament.  The  young,  with 

mathematical  precision,  will  awake  in  their  beds  on  wild 

nights.  Moistening  their  pillows  with  tears,  wondering  at  who 

I  was. 

Reflecting  That  once  I  existed,  what  words  I  said,  what 

songs  I  sang.  And  the  gigantic  waves  that  every  evening 

break  on  Hydra's  seven  shores.  And  the  savage  rocks,  and 

the  high  mountain  that  brings  down  the  blizzards.  Will 

eternally  and  untiringly  thunder  my  name.)  But  let's  get  back 

to  Simon  Bolivar.Bolivar!  A  name  of  metal  and  wood,  you 

were  a  flower  in  the  gardens  of  South  America.You  had  all 

the  gentleness  of  flowers  in  your  heart,  in  your  hair,  in  your 

gaze.  Your  hand  was  huge  like  your  heart,  and  scattered 

both  good  and  evil.  You  swept  through  the  mountains  and 

the  stars  trembled,  you  came  down  to  the  plains,  with  your 

gold  finery,  your 

epaulets,  all  the  insignia  of  your  rank.  With  a  rifle  hanging 

on  your  shoulder,  with  chest  bared,  with  your  body  covered 

in  wounds.  And  stark  naked  you  sat  on  a  low  rock,  at  the 

sea's  edge.  And  they  came  and  painted  you  in  the  ways  of 

Indian  braves.  With  wash,  half  white,  half  blue,  so  you'd 
appear  like  a  lonely  chapel  on  one  of  Attica's  shores.  Like  a 
church  in  the  districts  of  Tatavia,  like  a  palace  in  a  deserted 
Macedonian  town.  Bolivar!  You  were  reality,  and  you  are, 
even  now,  you  are  no  dream.  When  the  wild  hunters  nail  the 
wild  eagles,  and  the  other  wild  birds  and  animals.  Over  their 
wooden  doors  in  the  wild  forests.  You  live  again,  and  shout, 

and  grieve. 
And  you  are  yourself  the  hammer,  nail  and  eagle.  If  on  the 

isles  of  coral,  winds  blow  and  the  empty  fishing  boats 
overturn.  And  the  parrots  are  a  riot  of  voices  when  the  day 
ends  and  the  gardens  grow  quiet  drowned  in  humidity.  And 

in  the  tall  trees  the  crows  perch.  Consider,  beside  the 
waves,  the  iron  tables  of  the  cafeneion.  How  the  damp  eats 
at  them  in  the  gloom,  and  far  off  the  light  that  flashes  on,  off. 


Ti  Aeco,  Kav£i(;;  Bspaia  Tqv  i5ia  tuxh  va  xouve  ki  auid 
TTOu  Aeoj  Tojpa  yia  tov  MTToAi(3dp,  ttou  9a  ttoj  aupio  yia 

Tov  AvSpouTQo;  Aev  £ivai  ki'  sukoAo,  aAAojaiE,  va 
yivouv  Toao  yAnyopa  avTiAniTTE^  Mopcps^  iq^  aqiJaaia^ 
t'  AvSpouTQOu  KOI  Tou  MTToAi(3dp,  nap6|J0ia  au|j(3oAa. 

AAA'  a^  TT£pvou|j£  ypnyopa:  irpo^  0£ou,  oxi 

auYKivqaEi^,  ki'  uttepPoAe^,  ki'  aTT£ATTiai£^.  A5id(popo,  q 

(pojvri  |jou  EiTQVE  TTpo(jopia|j£vn  |j6vo  yia  tou^  aidjv£^. 

(Zto  |J£AAov,  to  kovtivo,  to  iJQKpuvo,  a£  xpovia,  Aiya, 

TToAAa,  iaoj^  otto  |j£9aupio,  ki'  vTi|j£9aupio,  faa|j£  Tqv 

djpa  TTOU  9£  v'  apxiviaq  n  Tn?  va  KuAdq  d5£ia,  ki' 

dxpncJTn,  KOI  v£Kpri,  QTO  aT£p£aj|ja, 

N£oi  9a  ^UTTvdv£,  |j£  |ja9n|JaTiKriv  aKpip£ia,  ti^  dYpi£^ 

vuxT£?,  TTdvoj  QTqv  KAIvq  Tou^,  Na  (3p£xouv£  |j£  5dKpua 

TO  TTpoaK£(paAd  tou^,  avaAoYi^d|j£voi  ttoio^  £i|JOuv, 

K£(PT6|J£V0I  riOJ^  UTTHP^a  KdTTOT£^,  TI  AoyiO  £iTTa,  TI 

u|Jvou^  £iijaAa.  Kai  to  9£dpaTa  kuijoto,  ottou  ^£aTTOuv£ 

Kd9£  (3pd5u  Old  £(pTd  Tq^  Y5pa^  OKpoyidAia,  Ki'  oi 

dypioi  (3pdxoi,  kqi  to  ipqAo  (3ouvd  ttou  KaT£(3d^£i  to 

SpoAdTTia, 

A£vaa,  QKOupaQTa,  9£  va  (3povTO(p(jovouv£  t'  ovopd  pou.) 

A^  £TTav£A9ou|j£  d|j(jo^  qtov  Zipcova  MTToAi(3dp. 

MTToAi(3dp  !  Ovo|ja  otto  |j£TaAAo  kqi  ^uAo,  £iaouva  Eva 

AouAou5i  |j£a'  qtou^  |JTTaxTa£5£^  ir\c;  Notion  A|j£piKri5. 

Eix£?  oAq  Tqv  £UY£V£ia  tojv  AouAou5idjv  |j£a'  qthv 

KopSid  aou,  |j£a'  qtq  paAAid  aou,  |j£aa  qto  (3A£|j|ja 

aou.  H  x^pci  aou  £iTav£  |j£YdAr|  aav  Tqv  Kap5id  aou,  kqi 

aKopTTOua£  TO  KoAo  KQI  TO  KQKO.  Po(36AaY£^  TO  pouvd 

ki'  £Tp£|jav  t'  daTpa,  KaT£(3aiv£^  aTOuq  KdpTTOu^,  |j£  to 

Xpuad,  Ti^  £TT(jO|ji5£5, 

oAa  TO  SiQKpiTiKd  TOU  pa9|J0u  aou,  M£  to  vTOucpki  aTOv 

(ij|jo  avapTn|J£vo,  |j£  to  aTri9ia  ^£aK£TTa,  |j£  ti^ 

Aa(3aj|jaTi£^  yioiJdTO  to  Koppi  aou,  Ki'  £Ka96aouv 

oAoyuiJvo^  a£  TT£Tpa  XdMH^n.  ctt'  aKpo9aAdaai,  Ki' 

£pXOVTav  KQI  a'  £(3a(pav  |j£  ti^  auvri9£i£^  tojv 

TToA£|jiaTdjv  lv5idv(jov,  M'  doptoir],  |jiadv£  daTTpo,  piao 

yoAd^io,  yia  va  cpavTd^q?  era  pniJOKKAnai  oz  TT£piYidAi 

Tq?  Attikh^,  lav  £KKAr|aid  aTi^  y£itovi£^  tojv 
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on  again,  turning  back  and  forth.  And  day  breal<s  -  what 
frightful  anguish  -  after  a  night  without  sleep,  And  the  water 

reveals  nothing  of  its  secrets.  Such  is  life.  And  the  sun 

comes,  and  the  houses  on  the  wharf,  with  their  island-style 

arches.  Painted  pink,  and  green,  with  white  sills  (Naxos, 

Chios),  How  they  live!  How  they  shine  like  translucent 

fairies!  Such  is 

Bolivar!  Bolivar!  I  cry  out  your  name,  reclining  on  the  eak  of 

Mount  Ere,  The  highest  peak  on  the  isle  of  Hydra.  From 

here  the  view,  enchanting,  extends  as  far  as  the  Saronic 

isles,  Thebes,  Beyond  Monemvasia,  far  below,  to  august 

Egypt,  And  as  far  as  Panama,  Guatemala,  Nicaragua, 

Honduras,  Haiti,  San  Domingo,  Bolivia,  Colombia,  Peru, 

Venezuela,  Chile,  Argentina,  Brazil,  Uraguay,  Paraguay, 

Ecuador,  as  far  even  as  Mexico.  With  hard  stone  I  carve 

your  name  in  rock,  that  afterwards  men  may  come  in 

pilgrimage. 

As  I  carve  sparks  fly  -  such,  they  say,  was  Bolivar  -  and  I 

watch  my  hand  as  it  writes,  gleaming  in  the  sun. 

You  saw  the  light  for  the  first  time  in  Caracas.  Your  light, 

Bolivar,  for  before  you  came  the  whole  of  South  America 

was  plunged  in  bitter  darkness.  Now  your  name  is  a  blazing 

torch,  lighting  America,  North  and  South,  and  all  the  world! 

The  Amazon  and  Orinoco  rivers  spring  from  your  eyes. 

The  high  mountains  are  rooted  in  your  breast. 

The  Andes  range  is  your  backbone.  On  the  crown  of  your 

head,  brave  palikar,  run  unbroken  stallions  and  wild  cattle. 

The  wealth  of  Argentina.  On  your  belly  sprawl  vast  coffee 

plantations.  When  you  speak,  terrible  earthquakes  spread 

devastation.  From  Patagonia's  formidable  deserts  as  far  as 

the  colourful  islands.  Volcanoes  erupt  in  Peru  and  vomit 

their  wrath  in  the  heavens.  Everywhere  the  earth  trembles 

and  the  icons  creak  in  Kastoria,  The  silent  town  beside  the 

lake. 

Bolivar,  you  have  the  beauty  of  a  Greek. 

I  first  encountered  you,  as  a  child,  in  one  of  Phanar's  steep 

cobbled  streets,  A  lighted  lamp  in  Mouchlio  illumined  your 

noble  face.  Are  you,  I  wonder,  one  of  the  myriad  forms 


TaiaouAajv,  coadv  avdxiopo  as  ttoAh  iq^  MoKsSovia^ 

£pn|JiKri.  MTToAi(3ap!  Eiaouva  irpayiJaTiKOTnTa,  koi  siaai, 

KOI  Tojpa,  5£v  £iaai  ovsipo.  Otov  oi  aypioi  Kuvnyoi 

KapcpdjvouvE  Tou^  dypiou^  oetou^,  koi  t'  oAAa  aypia 

TTOUAld  KOI  ^030,  ndv'  OTT'  TI^  ^uAiVE^  TI^  TTOpiE^  QT' 

dypia  5dan,  lava^n^,  koi  (pojvd^Ei^,  koi  5£pv£aai,  Ki' 
£iaai  0  i5io^  equ  to  acpupi,  to  Kopcpi,  ki'  o  ariTO^.  Av  qto 

vqaid  Tojv  KopaAAicov  cpuaouvE  av£|joi,  ki' 
avaTToSoyupi^ouve  to  £pr||Ja  koTkio,  Ki'  oi  TTOTToydAoi 

Opyid^OUVE  |J£  Tl^  (pOJVE^  aav  TTSCpTSI  n  |J£pCI,  ki'  01  KHTTOI 

£ipnv£uouv£  TTviY|j£voi  q'  UYpoQia,  Kai  QTO  ipnAd  5£VTpa 

KOUpVld^OUV  TO  KOpdKia,  ZK£(pTriT£,  KOVTd  QTO  KU|Ja,  TOU 

Ka(p(p£V£iou  TO  ai5£p£via  to  TpaTT£^ia,  M£a'  oir\  |jaupiAa 

jjudc;  TO  Tpcjj£i  t'  ayid^i,  koi  iJOKpid  to  cpw^  tt'  avd(3£i, 

apriv£i,  ^avavd(5£i,  koi  Yupvd£i  TT£pa  5dj9£,  Kai 

^n|J£pwv£i  —  Ti  (ppiXTn  ayajvia  —  uaT£pa  otto  |jia  vuxto 

51X03^  UTTVO, 
Kai  TO  V£p6  5£V  A££l  TiTTOT£  OTTO  TO  pUQTIKd  TOU. 

Etq'  n  ^wr).  Ki'  £px£T'  o  qAio^,  koi  Tq^  TTpoKupaia^  to 

QTTiTia,  |J£  Tl^  VnaidJTIK£^  Ka|jdp£^,  Ba|J|J£Va  pO^,  KOI 

TTpdaiva,  |j'  dQTTpa  TT£p(5d^ia  (q  Nd^o,  q  Xio^),  fldj^ 
^ouv!  ridj^  Ad|JTTOuv£  aa  5id(pav£^  v£pdi5£^  !  Auto^  o 

MTToAipdp!  MTToAi(3dp  !  Kpd^oj  t'  dvo|jd  aou 
^aTTAaj|j£vo^  qthv  Kopcpq  tou  (3ouvou  Ep£,  Tqv  ttio  ipnAr) 

Kopcpn  TH^  vqaou  Y5pa^.  Atto  5(jo  q  9£a  £KT£iv£Tai 
|jaY£UTiKr|  |j£xpi  tcjov  vqawv  tou  ZapojviKOu,  Tq  0ri(3a, 

M£xpi  K£i  KdTOj,  TT£pa  ott'  Tq  Mov£(3aaid,  to  Tpavo 

Miaipi,  AAAd  koi  |j£xpi  tou  flavaiJd,  Tq^  rKOuaT£|jdAa, 

Tq^  NiKopdyKOua,  tou  OvTOupd^,  Tq^  AiTq^,  tou  Zav 

NTopiyKO,  Tq^  BoAipia^,  Tq^  KoAo|j(3ia^,  tou  n£pou,  Tq^ 

B£V£^ou£Aa5,  Tq^  XiAq^,  Tq^  ApY£VTivq^,  Tq^  Bpa^iAia^, 

Oupouyoudq,  riapayoudq,  tou  laq|j£pivou,  AKopq  koi 

TOU  M£^iKOu.  M'  £va  QKAqpd  Ai9dpi  xapd^oj  t'  dvopd  aou 

TTdvoj  QTqv  TT£Tpa,  vdpxouvTOi  apYdT£pa  oi  avGpojTTOi 

va  TTpoQKuvouv.  Tivd^ovTOi  aTTi9£^  KoBdj^  xcipc^^w  — 

£Tai  £iTav£,  A£v,  0  MTToAipdp  —  koi  TTapoKoAouSdj  To 

X£pi  |JOu  Ka9dj^  Ypd(p£i,  AapTTpd  |j£aa  qtov  qAio.  Ei5£^ 

yia  TTpdjTq  cpopd  to  cpco^  qto  KapoKd^.  To  cpoj^  to  Siko 
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assumed,  and  successively  discarded  by  Constantine 
Palaeologus?  Boyaca,  Ayacucho.  Ideas  both  illustrious  and 

eternal.  I  was  there.  We'd  already  left  the  old  frontiers  far 
behind:  Back  in  the  distance,  fires  were  burning  in  Leskovik. 
And  in  the  night,  the  army  moved  up  towards  the  battle,  its 

familiar  sounds  could  already  be  heard.  Opposite,  a  grim 
Convoy  of  endless  trucks  returned  with  the  wounded.  Don't 

anyone  be  alarmed.  Down  there,  see,  the  lake.  This  is  the 

way  they'll  come,  beyond  the  rushes.  The  roads  have  been 

mined:  the  work  and  repute  of  that  Hormovo  man, 

renowned,  unrivalled  in  such  matters.  Everyone  to  their 
stations.  The  histle's  sounding!  Come  on,  come  on.  Get  the 

cannons  uncoupled  and  set  up,  clean  the  barrels  with  the 

swabs,  fuses  lit  and  held  ready.  Cannon-balls  to  the  right. 
Vrass!  Vrass,  Albanian  for  fire:  Bolivar!  Every  pineapple  that 

was  hurled  and  exploded.  Was  a  rose  to  the  glory  of  the 

great  general.  As  he  stood,  stern  and  unshaken,  amid  the 
dust  and  tumult.  Gazing  on  high,  his  forehead  in  the  clouds. 

And  the  sight  of  him  caused  dread:  fount  of  awe,  path  of 
justice,  gate  of  salvation.  Yet,  how  many  conspired  against 
you,  Bolivar,  How  many  traps  did  they  not  set  for  you  to  fall 

into  and  vanish.  One  man,  above  all,  a  rogue,  a  snake,  a 

native  of  Philippoupolis.  But  what  was  that  to  you,  like  a 

tower  you  stood  firm,  upright,  before  Acongagua's  terror. 

Holding  a  mighty  cudgel  and  wielding  it  above  your  head. 
The  bald-headed  condors,  unafraid  of  the  carnage  and 

smoke  of  battle,  took  fright  and  flew  up  in  terrified  flocks. 
And  the  llamas  hurled  themselves  down  the  mountain 

slopes,  dragging,  as  they  fell,  a  cloud  of  earth  and  rocks. 
And  into  the  dark  of  Tartarus  your  enemies  disappeared,  lay 
low.  (When  the  marble  arrives,  the  best  from  Alabanda,  I'll 
sprinkle  my  brow  with  Blachernae's  holy  water,  I'll  use  all  my 
craft  to  hew  your  stance,  to  erect  the  statue  of  a  new  Kouros 
in  Sikynos'  mountains.  Not  forgetting,  of  course,  to  engrave 

on  its  base  that  famous  "Hail,  passer-by".)  And  here  it 
should  above  all  be  stressed  that  Bolivar  was  never  afraid, 

never,  as  they  say,  "lost  his  nerve".  Not  even  at  the  most 
murderous  hour  of  battle,  nor  in  the  bitter  gloom  of 


aou,  MTToAi(3dp,  yiaii  oj^  vdp9n?  n  Nona  A|j£piKri 

oAoKAnpn  £iTav£  Pu9ia|j£vn  oio  iriKpa  QKOiaSia. 

T'  6vo|ja  aou  Tojpa  sivai  5auA6^  ava|j|j£vo^,  ttou 

(pojTi^Ei  Tqv  A|j£piKri,  kqi  Tq  Bopsia  kqi  Tq  Nona,  koi  Tqv 

OIKOU|J£Vn!  Ol  TTOTQIJOi  A|ja^6viO^  KQI  OpiVOKO^ 

TTnya^ouv  OTTO  TO  iJctTia  aou.  To  ipnAa  pouva  sxouv  ti^ 
pi^£^  aio  aispvo  aou,  H  opoasipa  tojv  AvSsojv  sivai  r\ 

axoKOKKoAid  aou.  Zinv  Kopcpq  iq^  KScpaAr)^  aou, 
TToAAriKapd,  ipexouv 

t'  avri|j£pa  ana  koi  t'  aypia  (565ia,  0  ttAouto^  Tq? 

ApyEVTivn^.  ndvoj  ainv  KOiAia  aou  £KT£ivovTai  oi 

aTT£pavT£^  (puT£i£^  Tou  Kocpcpt  lov  piAo^,  (pop£poi 
a£ia|Joi  pn|Ja^ouv£  to  ttqv,  Atto  ti^  £TTi(3AnTiK£^  ^PHM'^? 
TH?  naTayovia^  |j£Xpi  to  TToAuxpaj|ja  vqaia,  H(paiaT£ia 

^£TT£TIOUVTai  aiO  n£pOU  KQI  ^£pvdV£  Old  OUpdVIQ  THV 
OPYH  TOU^,  Z£IOUVTai  to  XWIJOTQ  TTOVTOU  kqi  Tpi^OUV  TO 

£iKOvia|jaTa  ainv  Kaaiopid,  Tq  ai(jOTTr|Ari  TToAn  kovtq 

aiq  Ai|jvn.  MTToAi(3dp,  £iaai  ojpaio^  aav  EAAqva^.  Z£ 

TTpcoToauvdvinaa,  aav  £i|jouva  iraiSi,  a'  £va  avncpopiKO 

KaAvTipi|ji  TOU  $avapiou,  Mia  KaviqAa  aio  MouxAio 

(pdjTi^£  TO  £uy£vik6  TTpoaojTTO  aou.  MnTTOj^  vdaoi, 

dpaY£^,  |jia  and  ti^  |jupi£^  popcp^  ttou  TTrip£,  ki'  d(pna£, 

5ia5oxiKd,  0  K(jovaTavTivo(;  riaAaioAdyo^;  MTToyidKO, 

AyiaKOUTao.  Evvoi£^  UTT£pAa|JTTp£^  ki'  aidjvi£^.  Eipouv 

£K£i.  Eixa|j£  OTTO  TToAAou  TT£pda£i,  t\br],  Tqv  TToAid 

|j£9dpio:  TTiaoj,  poKpid,  aTO  A£aKo(3iKi,  £ixav  avdiiJ£i 

(pajTi£^.  Ki'  0  aTpoTO^  av£(3aiv£  |j£aa  aTq  vuxtq  TTpo^  Tq 

|jdxn,  tt'  QKOuyovTav  kioAo  oi  yvajpipoi  Tq?  nxoi. 

riAdi  KaT£pxouvTav,  aKOT£ivri  Zuvo5£ia,  aT£A£iajTa 

A£aj(pop£ia  |j£  tou^  TTAnYaj|j£vou^.  Mqv  TopaxSn  Kav£i5. 

KdTOj  £K£i,  va,  q  AiiJvq.  Atto  5aj  9a  TT£pdaouv,  TT£p'  ott' 

Ti^  KaAa|ji£^.  YTTO|JOV£UTriKav  oi  5pd|J0i :  £pYO  koi  5d^a 

TOU  Xop|Jo(3iTn,  TOU  ^QKOuaTOu,  TOU  dcpToaTOu  aTO 

T£TOia.  Zti^  9£a£i^  aa^  oAoi.  H  acpupixTpa  nx^'' 

EAdT£^,  £AdT£,  ^£^£11JT£.  A^  aTn90UV  TO  KQvdvia, 

Ka9apiaT£  |j£  to  pdKTpa  to  koIAq,  to  cpuTiAia  ava|j|j£va 

aTO  x^pici,  To  TOTTia  5£^id.  Bpa^  !  Bpa^,  aA(3aviaTi 

(pojTid  :  MTToAi(3dp!  Kd9£  KOU|JTTapd^,  tt' 
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unavoidable  treachery. 

They  say  he  knew  beforehand,  with  unimaginable  precision, 

the  day,  the  hour,  even  the  second:  the  moment.  Of  the 

Great  Battle  that  was  for  him  alone.  In  which  he  himself 

would  be  army  and  enemy,  both  vanquished  and  victor, 

triumphant  hero  and  sacrificial  victim.  (And  the  lofty  spirit  of 

such  as  Cyril  Loukaris  reared  within  him.  How  he  calmly 

eluded  the  despicable  plots  of  the  Jesuits  and  that  wretched 

man  from  Philippoupolis!)  And  if  he  was  lost,  if  ever  lost  is 

such  a  one  as  Bolivar!  who  like  Apollonius  vanished  into  the 

heavens.  Resplendent  like  the  sun  he  disappeared,  in 
unimaginable  glory,  behind  the  gentle  mountains  of  Attica 
and  the  Morea.  Invocation  Bolivar!  You  are  a  son  of  Rigas 
Ferraios,  Of  Antonios  Economou  -  so  unjustly  slain  -  and 

brother  to  Pasvantzoglou,  The  dream  of  the  great 

Maximilien  de  Robespierre  lives  again  on  your  brow.  You 

are  the  liberator  of  South  America.  I  don't  know  how  you 

were  related,  if  one  of  your  descendants  was  that  other 

great  American,  the  one  from 

Montivideo,One  thing  alone  is  sure,  that  I  am  your  son. 

If  the  night,  slow  in  passing.  Sends  moons  of  old  to  console 

us.  If  in  the  wide  plain  phantom  shades  Burden  flowing- 
haired  maidens  with  chains.  The  hour  of  victory,  of  triumph 
has  come.  On  hollow  skeletons  of  field  marshal  generals 
Cocked  hats  soaked  in  blood  will  be  placed.  And  the  red 
that  was  theirs  before  the  sacrifice  Will  cover  with  rays  the 
flag's  lustre,  the  ploughs  at  the  palms'  roots  and  the  sun  that 
rises  resplendent  amid  trophies  and  birds  and  spears  will 
announce  as  far  as  a  tear  rolls  carried  by  the  breeze  to  the 

sea's  depths  the  most  terrible  oath  the  more  terrible 

darkness  the  terrible  tale:  Libertad  Away  with  you  curses, 

come  near  us  no  more,  corazon.  From  the  cradle  to  the 

stars,  from  the  womb  to  the  eyes,  corazon.  Where 

precipitous  rocks,  where  volcanoes  and  seals,  corazon. 

Where  swarthy  faces,  thick  lips  and  gleaming  white  teeth, 

corazon.  Let  the  phallus  be  raised,  the  revels  begin,  with 

human  sacrifice,  dance,  corazon.  In  a  carnival  of  flesh,  to 

our  ancestors'  glory,  corazon.  That  the  seed  of  the  new 


£^£a(p£v5ovi^6Tav  ki'  dvacpiE,  Eiiav  ki'  £va  TpiavidcpuAAo 

yia  TH  56^0  tou  |j£yaAou  aTpainyou,  ZKAqpo^  aiapaxo^ 

oj^  aT£KOVTav  |j£aa  qtov  Kopviaxio  kqi  Tqv  aviapa,  M£ 

TO  (3A£|j|j'  aT£vi^ovTa^  irpo^  t'  aipqAa,  to  |j£TajTTO  qtq 

v£(pn,  Ki'  £iTav  q  9£a  tou  cppiXTfi:  TTnyn  tou  5£0u^,  tou 

5iKiou  5p6|JO^,  AuTp(jba£(jo^  TTuAq.  0|J(jo^,  ttoqoi  kqi 

TToaoi  5£  a'  £TTi(3ouA£UTriKav,  MTToAifBap,  floaa 

"vToAdTTia"  KQI  5£  aou  'aTqaav  va  TT£an^,  va  xc(9n?> 

Evag  TTpo  TTavTOJv,  £va^  TToAiavSpajTTO^,  £va  qkouAhki, 

£va5  $iAiTTTTOUTToAiTr|^.  AAAa  au  tIttotq,  OTpavTOXTO^ 

aav  TTupyo^  QTkouaav,  6p9io^,  qtou  AKoyKdyKOua 

IJTTpo^  Tov  Tp6|J0,  Mia  (po(3£pri  ^uAdpa  £KpdTaY£^,  kqi 

Tqv  £Kpa5aiv£^  ttovoj  qtt'  Tqv  K£(paAri  aou.  Oi  (paAoKpoi 

K6v5ajp£5  QKid^ouvTOv,  TTOU  5£v  Tou^  Tp6|ja^£  Tq^  pctxn? 

TO  KQKO  KQI  TO  VTOU|JaVI, 

KQI  a£  KOTToSia  aYpi£|j£va  TTmyav,  Ki'  oi 
po(3aTOYKa|jriA£5  YKp£|jiOTaaKi^ouvTav£  qti^  TTAaYi£^, 

a£pvovTa5,  Ka9dj^  TT£(pTav,  auvv£(po  to  x^pa  kqi 
AiBdpia.  Ki'  oi  £x9poi  aou  |j£aa  qtq  |jaupa  TdpTopa 

£XdvovTO,  Aoucpd^av.  (Zav  BdpBn  |jap|japo,  to  ttio  kqAo, 

OTTO  t'  AAdpav5a,  |j'  ayiaaija  tojv  BAax£pvdjv  9a  (5p£^aj 
Tqv  Kopcpn  |Jou,  0a  (SdAoj  oAq  Tqv  T£xvn  |JOU  auTq  Tq 

QTaan  aou  va  TT£A£Kriaaj,  va  aTqaaj  £vou  v£ou  Koupou 

t'  ayoAija  oir\(;  ZikIvou  to  (3ouva,  Mq  AqaiJOvcovTag, 

(3£(3aia,  qto  (3d9po  va  xapd^w  to  TT£pi(pn|JO  £K£ivo 

"Xaip£TTapo5iTa".)  Ki'  £5dj  ttp£tt£i  i5iaiT£p(jo^  va  £^ap9ri 

OTI  0  MTTOAl(3dp5£V  £(poPri9nK£,  5£  "aKldXTnK£"  TTOU  A£V, 
TTOT£,  OUT£  QTOJV  IJOX^V  TqV  WpO  TqV  TTIO  (pOVIKid,  OUT£ 

QTH^  TTpo5oaia^,  Tq^  avaTTd(p£UKTn^,  ti^ 

TTIKp£^|jaupiA£^.  A£V£  TTOJ^  YVdjpi^£  OTTO  TTpiV,  |J£  |JiaV 

aKpip£ia  acpdvTOQTn,  ir\  |j£pa,  Tqv  ojpa,  to  5£UT£p6A£(pTO 

OKopn:  TH  aTiYpn,  Tq?  Mdxn?  Tq^  |J£YdAn?  ttou  £iTav£  yi' 

auTOva  |j6vo,  Ki'  ottou  9£  vdTav£  auTO^  o  i5io^  QTpaTO^ 

ki'  £x9pd^,  nTTn|J£vo^  KOI  viKHTr)^  |ja^i,  qpoja^ 

TpoTTOiouxo^  ki'  £^iAaaTripio  9u|ja.  (Kai  oj^  tou 

KupiAAou  AouKdp£aj^  to  TTV£U|ja  to  UTT£poxo|j£aa  tou 

aT£KOVTav,  ridj^  Ti^  ^£Y£AaY£,  yaAnvio^,  tojv  lnaouiTdjv£ 

KOI  TOU  £A££ivou  $iAiTTTTOUTToAiTr|  Ti^  aTTaiai£^ 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


164 


generation  be  sown,  corazon. 

Translated  by:  David  Connolly 


ttAextovs^!)  Ki'  av  xa9nK£,  av  ttote^  x^vst'  evo^ 

MTToAi(3ap  !  ttou  aav  tov  AttoAAcjvio  qto  oupavia 

av£Ari(p9n,  AaiJirpo^  aav  qAio^  £5ua£,  \\toQ  oz  boip 

acpavTaain,  Triaco  otto  (3ouvd  EuysviKa  Tr|<;  AniKnq  kqi 

Tou  Mopsoj^.  MTToAi(3dp  !  Eiaai  tou  Pnya  $£ppaiou 

TTOiSi,  Tou  AvTOJviou  Oikov6|jou  —  ttou  toqo  oSiko  tov 

acpd^av  —  kqi  tou  naa(3avT^6YAou  aSsAcpo^, 

T'  6v£ipo  TOU  |j£YdAou  Ma^ipiAiavou  vt£  Po|JTT£aTTi£p 

^ava^£i  QTO  |j£TajTT6  aou.  Eiaai  o  £A£u9£pajTri5  Tq? 

NoTia^  A|j£piKri^.  A£v  ^£paj  ttoio  auYY£V£ia  oz  auv£5££, 

av  £iTav£  ottoyovo^  aou  o  dAAo^  |j£YdAo^  A|j£piKav6^, 

OTTO  TO  M0VT£(3iVT£0  OUTO^,   EVQ  |JOVdxa  £ivai  YVOJQTO, 

TTOJ^  £i|jai  0  Yuio^  aou.  Av  q  vuxto,  apYH  va  TT£paar|, 

napHYOpia  pa^  aT£Av£i  ti^  TTaAi£^  ti^  a£Ariv£^,  Av  aTOu 

Kd|JTTOu  TO  TTAdTPi  (pavTaa|jdT(jov  aKOTdSia  AuaiKopou^ 

TTap9£V£^  |j'  aAuai5£^  (popTOJvouv,  Hp9'  q  wpa  Tq? 

viKH^,  rip9£  djpa  9pia|jpou.  Bq  to  aK£A£9pa  t'  a5£ia 

aTpoTHY^v  TToA£|jdpxajv  TpiKOVTO  9a  (pop£aouv  ttou 
TTOTiaTHKOv  |j'  ai|ja,  Kai  to  kokkivo  xp^pa  ttouxov  TTpiv 

TH  9uaia  0a  aK£TTaan  |J'  axTi5£g  Tq?  aqiJaia^  to 
9a|JTT0^.  avTiaTpocpn  t'  dpoTpa  aTOJv  cpoiviKidjv  ti^  pi^£^ 
Ki'  0  t\k\o(;  TTOU  Aa|JTTp6^  avaT£AA£i  a£  TpoTToT  ava|j£aa 
KOI  TTOuAiOKOi  KOVTopia  9'  avoYY^iAn  co^  £K£i  ttou  KUAd£l 

TO  5aKpu  KOI  TO  TTaipv£i  0  a£pa^  oir\(;  9aAaaan?  to 

(3a9r|  tov  CpplXTOTOTOV  OpKOTO  (ppiKT6T£pO  QKOTO^  TO 

cppiXTO  TTapa|Ju9i :  $uy£T£  iJOKpud  |ja^  ap£^,  ijq 

^UYa)a£T£  TTia,  corazon,  Att'  to  AIkvq  qt'  aaT£pia,  qtt'  ti^ 

|jr|Tp£^  QTO  iJOTia,  corazon,  Ottou  OTTOYKpniJvoi  Ppdxoi 

KQI  r|cpaiaT£ia  kqi  (pdjKi£^,  corazon,  Ottou  ttpoqojtto 

QKOupo,  KQI  x£iAia  TTAaT£id,  ki  oA6A£UKa  56vTia, 
corazon,  A^  aTn9£i  o  cpaAAo^  kqi  YiopTq  a^  apx'c^n.  M^ 

9uai£5  av9pdjTTajv,  |j£  xopou^,  corazon, 

M£a'  oz  adpKO^  ^£(pdvT(jO|ja,  qtojv  ttpoyovojv  Tq  56^a, 

corazon,  fia  va  aTT£ipouv  to  QTTOpo  Tq?  KOivoupYia^ 

Y£via^,  corazon. 
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Elytis  Odiysseus  (1911-1996) 


Elytis  Odysseus  (Odhiseas  Alepoudhelis)  was  born  on  1911  in  Iraklion,  Crete,  but  has 
lived  in  Athens  since  1914  where  he  died  on  1996.  Spending  his  summers  in  the  Aegean 
islands  and  travelling  extensively  in  Europe,  the  Soviet  union,  and  the  United  States.  During 
1948-51  he  studied  literature  at  the  Sorbonne,  associating  closely  with  the  poets  and  painters 
of  the  Parisian  School,  and  wrote  art  criticism  for  Greek  and  French  magazines,  delving 
himself  in  watercolor,  gauge,  and  primarily  in  collage.  For  1959  he  was  given  the  First  State 
Prize,  in  1975  an  Honorary  Degree  by  the  University  of  Thessaloniki,  and.  in  1980  by  the 
University  of  London,  in  1979  the  Nobel  Prize  in  Poetry.  His  early  work  marked  the  joyous 
return  to  nature,  to  summer  and  the  sea,  to  the  blaze  of  the  noonday  sun  over  the  Aegean  (his 
second  book  was  entitled  Sun  the  Frst),  to  the  praise  of  adolescence  and  its  sentiments. 
Although  his  poetry  is  highly  rhythmical  and  subtely  orchestrated  and,  of  late,  highly, 
organized,  he  is  mostly  interested  in  the  plastic  use  of  language  and  imagery.  His  experience 
on  the  Albanian  front  as  a  second  lieutenant  during  the  war  with  Italy  brought  greater  depth 
and  sobriety  to  his  poetry,  enlarged  his  horizons  to  a  national  consciousness,  that  comes  to 
terms  with  evil  and  tragedy  in  the  world,  yet  still  affirms,  with  stoic  courage.  This  later  phase 
is  embodied  in  his  epico-lyrical  poem  Axion  Esti  (Worthy  it  Is),  in  which  he  concludes  that 
although  we  pay  dearly  for  life  it  is  worth  the  price.  His  subsequent  poetry  shows  him 
confirmed  in  the  magical  nature  of  poetry. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poetsi 


O  Obvaasaq  EXmr[q  (Obvaasaq  AkE7iovbEkr[q)  yswf|6r|KS  to  1911  axo  HpaicXsio 
Kpf|Tr|(;  aXka  s^r|as  Tr|v  A9f|va  aTio  to  1914  otiod  Kai  aTisptcoas  to  1996.  Hspvo-oas  Ta 
KaXoKaipia  tod  axa  vrjaid  tod  AiyaioD  Kai  Ta^i5s\|/s  noXv  aTTjv  Edp^titj,  ttj  SoPistikti  'Evcoarj 
Kai  tk;  HHA.  To  5idaTr||ia  1948-51  GTioDSaas  XoyoTSxvia  gtti  SopPowrj  Kai  aDv5s9r|Ks 
aTSvd  |is  7ioir|TS(;  Kai  ^coypdcpODc;  Tr|(;  Hapiaivfjc;  l.x^Xr\q  ypd(povTa(;  KpiTiKfj  yia  sXXrjviKd  Kai 
yaXXiKd  XoyoTSxviKd  TispioSiKd..  To  1959  tod  a7isvs|if|9si  to  Hp6T0  KpaTiKo  BpaPsio 
AoyoTSxviac;,  to  1975  tiiitjtikoc;  xhloq  aTio  to  Havs7iiaTf||iio  ttjc;  0saaaXoviKr|(;  Kai  to  1980 
aTio  TO  Havs7iiaTf||iio  tod  AovSivod.  To  1979  KspSias  to  N6|i7isX  AoyoTSxvia(;  To  spyo  tod 
D|ivsi  TTjv  S7iiaTpo(pf|  GTTI  (pDOTj,  TO  KaA^OKaipi  Kai  TTj  GdXaGGa,  TOY  r\kio  TOD  AiyaioD.  HapoXo 
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7101)  r|  7ioir|af|  tod  sivai  svxova  pD9|iiKf|  Kai  8KX.S7iTDa|isva  opxrjaxpiKfi,  Kai  axo  xskoq  noXv 
opyavco|isvr|,  TiapoDaid^si  svxovo  to  svSiacpspov  tod  7ioir|Tf|  yia  |iia  TiXaaTiKfj  XP^^'H  ^^^ 
yXcdoaaq  |is  noXka  5iav9ia|iaTa.  H  s|i7isipia  tod  gto  AXPaviKo  Mstcotio  gtov  7i6Xs|io  |is  Tr|v 
iTaXia,  sScoGS  |isyaXDTspo  pd9o(;  Kai  vr|(paXi6Tr|Ta  aTr|v  7ioir|ar|  tod,  5isDpDvovTa(;  tod(; 
opi^ovTS(;  TOD  Tipoc;  |iia  s9viKf|  GDVsiSriari  tiod  S7ii|isvsi  GTCOiKd  svdvTia  gto  KaKo  Kai  Tr|v 
TiayKOGiiia  TpaycoSia.  Adttj  r|  TsXsDTaia  (pdGr|  tod  a7iOTD7i6vsTai  svTOva  gti  stiiko-Xdpiko 
7ioir||ia  TOD,  A^iov  Egti  gto  otioio  KaTaXfjysi  oti  to  Koaxoq  ttjc;  l^cdr\q  a^i^si  to  Ti|ir||ia.  Tskoq, 
GTTjv  KaT07iivf|  TOD  7ioir|Gr|  o  7ioir|Tf|(;  (paivsTai  va  S7iiPsPai6vsTai  aTio  ttj  |iayiKf|  (pDGrj  Tr|(; 
7ioir|Gr|(;. 
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The  sleep  of  the  Brave 
(1953) 

They  will  smell  of  incense,  and  their  faces  are  burnt  by  their 
crossing  through  the  Great  Dark  Places.  There  where  they 

were  suddenly  flung  by  the  Immovable  Face-down,  on 
ground  whose  smallest  anemone  would  suffice  to  turn  the 

air  of  Hades  bitter  (One  arm  outstretched,  as  though 

straining  to  be  grasped  by  the  future,  the  other  arm  under 

the  desolate  head,  turned  on  its  side.  As  though  to  see  for 

the  last  time,  in  the  eyes  of  a  disembowelled  horse,  the 

heap  of  smoking  ruins)  There  time  released  them.  One 

wing,  the  redder  of  the  two,  covered  the  world,  while  the 

other,  delicate,  already  moved  through  space.  No  wrinkle  or 

pang  of  conscience,  but  at  a  great  depth  The  old 
immemorial  blood  that  began  painfully  to  etch,  in  the  sky's 

blackness,  A  new  sun,  not  yet  ripe. 

That  couldn't  manage  to  dislodge  the  hoarfrost  of  lambs 

from  live  clover,  but,  before  even  casting  a  ray,  could  divine 

the  oracles  of  Erebus...  And  from  the  beginning.  Valleys, 

Mountains,  Trees,  Rivers,  A  creation  made  of  vindicated 

feelings  now  shone,  identical  and  reversed,  there  for  them 

to  cross  now,  with  the  Executioner  inside  them  put  to  death. 

Villagers  of  the  limitless  blue:  Neither  twelve  o'clock  striking 

in  the  depths  nor  the  voice  of  the  pole  falling  from  the 

heights  retracted  their  footsteps.  They  read  the  world 

greedily  with  eyes  now  open  forever,  there  where  they  were 

suddenly  flung  by  the  Immovable,  Face-down,  and  where 

the  voltures  fell  upon  them  violently  to  enjoy  the  clay  of  their 

guts  and  their  blood. 

Translated  by:  Edmund  Keeley  &  Philip  Sherrard 


[Index] 


O  unvoq  Tcov  rsvaicov 
(1953) 

Mupi^ouv  OKOiJri  Ai^dvia,  ki  £xouv  Tqv  oipn  Ka|j£vr|  otto 

TO  TT£paa|jd.T0U5  QTO  ZKOTEivd  MsyaAa  Mspq.  Ksi  ttou 

|j£|jid^  Toug  £pi^£  TO  AadAsuTO  MTTpouiJUTQ,  a'  £va  xw|ja 

TTOU  KI  n  TTIO  piKpn  aV£|jdjVa  TOU  00  '(pTdV£  VQ  TTIKpdV£l 

Tov  a£pdTOu  A5n  (To  'vax£pi  |JTTpo^,  £A£Y£?  TToA£|joua£  v 

'apTTaxT£i  qtt'  to  |J£AAov,  t'  qAAo  kotoj  qtt'  Tqv  £p|jn 

K£(paAri,  aTpa|j|j£-vn  |J£  to  ttAqi,  Za  va  9(jop£i  aT£pvri 

cpopa.,  |j£aa  qtq  ijotiq  £v6^  ^£KOiAiaa|j£vou  oAoyou, 

aojpo  TO  xc(Aaa|jaTa  KOTTvi^ovTO^)  K£i  tou^  aTTaAAa^£  o 

Kaipo^.  H  (pT£pouya  q  |jia,  q  ttio  kokkivh,  KdAuiiJ£  tov 

KoaiJO,  Tqv  djpa  ttou  q  dAAq,  a-(3pri,  adA£U£  kioAq^  |J£^ 

QTO  5idaTn|Ja.  Kai  Ka|jid  puTi5a  q  Tuijjn,  oAAd  oz  pd9o^ 

|j£ya  To  TToAio  a|Jvn|j6v£UT0  aipa  ttou  apxivoua£  |j£ 

KOTTO  va  xc(pd^£Tai,  |j£aa  oir]  |j£Aavd5a  t'  oupavou 

HAio^  v£05,  ayivcoTO^  OKopn,  Flou  5£v  £aa)V£  va 

KaTaAua£i  Tqv  TTdxvq  tojv  apviojv  otto  to  ^cjovtovo 

TpicpuAAi,  6|jaj^  TTpiv  kqv  TT£Td^£i  ayKdSi 

aTTOXPncJ|Jo5oTOua£  to  £p£(3o^....  Ki  OTTapxH?  KoiAd5£^, 

Opn,  A£VTpa,  noTQiJoi,  riAdan  OTTO  Y5iKi(jO|j£va 

aia9ri|jaTa  £Aa|JTT£,  OTTapdAAaxTn  kqi  avaaTpa|j|j£vn,  va 

TH  5ia(3aivouv  oi  i5ioi  Tojpa,  |j£  9avaTaj|j£vo  |j£adTOu^ 

TO  AniJio,  XojpiKoi  TOU  aTT£pavTOu  yaAd^iou!  MriT£  q  wpa 

5dj5£Ka  XTUTTOJVTO^  |J£^  QTO  £YKaTa,  |jriT£  n  (pOJVn  TOU 

rioAou  KOTOKOpucpa  TT£(pT0VTa^,  avaipouaa-v£  to  (BrnjaTa 

TOU  (;.  Aidpa^av  dTTAqaTO  tov  koqijo  |J£  Td  pdTia,  t' 

avoixTd  yia  TTdvTO,  k£i  ttou  |J£  |jia^  tou^  £pi^£  to 

AadA£UTO  MTTpouiJUTQ,  KI  OTTOu  |j£  (Sio  KaT£(3aivav  oi 

YUTT£5  va  £U(ppav9ouv  tov  TTqAo  tojv  QTTAdxvwv  tou^  koi 

Toai|ja. 
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Burnished  day 
(1943) 

Burnished  day,  conch  of  the  voice  that  fashioned  me 
Naked,  to  step  through  my  perpetual  SundaysBetween  the 
shores'  cries  of  welcome, Let  your  wind,  known  for  the  first 

time,  blow  freely  Unfold  a  lawn  of  tenderness 

Where  the  sun  can  roll  his  head  Can  enflame  the  poppies 

with  his  kiss  Poppies  nourished  by  men  so  fine  That  the  sole 

mark  on  their  bare  chests 

Is  the  blood  of  defiance  that  annuls  sorrow 

And  attains  the  remembrance  of  liberty. 

I  spoke  of  love,  of  the  rose's  health,  of  the  ray 

That  by  itself  goes  straight  to  the  heart. 

Of  Greece  that  steps  so  surely  on  the  sea 

Greece  that  carries  me  always  Among  naked 

snow-crowned  mountains.  I  give  my  hand  to  justice 

Diaphanous  fountain,  sublimest  spring.  My  sky  is  deep  and 

changeless  All  I  love  is  incessantly  reborn 

All  I  love  is  always  at  its  beginning. 

Translated  by:  Edmund  Keeley  &  Philip  Sherrard 


M£pa  OTiAnvn 
(1943) 

M£pa  QTiATTvri  axi(3a5a  ir\c;  (pojvn^  ttou  |j'  mAaas^ 

rU|JV6v  Va  TTSpTTaidj  QTI^  Ka9n|J£piV£^  |JOU  KuplQKE^ 

Avd|j£a'  OTTO  Tojv  yiaAdjv  to  KaAcoaopia^  cpuaa  tov 
TTpcoTOYvwpiQTO  dv£|jo  AttAcoqe  |jia  TTpaaid  aTopyn^  fia 
va  KuAqasi  o  qAio^  to  KScpdAi  tou  N'  avaqjEi  |j£  to  x^iAia 

TOU  Tl^  TTaTTapOUVE^  Tl^  TTaTTapOUVE^  TTOU  9a  5p£liJ0UV 

01  TTspncpavoi  av9p(jOTTOi  fia  va  ijqv  sivai  dAAo  an|Jd5i 

QTO  yu|jv6  Tou^  aTri9o^  Atto  to  aipa  Tq?  aipqcpiaid^  ttou 

^£ypaiiJ£  TH  9AiiiJn  ^tovovto^  oj^  ir\  |jvri|jn  Tq? 

£A£u9£pia^.  EiTTO  tov  £p(jOTd  Tqv  UY£ia  tou  p65ou  Tqv 

axTiSa  flou  |JOvdxn  oAoiaa  (3piaK£i  Tqv  KopSid 

Tqv  EAAa5a  ttou  |J£  aiyoupid  TTaTa£i  oir\  Qokoooo 

Tqv  EAAa5a  ttou  |J£  Ta^i5£U£i  TTavTOT£ 

Z£  YU|Jvd  xiov65o^a  pouvd.  Aivoj  to  x^pi  oir] 

SiKQioauvn  Aidcpavq  Kpnvn  Kopucpaia  TTnyn  0  oupavo^ 

|jou  £ivai  Pa9u^  ki  ovdAAaxTO^  'Oti  ayaTTOj  Y£vvi£Tai 

aSldKOTTQ 

Oti  ayaTTO)  PpiaK£Tai  qthv  apxn  tou  TTdvTO. 
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Here  then  am  I 
(1956-58) 

Here  then  am  I  created  for  the  young  Korai  and 

the  Aegean  islands,  lover  of  the  deer's  leaping, 

initiate  in  the  Mystery  of  olive  leaves, 

sun-drinker  and  locust-killer.  Here  am  I,  face  to  face 

with  the  black  shirts  of  the  ruthless  and  of  the  years'  empty 

belly  that  aborted  its  own  children,  in  heat! 

Wind  releases  the  elements  and  thunder  assaults  the 

mountains.  Fate  of  the  innocent,  alone  again,  here  you 

are  in  the  Straits!  In  the  Straits  I  opened  my  hands. 

In  the  Straits  I  emptied  my  hands  and  saw  no  other  riches, 

heard  no  other  riches  but  cool  fountains  running. 

Pomegranates  or  Zephyr  or  Kisses.  Each  to  his  own 

weapons.  I  said:  In  the  Straits  I'll  open  my  pomegranates.  In 

the  Straits  I'll  post  Zephyrs  as  sentries.  I'll  unleash  the  old 

kisses  canonized  by  my  longing!  Wind  releases  the 

elements  and  thunder  assaults  the  mountains.  Fate  of  the 

innocent,  you  are  my  own  Fate 


ISou  £Ycb  Aoinov 
(1956-58) 

l5ou  £ydj  AoiTTOv,  0  TTAaa|j£vo^  yia  ti^  iJiKps^  Kops^  kqi  to 

vqaia  tou  Aiyaiou  o  Epaairi^  tou  QKipirnjaTO^  tojv 
^apKoSicbv  KOI  iJuain^  tojv  cpuAAcov  iq^  sAid^-  o  nAiOTTOin^ 

KOI  QKpiSOKTOVO^.  I50U  £ydj  KOTaVTIKpU  TOU  |j£Aavou 

(pop£|jaTO^  TOJV  OTTOcpaaiaiJEvajv  kqi  th?  d5£ia^  tojv  etojv, 

TTOu  TO  T£Kva  Tq?  apPAajQE,  yaaTspa^,  to  ayKpiaija!  Auvsi 

aspa^  TO  QTOixsia  kqi  (SpovTr)  TTpoa(3dAA£i  to  (3ouvd. 

Moipa  TOJV  aSdJOJv,  ttqAi  ijovq,  va  as,  qto  Itsvq!  Itq  Itsvq 
TO  x^pio  |JOu  avoi^a  Zto  Ztevo  to  x^pio  pou  a5£iaaa  ki 
dAAa  ttAouth  5£v  £i5a,  ki  dAAa  ttAouth  5£v  dKOuaa  TTopd 
Ppua£^  Kpu£^  va  Tp£xouv  P65ia  q  Z£(pupo  q  $iAid.  0 
mQzlc;  m\  to  ottAo  tou,  £iTTa:  Ztq  ZT£va  to  p65ia  |JOu  9' 

avoi^oj  Ztq  ZT£va  cppoupou^  tou^  ^£(pupou^  9a  aTqaaj  to 

cpiAid  TO  TToAid  9'  ottoAuqco  ttou  q  AaxTdpa  |JOu  dYiaa£! 

Auv£i  a£pa^  to  aTOix£ia  kqi  (SpovTr)  TTpoa(3aAA£i  to 

Pouvd.  Moipa  tojv  a9djajv,  £iaai  q  5iKq  |jou  q  Moipa! 


Translated  by:  Edmund  Keeley  &  George  Savvidis 
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They  came 
(1956-58) 

Dressed  up  as  "friends,  "came  countless  times,  my  enemies, 

trampling  the  primeval  soil.  And  the  soil  never  blended  with 

their  heel.  They  brought  The  Wise  One,  the  Founder,  and 

the  Geometer,  Bibles  of  letters  and  numbers,  every  kind  of 

Submission  and  Power,  to  sway  over  the  primeval  light. 

And  the  light  never  blended  with  their  roof. 

Not  even  a  bee  was  fooled  into  beginning  the  golden  game, 

not  even  a  Zephyr  into  swelling  the  white  aprons.  On  the 

peaks,  in  the  valleys,  in  the  ports  they  raised  and  founded 

mighty  towers  and  villas,  floating  timbers  and  other  vessels; 

and  the  Laws  decreeing  the  pursuit  of  profit  they  applied  to 

the  primeval  measure.  And  the  measure  never  blended  with 

their  thinking.  Not  even  a  footprint  of  a  god  left  a  man  on 

their  soul,  not  even  a  fairy's  glance  tried  to  rob  them  of  their 

speech.  They  came  dressed  up  as  "friends," 

came  countless  times,  my  enemies,  bearing  the  primeval 

gifts.  And  their  gifts  were  nothing  else  but  iron  and  fire  only. 

To  the  open  expecting  fingers  only  weapons  and  iron  and 

fire. 

Only  weapons  and  iron  and  fire. 

Translated  by:  Edmund  Keeley  &  George  Savvidis 
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Hpeav 
(1956-58) 

NtU|J£VOI  «(piA0l»  a|J£TpnT£^  (popE^  01  £X9poi  |JOU  TO 

TTQiJTTaAaio  xw|ja  TraTOJVTa^.  Kai  to  xw|ja  5£v  £5£a£ 

TTOT£  |J£  TH  (pT£pva  TOU^.  E(p£paV  TO  ZocpO,  TOV  OiKiaTq 

KOI  TO  r£aj|j£Tpn,  Bi(3Aou^ypa|j|jdT(jov  kqi  api9|jdjv,  Tqv 
TToaa  YTTOTayn  kqi  Auva|jn,  to  TTa|JTTaAaio  cpoj^ 

£^ouaia^ovTa^.  Kai  to  cpoj^  5£v  £5£a£  ttot£  |J£  ir\  qkettii 

Tou^.  OuT£  |j£Aiaaa  kov  5£v  y£AdaTnK£  to  xpuao  v' 

apxivia£i  ttqixvISi  out£  ^Ecpupo^  kov,  ti^  Aeuke^  va 

(pouQKdjQsi  TTo5i£^.  EaTqaav  kqi  9£|j£Ai(joaav 

QTI^  KOpcpS^,  QTI^  K0lAd5£^,  QTO  TTOpTQ  TTUpyOU^ 
KpOTQIOU^  Kl  ETTQUAeI^  ^uAo  KOI  OAAo  TTA£OU|J£Va,  TOU^ 

N6|J0u^,  Tou^  BEQTTi^ovTa^  TO  KoAa  KOI  au|j(p£povTa,  qto 

TTQiJTTaAaio  |j£Tpo  £(pap|j6^ovTa^.  Kai  to  |j£Tpo  5£v  £5£a£ 

TTOT£  |j£  TH  aK£iiJn  Tou^.  OuT£  KOV  £va  xvdpi  9£0u  aTqv 

qjuxn  Tou^  an|Jd5i  5£v  d(pna£  ■  out£  kov  £va  (3A£|j|ja 

^ojBia^  TH  iJiAia  tou^  5£v  £iTT£  va  TTdp£i.  EcpToaav 

VTU|J£VOI  «(piA0l»  a|J£TpnT£^  (pop£^  01  £X9poi  |JOU,  TO 

TTOiJTTdAaia  5djpa  TTpoa(p£povTa5.  Kai  to  5d3pa  tou^ 

dAAa  5£v  riTav£  TTopd  pdvo  ai5£po  kqi  cpajTid. 
Ztq  avoixTd  TTOu  KapT£paYav  5dxTuAa  Mdvov  ottAq  kqi 
ai5£po  KQI  (pojTid.  Mdvov  ottAq  kqi  ai5£po  kqi  cpcoTid. 
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Embericos  Andreas  (1901  -  1975) 


Embericos  Andreas  was  born  on  1901  in  Braila,  Rumania,  and  died  in  Athens  on 
August  5,  1975.  Brought  to  Athens  in  infancy,  he  eventually  worked  in  the  London  offices  of 
his  father's  shipping  firm,  1921-25,  then  gave  up  his  shipping  career  and  lived  in  France, 
1925-31,  where  he  studied  psychoanalysis  and  became  a  member  of  the  surrealist  group 
headed  by  Andre  Breton.  Returning  to  Greece  in  1932  became  the  first  Greek  surrealist  poet. 
His  poems  are  often  inspired  by  a  frenetic,  orgiastic,  Dionysian  ecstasy  in  an  ultimate  triumph 
of  life,  love,  and  a  lust  so  cleansed  of  guilt  and  ethical  distortions  that  it  flows  as  from  the 
pure  springs  of  creation. 
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O  Av5psa(;  E|i7isiTiK0(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1901  axriv  MjipdiXa  Tr|(;  PoD|iavia(;  Kai  as 
Pps(piKf|  TjXiKia  f|p9s  axriv  A9f|va.  Ao-oXsii/s  axo  AovSivo,  axa  ypacpsia  ttjc;  vaDTiXiaKf|(; 
sxaipsiac;  tod  Tiaxspa  tod  aTio  to  1921  scoc;  to  1925  otiots  Kai  syKaTsXsi\|/s  Ta  vaDTiXiaKd  yia 
va  iisivsi  GTTi  TaXkia  |isxpi  to  1931.  Eksi  GTioDSaas  \|/DxavdXDar|  Kai  syivs  [lEkoq  |iia(; 
aoDpsaXiaTiKf|(;  0|id5a(;  Tr|(;  OTioiac;  rjysiTO  o  Andre  Breton.  Ms  toy  spxo|i6  tod  to  1932  gttiv 
EXkaSa  aTiOTsXsas  toy  7ip6TO  aoDpsaXiaTfj  ^EXkr[va  7ioir|Tf|.  nsOavs  aTr|v  A9f|va  to  1975.  Ta 
7roif||iaTa  tod  GDxvd  sivai  s|i7rvsDa|isva  ajio  |iia  (ppsvf|pr|,  apyi65r|,  5iovDaiaKf|  sKaTaarj  aTio 
TOY  aTio^DTO  9pia|iPo  TTjc;  ^cof|(;,  TTjc;  ayd7ir|(;  Kai  Evoq  7i69od  togo  a7iaXXay|isY0D  aTio  svoxsq 
Kai  r|9iKS(;  avaaTO^isc;  tiod  avaP^D^si  aTio  tk;  ayvs(;  Tir|ys(;  ttjc;  5r||iioDpyia(; 
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Whale  Light 
(1932) 

The  initial  form  woman  tool<  was  the  braided  throats  of  two 
dinosaurs.  Later,  time  changed  and  woman  changed  too. 
She  became  smaller,  more  lithe,  more  in  keeping  with  the 
two-masted  (in  some  countries  three-masted)  ships  that 

float  on  the  misfortune  of  making  a  living.  She  herself  floats 

on  the  scales  of  a  cylinder-bearing  dove  of  immense  weight. 

Epochs  change  and  the  woman  of  our  epoch  resembles  the 
gap  in  a  filament. 


Translated  by:  Karen  van  Dyck 
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Ocoq  £ni  OdAaivaq 
(1932) 

H  apxiKH  iJopcpn  Tq^  yuvaiKa^  qio  to  ttA£^i|jo  tojv 

Aai|j(jjv  5uo  5£iv6aaup(jov.  Ektote  dAAa^av  oi  Koipoi  koi 

oAAa^E  axniJO  q  YuvaiKO.  Eyivs  ttio  piKpr)  ttio  pEuain 

TTIO  £Vap|JOVia|J£Vn  |J£  TO  SlKQiapTa  (a£  |J£piK£^  X^p£? 

TpiKOTapTa)  Kapa(3ia  ttou  ttA£ouv  £TTavaj  otto  irj 
aupcpopd  TH^  (SiOTTdAn^  H  i5ia  ttA££i  £TTavcjo  qto  Amia 

£v6^  KuAiv5po(p6pou  TT£piaT£piou  iJOKpd^  oAkh^  Oi 

£TTOX£?  oAAa^ouv  KOI  n  YuvaiKO  iq^  £TTOxn?  |Ja^  |JOia^£i 

|j£  xdcr|ja  9puaAAi5o^. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


v^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  173 

[Index] 

Evangelou  Anestis  (1937  -  1994) 


Evangelou  Anestis  was  born  on  1937  in  Thessaloniki  and  died  there  on  1994.  There  he 
completed  his  early  education,  including  the  American  high  school  Anatolia.  For  a  year  he 
studied  law  at  the  University  of  Thessaloniki.  In  1982  he  attended  the  Poetry  Festival  in 
Strouga,  Yugoslavia.  The  author  of  three  books  of  prose  sketches  and  essays,  he  has  written 
seven  books  of  poetry,  and  has  been  translated  into  English,  Italian,  Polish  and  Rumanian. 
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O  Avsaxric;  Evajjekov  yswf|9r|KS  to  1937  axri  0saaaXoviKr|.  Ts^isicoas  to  axoXsio 
axriv  ©saaaXoviKTi  sv6  a7ioi35aas  Kai  svav  xP^vo  axriv  No|iiKf|  tod  navs7iiaTr||iioD  Tr|(; 
TioXrjc;.  To  1982  aD|i|iSTsixs  axo  OsaxiPdX  noirjarjc;  axri  SxpoDyya  xr|(;  rioDyKoaXaPia(;.  'Exsi 
ypd\|/si  xpia  PipXia  yia  GsaxpiKd  oKExq  Kai  5oKi|iia  KaQcdq  Kai  STixd  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;.  'Epya  xod 
sxoDV  iisxacppaaxsi  oxa  ayyXiKd,  IxaXiKd,  noXcoviKd  Kai  PoD|iaviKd. 
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The  First  steps 

My  friend,  to  get  in  here  you've  got  to  be  distinguished  to 

have  great  imagination,  to  be  an  artist.  It's  a  delicate, 

scientific  and  difficult  job,  take  it  from  me  with  my  whitened 

hair.  In  the  beginning,  of  course,  it's  a  bit  hard:  screams 

pierce  the  eardrums  and  blood,  warm  and  red,  hurts  your 

eyes.  Well  then:  this  is  the  crucial,  the  important  moment: 

most  people  give  up  then  and  leave.  Few  stay.  You  yourself 

look  good  to  me,  you'll  go  places  —your  eyes  are  gleaming. 

When,  with  the  passing  of  time,  you  mature  and  become  an 

expert  in  devices,  when  you  refine  your  art  and  cleanse  it  of 

the  stain  of  your  latest  hesitation  and  art  remains  for  art's 

sake—  remember  me:  it  hides  great  delights.  And  now, 

come  for  me  to  show  you  one  by  one  the  tools  of  our  trade 

and  their  uses.  This  pair  of  pincers  is  meant  for  fingernails. 

You  see,  quite  blunt  at  its  jaws  so  it  won't  clip  them;  made  to 

order.  You  get  hold  of  the  fingernail,  you  press  it  hard  and 

pull  it.  Wonderful  tool,  most  handy. 


Ta  npcoTQ  PnijaTa 

$iA£  |jou,  £5dj  yia  va  '|jtt£i^  ttpsttei  va  'aai  ekAskto^,  va 

'X£i?  |j£ydAr|  (paviaaia,  va  'aai  KoAAiTExvri?.  Eivai  AsTTTn, 

£TTiaTr||JOviKr|  kqi  5uaKoAn  5ouA£id,  qto  Aeco  Eyw  ttou 

aaiTpiaavTa  iJoAAid  pou.  Zinv  apxn,  (3£(3aia,  sivai  AiyoKi 

SuQKoAo:  ipuTTOuv  TO  TU|JTTava  01  Kpauys^  kqi  to  ai|ja,  ^eqto 

KOI  KOKKIVO,  TO  IJOTIQ  QOU  TTAr|YaJV£l.  AOITTOV,  £5dj  EJV'  t\ 

Kpiaipn  QTiypri,  t\  iJsyaAn:  oi  ttio ttoAAoI  to  TTapaiouv  kqi 

cpsuyouv.  Mevouve  Aiyoi.  EAoyou  aou  pou  (paivsaai 

KoAo^,  9a  TTpoo5£iiJ£i(;  — AapTTOuv  TO  iJdTia  aou.  Otqv,  |J£ 

Tou  KQipou  TO  TT£paa|ja,  (jopi|jda£i^  kqi  Yiv£i^  dao^  aii^ 

£TTivoria£i^,  OTQV  Tqv  T£xvr|  aou  £kA£tttuv£I5  kqi  Tqv 

Ka9apia£i^  an'  iq  (3paj|jid  tou  T£A£UTaiou  aou 

Siaiayijou  koi  |j£iv£i  q  T£xvn  yia  Tqv  T£xvn—  9u|jriaou 

|j£:  Kpu(3£i  |j£YaA£^  r\boyt(;.  Kai  Tojpa,  £Aa  va  aou  Sd^oj  tva 

£va  TO  £pYaA£ia  Tn<;  5ouA£ia5  pa^  koi  iq  XPHC^H  tou^. 

AuTH  n  TOvaAia  £ivai  yia  to  vuxia.  BA£tt£i^,  5i6Aou 

KO(pT£pri  oi\(;  QKQZc;  djaT£  va  ijqv  to  k6(3£i  ■  £i5iKri 

TTapaYY£Aia.  niav£i5  Y£pd  to  vuxi,  to  oifl^^zic; Suvoto  kqi 

TOTpapd(;.  0au|jdaio  £pYaA£io,  ttpqktiko. 


Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 


I 
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Thasites  Panos  (1923) 


Panos  Thasites  was  born  in  Molyvos  of  Mitilini  island,  Greece  on  1923.  He  studied  and 

practiced  law  in  Thessaloniki.  His  first  appereance  as  a  poet  had  been  the  poem  "Without 

Ark"  in  1952  with  very  promising  lyrics.  With  his  collections  "Pragmata"  (Things)  and 

"Pragmata  IF'  he  describes  clearly  the  social  adventure  as  seen  by  the  poet  himself.  In  1971 

the  poem  "Ekatonisos"  erotic  memories  engage  with  a  traumatic  today,  whereas  in  the  second 

part  of  the  collection,  "Eleinon  Theatron. . ."  ("Miserable  Theater. . ."),  the  reader  encounters  a 

bitter,  sarcastic  and  many  times  self-sarcastic  poertry. 
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O  Ylavoq  0aaiTr|(;  yswf|9r|KS  axo  MoXdPo  Tr[q  MDTiXf|vr|(;  to  1923,a7io'65aas  No|iiKd 
axo  Havs7iiaTf||iio  0saaaXoviKr|(;  Kai  daKrjas  5iKr|yopia  axri  0saaaXoviKr|.  E|i(paviaTr|KS 
TioirjTiKd  |is  xri  avXkoyr\  "Aixcoc;  KiPcoxo"  Kai  axixovq  nov  Sivav  |i6vov  dtiogxsgsk;.  Movov  |is 
xa  "Hpdyiiaxa"  Kai  KDpico(;  |is  xa  "Hpdy|iaxa  2  -  Api9|ioi"  9a  |iiXf|asi  tiio  ^SKd9apa  yia  xr|v 
KoivcoviKTi  |ia(;  TispiTisxsia,  OTicoc;  Pi69r|Ks  axov  7ioir|xf|.  To  1971  axr|v  "EKaxovrjao"  spcoxiKS(; 
|ivf||is(;  aD|i7iXsKovxai  |is  sva  xpaD|iaxiK6  Tiapov,  sv6  axo  Ss-oxspo  |ispo(;  xrjc;  avXkoyr\q,  (xo 
"EXssivov  9saxpov...")  sxod|is  Tiia  TiiKpfj,  aapKaaxiKfj  7ioir|ar|  tiod  tioXXsc;  (pops(;  (pxdvsi  axov 
aDxoaapKaa|i6. 
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They  shouldVe  given  in  a  litle 

They  Should've  Given  In  A  Little  What  do  these  people  want 

now,  and  get  us  angry?  What's  this  nonsense  they  mouth 

again  about,  supposedly,  hazy  deals  And  unlawful  gains? 

They  are  rude  and  envious,  third-generation  paupers. 

Starving  and  rightly  so,  considering  who  they  are  They  don't  even 

know  what  life  means  -They  take  it  easy,  begging  for  a  living 

-And  now  they  pretend  to  be  righteous.  They  act  like  a  bunch 

of  Robespierres!  After  all,  they  too  should've  been 

enterprizing,  Should've  given  in  a  little,  should've  been  flexible 

a  bit,  Should've  seized  opportunities,  should've  pushed  and 

stepped 

on  others  when  needed  After  all,  nobody  has  ever  forbidden 

these  things.  All  of  us  manage  to  live  with  them  and  make 

do. 

Are  they  posing  to  us  as  wise  guys,  now? 


Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 
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Aq  unoxcopouaav  Aiyo 

Ti  SeAouv  Tojpa  auToi  koi  pa^  9u|jdjvouv; 

Ti  KOUTa|jdp£^  A£V£  TTdAi  yia  5ri9£v  uttotttou^ 

auv5uaa|JOU5  yi '  avoijco^  K£p5ia|j£va;  Eivai 

^r|Aiapr|5£^,  avaywyoi,  ^uiroAriTOi  TraTTTTOu  irpo^ 

TTdTTTTOV,  TT£IVaa|J£VOI  KOI  SlKOJCO^  TCTOIOI TTOU  'VQI  5£V  ^£pOUV 

TI  9a  TT£i  ^ojri  THv  TTripav£  qto  £UKoAa  qjcoiJO^nTwvTa^  koi 

TOJpa  KQVOUV  TOU^  £Vap£TOU^, 

TToi^ouv  Tou^  Po(3£aTTi£pou^!  Zto  kotoj  -  KOTOJ,  av  qiav 
iKOvoi  Ki  auToi,  a^  UTTOxojpouaav  Aiyo,  ag  £AiaaovTav 

AiydKi,  a^  dpira^av  ti^  £UKaipi£5,  a^  onpcjjxvav  ki  a^ 
TTaTOuaav  crrr|v  avayKn  acpou  Kav£i(;  5£v  t  'aTTaY6p£iiJ£ 

aUTd  OAOI  |J£  KdTI  mOia  ^OU|J£  koi  TT£pVOU|J£ 

Tou^  £^UTTvou^  |ja^  Kdvouv  TOjpa; 
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Themelis  Yioryos  (1900  - 1976) 


Themelis  Yioryos  was  born  on  1900  on  the  island  of  Samos  and  died  on  1976  in 
Thessaloniki.  He  received  his  degree,  in  literature  from  the  University  of  Tessaloniki  in  1925 
and  began  teaching  Greek  language  and  literature  in  various  high  schools.  In  addition  to  his 
poetry  he  has  translated  ancient  Greek  plays.  Themelis's  early  poetry  revealed  a  complexity  of 
metaphysical  thought  and  had  for  themes  loneliness,  the  search  for  self-knowledge  and 
integrity,  the  invocation  of  a  lost  innocence  and  paradise,  a  lost  "face,"  and  an  inquiry  into  the 
meaning  of  death.  What  is  impressive  about  this  mature  poetry  is  the  distillation  of  his 
thought  in  statements  of  simplicity  with  few  of  the  decorative  aids  of  metaphor  or  trope, 
relying  for  poetic  worth  solely  on  the  strength  and  clarity  of  his  perceptions. 
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O  Ti6)pyoq  0s|isXr|(;  yswf|9r|KS  to  1900  axri  2d|io.  nf|ps  titdxio  AoyoTSxia(;  aTio  to 
navs7iiaTf||iio  0saaaXoviKr|(;  to  1925  Kai  SiSa^s  sXXr|viKf|  OiXoXoyia  Kai  AoyoTSxvia  as 
Sidcpopa  axoXsia.  Ilspa  aTio  ttjv  7ioir|ar|  sKavs  [iSTacppdasK;  as  noXka  apxaia  spya.  Ta  7ip6Ta 
5siy|iaTa  Tr[q  7ioir|ar|(;  tod  aTioKaXiJTiTODV  sva  aDvo0i3XXsD|ia  |iSTa(pDaiK6v  aKs\|/scov  Kai 
9s|iaToXoyia  ttj  |iova^id,  ttjv  ava^f|Tr|ar|  ttjc;  aDToyvcoaiac;  Kai  ttjc;  aKspai6Tr|Ta(;,  ttjv 
S7iiKXr|ar|  [iiac;  x^[iEvr[q  a9co6Tr|Ta(;  Kai  Evoq  x^I^^^C)D  TiapaSsiaoi)  Kai  |iia  ava^f|Tr|ar|  yia  to 
v6r||ia  TOD  OavdTOD.  To  svTDTicoaiaKO  aTr|v  tiio  6pi|ir|  (pdar|  ttjc;  7ioir|af|(;  tod,  sivai  r| 
aTioaTa^Tj  Tr|(;  aKS\|/r|(;  tod  as  anXsq  TipoTdasK;  |is  opia|isva  5iaKoa|ir|TiKd  aTOixsia 
|iSTa(popd(;,  ^aaiC^ovTaq  ttjv  a^ia  Tr|(;  7ioir|af|(;  tod  |i6vo  aTTj  5Dva|ir|  Kai  ttj  SiaDysia  tcov 

aVTl}lfl\|/S(DV  TOD. 
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Desolation 
(1953) 

Outside  of  us  things  die.  No  matter  where  you  walk  at  night 

you  hear  Something  like  a  whisper  coming  out 

Of  streets  you  have  never  walked  on  Of  houses  you  have 

never  visited  Of  windows  you  have  never  opened 

Of  rivers  over  which  you  have  never  stooped  to  drink 

Of  ships  on  which  you  have  never  sailed.  Outside  of  us  die 

trees  we  have  never  known.  The  wind  passes  through 

vanished  forests,  Animals  die  from  anonymity  and  birds 

from  silence.  Bodies  die  slowly,  slowly,  by  being 

abandoned.  Together  with  our  old  clothes  laid  away  in 

coffers.  Hands  we  have  never  touched  die  out  of  loneliness. 

Dreams  we  have  never  seen,  from  lack  of  light. 

Outside  of  us  begins  death's  desolation. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


EpHMici 
(1953) 

E^oj  OTTO  |ja^  TT£9aivouv  to  irpayiJaTa  Att'  ottou 
TTEpaasi^  vuxTQ,  QKOu^  aav  £va  qjiSupo  No  Pyc'VEi  otto 

TOU^  5p6|JOU^  TTOU  5£V  TTOTriaE^,  AtTO  to  QTTiTia  TTOU 

5£v  £TTiaK£(p9nK£^,  Att'  TO  TTopaSupa  TTOU  5£v  avoi^£^, 
Att'  to  TTOTd|jia  ttou  5£v  £aKuiiJ£^  va  tti£i^  v£p6,  Atto 

TO  TTAoia  TTOU  5£V  Ta^i5£llJ£5. 

E^oj  OTTO  iJQ^  TT£9aivouv  TO  5£VTpa  TTOU  5£  yvajpiaa|j£. 
0  av£|jo^  TT£pvd  OTTO  Sdaq  a(pavia|j£va.  n£9aivouv 
TO  ^djQ  OTTO  avajvu|jia  kqi  to  ttouAiq  otto  aiajTTn.  To 
adj|jaTa  TT£9aivouv  aiya-aiya  otto  £YKaTaA£iiijr|  Ma^i 

|j£  TO  TToAid  |ja^  (pop£|jaTa  |j£^  qtq  a£VT0UKia. 

n£9aivouv  TO  x^P'ci,  ttou  5£v  aYYiaa|j£,  otto  |JOva^ia. 

To  6v£ipa,  TTOU  5£v  £i5a|j£,  otto  aT£pnan  cpoJTO^.  E^oj 

OTTO  |ja^  opx'^^i  n  spnM'ci  Tou  9avdT0u.  To  piao^ 

oijcjo^  £PYaA£  kqi  K£ivo  TH  (pojvn  tou; 
«4^apou,  t'  ayKiQTpi,  tt'  a(pia£^,  dAAou  va  pi^q?  ci|j£». 
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Kavadhias  Nikos  (1910  - 1975) 


Nikos  Kavvadias  was  born  in  1910  in  a  small  town  in  Manchuria  near  Harbin,  by 
Greek  parents  from  Cefallonia.  When  he  was  very  young,  his  family  returned  to  Greece. 
He  wrote  his  first  poems  as  a  pupil  at  the  elementary  school.  In  1929,  he  started  working  as  a 
clerk  in  a  shipping  office  and  a  few  months  later  he  went  on  board  a  freighter  as  a  sailor.  Over 
the  next  few  years  he  continued  to  travel  on  the  freighters,  returning  home  wretched  and 
penniless,  only  to  take  off  again  shortly  after.  At  World  War  II  started,  he  became  a  soldier 
and  fought  in  Albania,  and,  throughout  the  German  Occupation  he  lived  in  Athens,  landed. 
He  embarked  again  in  1944  and  travelled  continuously,  as  a  wireless  operator,  all  over  the 
world,  until  November  1974  —  three  months  before  the  fatal  stroke  he  suffered  on  February 
10,1975. 

"Vardia",  his  only  novel,  was  published  for  the  first  time  in  1954.  His  collection  of  poems 
"Marabou"  was  published  in  1933,  "Pousi"  in  1947,  and  "Traverso"  in  1975.  His  short  stories 
"Li"  and  "Of  the  War/On  my  Horse"  were  published  in  1987.  "Li"  was  produced  as  a  film  in 
1995  with  the  title  "Between  the  Devil  and  the  Deep  Blue  Sea". 
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O  NiKoc;  KaPPa5ia(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1910  as  |iid  |iiKpf|  7i6Xr|  Tr|(;  Mavx^oDpiac;  Kovxd 
GTO  Xap|i7iiv,  aTio  yovsic;  EXkr[VEq  (Ks(paXXoviTS(;).  Oxav  fjxav  noXv  |iiKp6(;,  r|  oiKoysvsia 
yopiGS  Gxriv  EXkada.  Ma9r|Tf|(;  tod  ArnioxiKo-o,  sypa\|/s  xa  Tip^xa  xod  7ioif||iaxa.  To  1929, 
7if|ys  V7iaXkr[koq  as  vaDxiKO  ypacpsio  Kai  XiyoDc;  |if|vs(;  apyoxspa  |i7iapKdpr|as  vamr[q  as 
(popxriyo.  Fia  |ispiKd  XP^^^^?  aDVSxias  va  (psi3ysi  |is  xa  (popxrjyd,  va  yDpi^si  Tiiaco 
xaXai7icopr||isvo(;  Kai  a5sKapo(;,  yia  va  ^avacpuysi  as  Xiyo.  Sxov  B'  HayKoaiiio  H6Xs|io,  7if|ys 
axpaxi6xr|(;  axrjv  AXPavia  ki  s|isivs  ^s|i7iapK0(;  axrjv  A9f|va,  xa  xP^via  xr|(;  rsp|iaviKf|(; 
Kaxoxri^;.  Sava|i7iapKdpr|as  xo  1944  Kai  xa^i5s\|/s  aSidKOTia,  (Dq  aaDp|iaxiaxf|(;,  as  oXo  xov 
Koaiio,  cdq  xov  Nos|iPpr|  xod  1974  —  xpsi(;  |ifivs(;  Tipiv  an'  xo  syKscpaXiKO  STisiaoSio,  axiq  10 
xoDOXspdpri,  1975. 

H  "BdpSia",  xo  [lovaSiKo  xod  |iD9iax6pr||ia,  KDicXocpoprjas  yia  7ip6xr|  (popd  xo  1954.  H 
7ioir|xiKf|  aD^Xoyfj  "Mapa|i7ioD"  KDicXocpoprjas  xo  1933,  xo  "HoDai"  xo  1947,  Kai  xo  " 
TpaPspao  "  xo  1975.  Ta  |iiKpd  Tis^d  "Ai",  Kai  "Tod  7ioXs|iod/2xo  dXoyo  |iod"  KDK^ocpoprjaav 
xo  1987.  To  "Ai"  yDpiaxrjKs  as  Kivr||iaxoypa(piKf|  xaivia  xo  1995  |is  xixXo  "Between  the  Devil 
and  the  Deep  Blue  Sea". 
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Marabou 
(1933) 

Sailors  I  have  bunked  with  say  of  me 

that  I'm  a  thick-skinned  roughneck,  and  depraved. 

that  I  despise  all  women  treacherously, 

that  never  once  have  I  shacked  up  with  them. 

They  even  say  I  take  hashish,  cocaine. 

that  some  vile,  loathsome  passion  grips  my  soul, 

that  my  whole  body  is  deeply  stigmatized 

with  lewd  tattoos,  disgusting  and  perverse. 

They  also  speak  of  still  more  dreadful  crimes 

that  are  crude  myths  and  fabricated  lies; 

but  that  which  cost  me  my  deepest  lethal  wound 

not  one  man  knows:  I've  told  no  living  soul! 

For  when  at  twilight  tropic  nights  have  fallen 

and  flocks  of  marabou  fly  toward  the  West, 

something  persistent  goads  me  to  write  down 

what  has  become  my  endless,  secret  wound. 

1  was  midshipman  once  on  postal  ships 

that  sailed  the  Egyptian  line  to  southern  France, 

and  knew  her  then  a  pure  white  Alpine  flower 

until  close  filial  ties  bound  us  together. 

The  aristocratic,  frail  and  melancholy 

child  of  a  rich  Egyptian  who  had  killed 

himself,  she  sailed  her  sorrow  to  far  lands, 

hoping  to  drown  her  deep  grief  somewhere  there.  She 

almost  always  read  Bashkirtsev's  Journal 

and  madly  adored  the  Saint  of  Avila. 

she'd  often  read  to  me  French  mournful  verses 

and  gaze  for  hours  on  the  sea's  expanse. 

And  I,  who'd  only  known  the  flesh  of  whores 

and  had  a  spineless  and  sea-battered  soul, 

found  by  her  side  my  long-lost  childhood  joys 

and  listened  as  to  a  sibyl,  ecstatically. 


MapaiJnoiJ 
(1933) 

A£V£  yia  |j£va  oi  vauTiKoi  ttou  £^riaa|j£  pa^i 
TTOJ^  £i|jai  KOKOipaxaAo  TO|japi  5i£aTpa|j|j£vo, 

TTOJ^  Tl^  yUVaiK£^  |J'  £Va  ipOTTOV  UTTOUAO  iJiadj 

Ki  OTi  |j'  auT£^  va  KoipriSob  TTOT£  |jou  5£v  TTnyaivoj. 

AKopa,  A£V£  TTOJ^  Tpa(3dj  xaaiai  koi  koko, 

TTOj^  KOTTOio  TTdSo^  |j£  KpaT£i  cppiXTO  KOI  aixa|J£vo, 

KI  oAoKAqpo  £xaj  to  Koppi  |j£  ^ajypa(pi£^  aicJXP£?, 

aixa|j£pa  TTapa^£V£^,  (3a9ia  aTiY|jaTia|j£vo. 

AKOfJO,  A£V£  TTpa|jaTa  cppiXTO  irapa  ttoAu, 

TTOU  £iv'  6|jaj^  iiJ£|jaTa  xovTpd  koi  KaTaaK£uaa|j£va, 

KI  auTO  TTOU  £aToixia£  oz  \}z  ttAhy^  9avaT£p£^ 

Kav£i^  5£v  TO  '|ja9£,  yiOTi  5£v  to  'ttq  oz  Kav£va. 

M'  aTT6iiJ£,  Tojpa  ttou  £TT£a£v  n  TpoTTiKH  (3pa5ia, 

KOI  (p£UYOUV  TTpO^  TO  SUTIKCt  TOJV  Mapa|JTTOU  TO  QpilVn 

KQTi  |j£  aTTp(iJxv£i  £TTi|jova,  VQ  ypoiijaj  QTO  xapTi,  £K£iVO, 

TTOU  TTOVTOTivn  Kpucpq  TTAnyr)  |JOu  £Yivr|.  H|jouva  t6t£ 

56ki|jo(;  a'  £va  AapTTpo  TToaTCtA 

KOI  Ta^i5£ua|j£  AiyuTTTO  Ypa|j|jri  Notio  foAAia. 

T6t£  ir\  yvdjpiaa  — aav  dvBo^  £|JOia^£  qAttiko— 

KOI  |jia  aT£vri  pa^  tbzozy  obzk(f\Kt\  cpiAia. 

ApiQTOKpaTiKn,  A£TTTri  KOI  |j£AaYXoAiKri, 

KOpn  £V6^  TTAoUQIOU  AiyUTTTlOU  OTTOU  'x£  auTOKTOvria£i, 

Ta^i5£U£  Tq  Autth  Tq?  oz  xwp£?  |jaKpiv£^,  ijiittoj^  £K£i 

Yiv6Tav£  va  Tr|V£  Ar|a|JOvria£i.  flavTO  ax£56v  Tq? 

MTTaaKipTa£(p  KpaTOua£  to  ZoupvaA,Kai  Tqv  Ayia  ir]c, 

A(3iAa^  TTQpacpopa  aYaTTOua£,  auxva  qtIxou^  aTTaYY£Av£ 

9Ai|j|j£vou^  YaAAiKOu^,Ki  d3p£5  TToAA£5  TTpo^  TH  yoAa^iav 

£KTaan  £K0iT0ua£.  Ki  £Ydj,  TTOU  ijovov  £Taipajv  £YV(jbpi^a 

KopiJid,  KI  £ixa  |jidv  d(3ouAn  ipuxn  5ap|j£vn  ott'  to 

TT£Aan,  iJTTpoQTQ  Tq^  £^ava(5piaKa  Tqv  TTOiSiKri  xopct 

KOI,  aav  TTpocpHTn,  £KaTaTiK65  Tqv  dKOua  va  |jiAd£i.  Eva 

fjiKpo  ir](;  TT£paaa  QTOupov  ott'  to  Aai|j6  ki  £K£ivn  £va 
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Around  her  throat  I  hung  a  small  gold  cross 

and  she  in  turn  gave  me  a  handsome  wallet; 

on  earth  there  was  no  sadder  man  than  I 

that  day  we  reached  her  port  of  debarkation. 

Sailing  the  freighters,  I  called  constantly 

to  mind  my  patroness,  my  guardian  angel, 

until  her  photograph  by  the  prow  became 

a  green  oasis  in  the  desert's  heart. 

I  think  that  I  should  stop  my  story  here, 

for  my  hand  trembles,  the  torrid  wind  inflames  me. 

Here  gorgeous  riverine  tropic  flowers  stink, 

a  stupid  marabou  shrills  in  the  distance. 

But  I'll  write  on  , . .  One  night  in  a  strange  port 

I  soon  got  drunk  on  whiskey,  gin,  and  beer, 

until  toward  midnight,  staggering  heavily, 

I  took  the  road  toward  houses  lewd  and  lost. 

There  where  coarse  women  lure  their  sailor  friends, 

some  whore  in  laughter  suddenly  snatched  my  hat 

(an  old  French  habit  of  street  prostitutes) 

and  I  tagged  after,  almost  against  my  will. 

Her  room  was  small  and  filthy,  like  all  the  rest, 

plaster  hung  down  in  shreds  along  the  walls, 

and  she  but  human  rags  with  a  hoarse  voice, 

yet  with  strange,  brooding,  demon-driven  eyes.  She  dowsed 

the  lights,  and  we  flopped  down  together. 

My  fingers  could  quite  clearly  count  her  bones. 

She  stank  of  absinthe.  I  woke,  as  the  poets  say, 

"as  soon  as  dawn  had  strewn  her  rose-red  petals." 

When  in  the  pallid  morning  light  I  saw 

her  plain,  she  seemed  so  sad  and  cursed  a  creature 

that  with  an  awe  most  odd,  as  though  with  fear, 

I  hurriedly  took  my  wallet  out  to  pay  her. 

Twelve  sad  French  francs...  But  she  screamed  frantically 

and  stared  with  frightened  eyes  once  on  my  purse,  once  on 

my  face,  with  horror.  Then  I,  too,  froze,  for  round  her 

throat  I  saw  a  small  gold  cross. 

I  rushed  out  like  a  madman,  without  my  hat, 

like  one  insane  who  lolls  and  staggers  on. 


|jou  xapiQE  |j£ydAo  TTopiocpoAi 

Ki  nijouv  0  TTio  5uaTuxicr|J£vo^  avSpojiro^  Tq?  yn?, 

OTQv  £(p9aaa|j£  a'  auinv  ttou  9a  '(p£uy£,  inv  ttoAh. 

Tqv  £aK£(pT6|J0uva  jjoKKzc;  (pop£g  qto  (popinya, 

oj^  £va  TTapaaidTn  |JOu  ki  dYY£Ao  cpuAaKO  |JOu, 

KOI  |jia  (pojToypacpia  ir\c,  oir\y  TrAajpn  qiav  yia  |j£ 

oaari,  ttou  £va^  auvavTd  |j£^  QTqv  KOpSia  Tq? 

No|ji^aj  TTOJ^  9£  va  'ttp£tt£  va  QTaiJOTriaaj  £5dj 

Tp£|j£i  TO  x£pi  |JOU,  6  9£P|j65  aY£pa^  |J£  (pAoYi^£i. 

KoTi  av9r|  £^aiaia  tpottikq  tou  ttotoijou  (3paj|J0uv, 

KI  £va  pAaKdj5£^  Mapa|JTTOu  TTapd|j£pa  YpuAi^£i. 

0a  TTpoxojpnaaj!. ..  Mia  (3pa5id  oz  mpio  ^£vik6 

£ixa  |j£9ua£i  Tpo|j£pa  |j£  oujqku,  t^iv  koi  |JTTupa, 

KOI  KOTO  TO  |j£aavuxTa,  tpikAI^ovto^  (Bapia, 

TO  5p6|JO  TTpo^  TO  (3p(jO|j£pd,  xci|J£va  QTTiTia  £TTripa. 

Aiaxp£?  YuvaiK£^  TpafSayav  £K£i  tou^  vqutikou^, 

KQTTOia  |J'  apTTO^'  OTTOTOIJa,  Y£AdjVTa^,  TO  KaTT£A0 

(TToAid  auvri9£ia  yaAAiKr)  tou  5p6|JOu  tojv  TTopvojv) 

KI  £Ydj  Tqv  aKoAou9naa  ax£56v  x^PK  va  9£Aaj. 

Mia  Kd|japa  aT£vri,  iJiKpr),  aav  6A£^  Pp(jO|j£pri, 

01  aa(3£aT£^  ott'  tou^  toIxou^  Tq^  £TT£(pTav£  KO|j|jaTia,  tti 

auTH  pdKO^  av9pdjTTivo  ttou  £|jiAaY£  (3paxvd,  |j£ 

aKOT£iva,  TTapa^£va,  5ai|J0via|j£va  ijotiq.  Tq?  £iTTa  ki 

£a(3na£  TO  (poj^..  ETT£aa|j£  |ja^i. 

To  5dxTuAa  |JOu  Ka9apd  |j£Tpaav  to  kokqAq  Tq^. 

Bp(j0|joua£  aiiJ£VTi.  E^uTTvnaa,  w^  A£V£  oi  j\o\r\itq, 

«  |j6Ai^  £aK6pTTi^£v  n  auyn  to  po5oTT£TaAd  Tq?  ». 

Otqv  Tqv  £i5a  koi  qto  cpoj^  t'  axvo  to  TTpojivo, 

|jou  (pdvnK£  AuTTnT£pri,  |ja  KoAaa|j£vn  toqo, 

TTOU  |j'  £va  btoq  oAAokoto,  oo  va  'xa  (po(3n9£i, 

TO  TTopTOcpoAi  |j,ou  £(3YaAa  yopyd  va  Tqv  TTAqpcjaco. 

A(jj5£Ka  cppdyKO  yaAAiKd  ...  Ma  £(3YaA£  |jia  (pcovr), 

KI  £i5a  |jia  £|j£va  va  KOiTd  |j£  |jdTi  aYpi£|j£vo, 

KOI  |Jia  TO  TTOpTOCpoAl  |JOU  .  .  .  M'  aTT6|J£IVa  KI  £Y(jJ 

£va  QTOupov  OTTdvco  ir\q  aav  £i5a  Kp£|jaa|j£vo. 

z£xvdjvTa^  TO  KaTT£Ao  |JOu  Pyhko  aav  tov  Tp£A6, 

aav  TOV  Tp£A6  ttou  aSidKOTTO  TpiKAi^£i  koi  XC(^£U£I, 

(p£pvovTa5  |j£aa  aTO  aipa  pou  pia  appwaTia  Tpo|j£pri, 
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but  bearing  in  my  blood  a  dread  disease 

that  in  great  torment  racl<s  rny  body  still. 

All  sailors  I  have  bunked  with  say  of  me 

that  it's  been  years  since  I've  shacked  up  with  girls, 

that  I'm  a  roughneck,  that  I  take  cocaine. 

If  the  poor  wretches  only  knew,  they'd  all  forgive  me  .  . 

My  hand  shakes...  fever...  I've  lost  count  and  stare 

at  a  still  marabou  by  the  riverbank 

that  stubbornly  stares  at  me.  We're  both  alike, 

I  think,  in  loneliness  and  stupidity. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


TTOu  QKOiJa  paaaviQTiKd  to  adj|ja  |Jou  ttqiSeuei.  Aeve 
yia  |j£va  oi  vqutikoj  ttou  £Ka|ja|j£  pa^i  ttcj^  xpovia  Tojpa 

|J£  YUVaiKQ  £Y(jb  5£V  £XaJ  TT£a£l,  TTOJ^  £i|jai  TTOAlOTOIJapO 

Koi  TTOJ^  Tpa(3daj  koko.  M'  av  ri^£pav  oi  Suqtuxoi,  9a  |j' 

£ixavauxajp£a£i... 

To  x£pi  Tp£|j£i ...  0  TTup£T6^  . . .  z£xaaTnKa  TTOAU, 

aaaA£UTO  £va  MapapTTOu  ainv  6x9n  va  Koiid^oj,  Ki  tioi 

KOBdj^  £TTi|JOVa  KI  £K£iVO  |J£  KOITQ, 

vo|ji^aj  TTOJ^  oit\  ijova^ia  kqi  oir\  (3AaK£ia  tou  poia^co. 
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Kavafis  Konstandinos  (1863  -  1933) 


Cavafis  Konstandinos  was  born  on  1863  in  Alexandria,  Egypt,  and  died  in  Athens  on 
1933.  On  his  father's  death  the  family  emigrated  to  Liverpool  and  London  but  returned  to 
Alexandria  where  he  remained  for  the  rest  of  his  life  working  in  the  Department  of  Irrigation 
of  the  ministry  of  Public  Works,  reaching  the  rank  of  assistant  to  the  Bureau  Chief  His 
poems,  written  on  a  demotic  base,  but  with  a  mixture  strangely  his  own  from  Ancient 
Byzantine,  and  Medieval  Greek  are  brief,  neither  motional  nor  lyrical,  but  dramatic, 
narrative,  objective,  realistic,  a  recounting  of  facts  and  episodes  in  a  tone  of  voice  which  is 
dry,  precise  deliberately  prosaic  and,  above  all,  ironic.  His  is  the  undisputed  founder  of 
modem  Greek  poetry. 

[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  KcovaxavTivoc;  Kapdcprjc;  yswf|0r|KS  to  1863  axriv  AXs^dvSpsia  Tr\q  Aiy-OTixou  Kai 
TisGavs  axriv  A9f|va  to  1933.  Msxd  to  9dvaT0  tod  TiaTspa  tod  r|  oiKoysvsia  |iSTavdaTSDas  gto 
AtpspTioDX  Kai  aTO  AovSivo  aXka  S7isaTps\|/s  aTr|v  AXs^dvSpsia  otiod  7iaps|isivav  yia  to 
DTioXoiTio  Tr|(;  ^cof|(;  TOD(;.  EpydaTrjKS  gto  T|if||ia  dp5sDar|(;  tod  YjiODpysiOD  Ar||i6aicov  'Epycov, 
KaTaKT6vTa(;  to  Pa0|i6  tod  Por|0oD  AisdGdvtti.  Ta  7ioif||iaTd  tod  ypd(pTr|Kav  |is  pdar|  ttj 
5r||ioTiKf|  aXka  |is  sva  TipoacoTiiKo  |iiy|ia  aTio  apxaio-BD^avTivd  Kai  |isaaicoviKd  sXXrjviKd 
XCopi(;  va  sivai  XDpiKoc;  aXka  5pa|iaTiK6(;,  a(pr|yr||iaTiK6(;,  avTiKsi|isviK6(;,  psaXiaTiK6(;,  |iia 
s^iaToprjari  tcov  ysyovoTCOv  Kai  tcov  STisiaoSicov  |is  svav  ^spo  tovo  (pcovfjc;,  Tis^oypacpiKo  Kai, 
Tipo  TidvTCOv  sipcoviKo.  Eivai  aSiacpiXoviKTiTa  o  i5pDTf|(;  Tr|(;  sXXr|viKf|(;  iiovTspvac;  7ioir|ar|(;. 
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The  city 
(1894) 

You  said,  "I  will  go  to  another  land.  I  will  go  to  another  sea. 

Another  city  shall  he  found  better  than  this.  Each  one 

of  my  endeavors  is  condemned  by  fate:  my  heart  lies 

buried  like  a  corpse.  How  long  in  this  disintegration  can  the 

mind  remain.  Wherever  I  turn  my  eyes,  wherever  I  gaze, 

see  here  only  the  black  ruins  of  my  life  where  1  have 

spent  so  many  years,  and  ruined  and  wrecked  myself."  New 

places  you  shall  never  find,  you'll  not  find  other  seas.  The 
city  still  shall  follow  you.  You'll  wander  still  in  the  sanne 
streets,  you'll  roann  in  the  same  neighborhoods,  in 
these  same  houses  you'll  turn  gray.  You'll  always  arrive 
at  this  same  city.  Don't  hope  for  somewhere  else;  no  ship 
for  you  exists,  no  road  exists.  Just  as  you've  ruined  your 

life  here,  in  this  small  corner  of  earth,  you've  wrecked  it  now 
the  whole  world  through. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


H  noAiq 
(1894) 

EiTT£^:  «0a  Trayoj  a'  dAAq  yn,  9a  Trdyoj  a'  aAAq 

9aAaaaa.  Mia  ttoAi^  aAAq  9a  (3p£9£i  KaAuTSpq  otto 

auir).  Kd9£  TTpoaTTd9£ia  |JOu  |jia  KaiaSiKn  £ivai 

ypacpiri  ki  £iv'  q  Kap5id  pou  -  aav  v£Kp6^  -  9a|j|j£vn. 

0  vou^  |JOu  oj^  tt6t£  |J£^  qtov  |japaa|j6v  auTOv  9a  |j£V£i; 

Ottou  to  ijoti  |jou  yupiaoj,  ottou  ki  av  5(jo  £p£iTTia 

paupa  TH?  (cori^  |JOu  PAettco)  £5d), 

TTOu  Toaa  xpdvia  mpaaa  Koi  pniJa^a  koi  xdAaaa.» 

Kaivoupyiou^  tottou^  5£v  9a  Pp£ig,  5£v  9a  '(3p£i^  aAA£^ 

9dAaaa£^.  H  ttoAi^  9a  oz  aKoAou9£i.  Iioug  5p6|JOu^ 

9a  yupvd^  tou^  i5iou^.  Kai  oitc;  y£itovi£5  t£^  i5i£^  9a 

Y£pva^  KOI  |j£5  QTO  i5ia  airiTia  auia  9'  aaTTpi^£i^.  ndvia 

QTHv  TToAn  auir)  9a  (p9dv£i^.  fia  to  aAAou  -  ijq  £ATTi^£i^ 

5£v  £X£i  ttAoIo  yia  oz,  5£v  £X£i  o5d.  Etqi  ttou  iq  ^ojri 

aou  pri|ja^£^  £5dj  oir\y  koxh  touth  thv  piKpr),  a' 

oAqv  Tqv  yq  Tqv  xdAaa£^. 
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Thermopylae 
(1901) 

All  honor  to  those  who  in  their  lives 

have  set  themselves  to  guard  Thermopylae. 

Not  swerving  from  their  line  of  duty, 

upright  and  just  in  all  their  actions, 

yet  filled  with  pity  and  compassion; 

generous  when  they're  rich,  and  when 

they're  poor,  generous  in  little  things; 

still  helping  others  all  they  can; 

telling  the  truth  always,  and  yet 

holding  no  hatred  against  liars. 

And  greater  honor  still  is  due  them 

when  they  foresee  (and  many  do  foresee) 

that  Ephialtes  finally  will  appear, 
and  that  the  Modes,  at  last,  will  get  through. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


OEpMonuAsq 
(1901) 

Tipn  a'  £K£ivou5  OTTOu  QTHv  ^ajq  tojv 
opiaav  KOI  cpuAdyouv  0£p|jOTTuA£^. 

nOT£  OTTO  TO  XP£0^  pq  KIVOUVT£^ 

SiKQioi  Ki  iaiol  a'  6A£^  tojv  t£^  TTpd^£i^, 
oAAa  |j£  AuTTn  KioAa^  ki  £uaTTAaxvia  ■ 
y£vvaioi  oaoKi^  £ivai  ttAouqioi,  ki  otqv 
£ivai  TTTOJXoi,  ttciA'  £i^  iJiKpov  y£vvaioi, 

TTOAl  aUVTp£XOVT£^  OQO  |JTTOpOUV£- 

TTavTOT£  THv  aAri9£ia  o|jiAouvt£5, 

TTAqv  xwpi^  |jiao^  yia  tou^  iij£u56|J£vou5. 

Kai  TT£piaa6T£pn  Ti|jri  tou^  ttp£tt£i 

OTQV  TTpO(3A£TTOUV  (KQI  TTOAAoI  TTpo(3A£TTOUV) 

TTOJ^  0  EcpidAin?  9a  (pav£i  qto  itkoq, 
KI  01  Mri5oi  £TTiT£Aou^  9a  5iapouv£. 
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Kazantzakis  Nikos  (1883  - 1957) 


Kazantzakis  Nikos  was  born  on  1883  in  Iraklion,  Crete,  and  died  on  1957  in  a  hospital 
clinic  in  Freiburg,  Germany.  He  took  his  degree  in  law  at  the  University  of  Athens  in  1906, 
continued  his  studies  at  the  Sorbonne  where  he  also  attended  lectures  by  Henri  Bergson,  and 
began  his  many  peregrinations  writing  travel  books  on  England,  Spain,  Japan.  He  translated 
into  modern  Greek  about  fifty  books.  Wrote  his  own  epic  poem.  The  Odyssey;  a  book  of 
poems  about  the  men  and  women  who  influenced  him  most  in  life,  about  12  novels,  22  plays, 
9  films  scenarios,  anautobiography,  a  history  of  Russian  literature,  many  books  for  grade 
school  use,  three  philosophical  studies,  and  hundreds  of  articles  for  newspapers,  periodicals, 
and  encyclopedias.  For  brief  periods  he  served  as  General  Director  of  the  Ministry  of  Public 
Welfare,  1919;  as  minister  without  portfolio,  1945;  and  as  Advisor  for  Literature  for 
UNESCO,  1947.  For  1956  he  was  given  the  State  Prize  for  Drama,  in  1957  the  International 
Peace  Prize,  and  was  several  times  nominated  for  the  Nobel  Prize.  His  novel  Zorba  the  Greek 
was  made  into  an  American  film  and  Broadway  musical;  his  novel  The  Greek  Passion  into  a 
French  Film  and  into  an  opera  by  the  Czech  composer  Ohyslav  Martinu;  and  his  play  The 
Master  Craftsman  into  a  Greek  opera  by  Manolis  Kalomiris. 
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O  NiKoc;  Ka^avxaKTic;  yswf|0r|KS  to  1883  axo  HpdKXsio  ttjc;  Kpf|Tr|(;  Kai  7is0avs  to 
1957  as  |iia  voaoKO|isiaKf|  kXivikti  axo  Freiburg  Tr|(;  rsp|iavia(;.  ATiocpoiTrjas  aTio  ttj  vo|iiKf| 
TOD  HavsTiiaxriiiioD  A9r|v6v  to  1906  Kai  aDvsxias  tk;  a7ioD5s(;  tod  gtti  Sorbonne  otiod 
7iapaKoXoD9r|as  tk;  diaks^siq  tod  Henri  Bergson  Kai  dpxias  tk;  7ispi7iXavf|asi(;  tod  ypd(povTa(; 
Ta  Ta^iSicoTiKd  PipXia  yia  ttjv  AyyXia,  laTiavia  Kai  laTicovia.  MsTSCppaas  aTa  vsa  sXXrjviKd 
TispiTioD  7isvf|VTa  PipXia.  'Eypa\|/s  to  stiiko  7ioir||id  tod,  ttjv  OSDaasia,  sva  PipXio  7ioir||idTC0v 
yia  TOD(;  dvSpsc;  Kai  tk;  yDvaiKS(;  tiod  toy  S7ir|psaaav  tiio  tioXd  otti  ^cof|  tod,  TispiTioD  12 
|iD9iaTopf||iaTa,  22  GsaTpiKd  spya,  9  asvdpia  Taivi6v,  ttjv  aGToPioypacpia  tod,  ttjv  laTopia 
Tr|(;  pcoaiKf|(;  XoyoTSxviac;,  noXka  axoXiKd  PipXia,  TpsK;  (piXoao(piKS(;  |isXsts(;,  Kai  SKaT0VTd5s(; 
dp9pa  yia  s(pr||ispi5s(;,  TispioSiKd  Kai  syKDKXo7iai5siS(;.  Y7ir|psTr|as  to  1919  cdq  ysviKoc; 
ypa|i|iaTsa(;  tod  YTiODpysioD  Arjiioaiac;  EDTjiispiac;,  coc;  YjiODpyoc;  avsD  xo^P^^ocpD^aKioD  to 
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1945  Kai  cdq  av^i^ovXoq  Xoyoxs'/yiaq  yia  Tr|v  0YNE2K0  to  1947.  To  1956  tod  a7iovs|if|9r|Ks 
TO  KpaTiKo  PpaPsio  GsdTpoD,  TO  1957  to  5is9vs(;  PpaPsio  sipf|vr|(;,  Kai  apKSTSc;  (pops(; 
7ipoTd9r|Ks  yia  to  PpaPsio  N6|i7isX.  To  spyo  tod  Zop|i7id(;  syivs  a|ispiKdviKr|  Taivia  Kai 
liioDGiKaX  GTO  Broadway,  to  |iD0iaT6pr||id  tod  To  EXXtjviko  nd9o(;  yDpiaTr|Ks  yaA.X.iKf|  Taivia 
Kai  OTispa  aTio  toy  tgsxo  gdvGstti  Ohyslav  Martinu  Kai  to  GsaTpiKo  tod  spyo  O 
npcoTO|idaTopa(;  as  sXXr|viKf|  OTispa  ajio  toy  Mav6Xr|  KaXo|ioipr|. 
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Hymn  from  verse  drama  Christ 
(1928) 

Virgin  IVIother,  on  whose  untouched  body  the  seed  has 

fallen 

like  spirit  and  the  Logos  has  become  flesh  feeding 

on  your  ever  virginal  womb,  like  an  infant! 

My  Lady  Submission,  you  too  accept  the  pain, 

like  the  Cross,  and  bow  your  head 

with  patience,  toward  the  earth,  smiling, 

my  Lady,  so  that  the  world  won't  drown  in  your  tears! 

You  are  the  Ark  that  shines  on  the  abyss 

like  an  egg  and  sails  on  God's  dark  seas, 

guarding  inside  you  the  seeds  of  all! 

You  tread  on  the  green  crescent  and, 

holding  all  our  hopes  in  your  hands, 

ascend  to  the  untamed  sky  loaded  and 

faintly  smiling,  stand  by  your  son. 

You  are  the  blooming  branch  on  the  abyss 

of  its  strength;  you  are  the  meek  thought 

in  the  flaming  furnace  of  its  wrath. 

You  have  planted  the  soft,  tender  tree  of  Goodness 

in  between  the  tree  of  Life  and  that  of  Knowledge 

in  God's  garden.  And  it  grows  tall,  watered  by  your  tears, 

sprouts  branches,  surpasses  the  other  trees,  blooms,  bears 

fruit  like  the  good  olive  tree  and  shines. 

And  the  Omnipotent  rests  in  its  shade. 

And  when  the  Second,  the  horrible.  Coming  arrives, 

and  the  Archangels  will  ruthlessly  separate 

the  goats  from  the  sheep,  you  will  stoop 

to  your  son  imploringly  to  intercede.  Merciful  Lady! 

And  at  once  his  untamed  mind  will  soften 

and  the  columns  will  disperse,  and  the  righteous 

will  embrace  the  sinners  and  be  embraced,  and  pure  virgins 

will  do  so  with  women  who  had  loved  much  on  earth. 


Ano  TO  5pd|ja  Xpioroq 
(1928) 

nap9£va  Mava, ,  ttou  aav  TTV£|ja  STTiaaTn  o  airopo^ 

QTO  acpiAqTO  Koppi,  ki  o  Aoyo^  £aapKdj9n 

TO  a|j6A£UT0  TpuyojvTa^  airAaxvo  aou  aa  (Spscpo^! 

"Q  AEQTTOiva  |JOu  YTTOTayn,  tov  ttovo  5£^ou  tov 

KOI  au,  aav  to  aToupo,  kqi  ysips  to  KscpaAi 

|J£  UTTOpOVri,  KOTO  Tq  YH^  XCPOY^^^VTQ^— 

va  ijqv  TTviysi,  Kupd,  qtq  KAdpaTa  aou  o  Koapo^! 
Eau  'aai  t\  kiPojto^,  ttou  aav  auyo  aTqv  afBuaao 

Ad|JTT£l5  KOI  aTOU  0£OU  TH  aKOTEIVid  ap|j£vi^£i^, 

(3a9id  TO  aTTspiJOTO  oAa  psaa  aou  cppoupojvTa^. 

To  TTpdaivo  5p£TTav(jOTd  TTOTd^  cpEyydpi, 

KI  dA£^  aTO  x^pici  cjou  KpOTOJVTa^  Ti^  eAttISs^  ijo^ 

aTov  dypiov  oupavo  KOTdcpopTn  avspaivsi^* 

KI  axvoysAdjvTa^  aTEKsaai  5£^id  aTO  yio  aou. 

Eau  'aai  to  av9ia|j£vo  to  KAapi  aTqv  d(3uaao 

TH?  5uva|jn?  Tou  £au  'aai  o  aTOxaa|jd^  o  TTpdo^ 

|j£^  aTO  (pA£Yd|j£vo  kqijIvi  Tq^  opyr)^  tou. 
Ava|j£ad^  aTq^  Zcoq^  to  5£v5po  koi  Tq^  fvajan?, 

aTOV  KHTTO  TOU  0£OU  aU  (pUT£llJ£^,  Kupd  |JOU, 

TO  acppdTO,  Tpu(p£p6  TH?  KaAoauvn?  5£v5po- 

KI  OJ^  TTdTI^£^  TO  |J£  TO  KAd|Ja,  £TTrip£  |JTTdl, 

TT£Td£i  KAapid,  aK£TTd^£i  t'  dAAa  5£VTpa,  av9i^£i, 

piXV£i  KopTTO,  aav  Tqv  KoAqv  £Aid,  Koi  (p£YY£i 

KI  0  navTo5uva|Jog  aTov  iaKio  tou  avaTTau£Tai. 

Ki  n  A£UT£pn  cppixTH  aav  £p9£i  flapouaia 

KI  01  apxdYY£Aoi  daTTAaxva  to  picpia  9a  xwpi^ouv 

OTTO  t'  apvid,  9a  aKui|j£i5  TdT£  £au  aTO  yio  aou, 

TTopoKAriTd,  va  |j£aiT£iiJ£i^,  EA£ouaa! 

T'  a5d|jaaTa  |j£|jid^  9a  tou  |j£pdjaouv  (pp£va 

KI  01  Td^£5  9a  xciAdaouv  oi  5ittA£^,  koI  SIkoioi 

y  oyKaAiaaTOuv  |j£  aiJapTcoAou^,  ki  ayv^  TTap9£V£5  |j£ 

Ti^  YuvaiK£5  TTOU  TToAu  aTH  YH?  aydTTqaav.  NiKd^  Tq 
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You  defeat  justice,  You,  with  love! 

And  all  of  us  together  will  start  to  dance,  and  you  Lady  will 

stand  at  the  end  of  the  line  dancing  in  the  unsetting  sun  of 

God  joyful  and  very  humble,  like  the  heart  of  man. 

Translated  by:  M.  Bayron  Raizis 


AiKOioauvn  Eau  |j£  Tqv  ayaTrri 

Ki  oAoi  iJQ^i  9a  aupou|j£  xopo,  kqi  9a  'aai  qtov  Kd(3o 

Tou  xopou,  Kupa  koi  9a  xopsusi^ 

QTOV  apaaiAsuTO  qAio  tou  0£Ou  xcipou|j£vn 

KOI  TaTTEIVn  TTOAU,  QOV  TqV  KOpSld  TOU  av9pd3TTOu! 
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Karelli  Zoe  (1901  - 1998) 


Karelli  Zoe  was  Born  on  1901  in  Thessaloniki  and  died  there  on  1998.  She  received 
the  education  of  a  girl  of  good  family  according  to  her  class  and  period  by  being  tutored  in 
English,  German,  French  and  Italian.  She  shared  the  Second  State  Prize  in  Poetry  in  1955, 
was  awarded  the  Palmes  Academique  by  France's  Ministry  of  Education  in  1959,  won  the 
First  State  Prize  in  Poetry  in  1974  and  the  Ouranis  Award  by  the  Athens  Academy  in  1978. 
Karelli  has  been  remarkably  consistent  in  her  existentialist  attitude.  Whatever,  she  has  written 
has  been  a  quest  for  a  way  out  of  man's  modern  impasse,  for  redemption  from  the  feeling  that 
the  soul  has  been  ravaged  and  devastated,  that  a  promise  for  justice  has  been  broken. 
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H  Zcof|  KapsXXri  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1901  axri  ©saaaXoviKri  Kai  TisOavs  to  1998.  'EXaPs  Tr|v 
SKTiaiSsDarj  svoq  KopixaioiJ  Kakr\q  oiKoysvsia(;  aT3|i(pcova  |is  Tr|v  Kaxaycoyfi  Tr[q  Kai  5i5dxTr|KS 
axa  ayyXiKd,  ysp|iaviKd,  yaXXiKd  Kai  ixaXiKd.  MoipdaxriKs  xo  Ss-oxspo  KpaxiKo  PpaPsio 
7ioir|ar|(;  xo  1955,  Kai  Tr[q  a7iovs|if|9r|KS  xo  Palmes  Academique  aTio  xo  TaXkiKO  YjiODpysio 
YlaiSEiaq  xo  1959,  sXaPs  S7iiar|(;  xo  7ip6xo  KpaxiKo  PpaPsio  Tioirjarjc;  xo  1974  Kai  xo  PpaPsio 
ODpdvTj  aTio  xTjv  AKa5r||iia  A9r|v6v  xo  1978.  H  KapsXXrj  f|xav  avvE7ir\q  axrjv  DTiap^iaKfj  xr|(; 
aD|i7ispi(popd.  Oxi5f|7ioxs  sxsi  ypd\|/si  Tispisxsi  xr|v  ava^f|xr|ar|  Sis^oSod  aTio  xo  aSis^oSo  xod 
aijyxpovoD  av9p67ioD,  xr|v  s^ayopd  aTio  xo  aDvaia9r||ia  oxi  r|  \|/dxti  ^xsi  spr||ico9si  Kai  sxsi 
Kaxaaxpacpsi  Kai  oxi  r|  DTioaxsarj  yia  SiKaioawri  sxsi  a9sxr|9si. 
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Worker  in  the  workshops  of  time 
(1948) 

As  he  wrought  the  shape,  a  worker,  a  blower  of  glass, 

felt  his  love  profoundly  for  the  material 

into  which  he  blew  his  breath.  At  times  crystal  or  like  pearl, 

mother-of-pearl,  precious  ivoryor  opal  with  misty  colors 

drifting  toward  azure.  All  these  were  materials  that  become 

shapes,  erotic  shapes  for  whatever  exists  within  time.  The 

shape,  receptacle  of  time,  enclosed  it  erotically,  an  offering 

to  time, 

expectation  and  acceptance  both,  that  form  which  is  an 

embrace  of  time,  the  singular  shape  he  wrought 

out  of  his  own  essence,  his  own  imagination. 

But  as  his  material  hand  caressed  the  final  shape  afterward, 

he  understood  the  materiality  of  time  as  his  own  hand 

together  with  the  shape  and  the  precious,  erotic  material 

were  transformed  into  the  diaphanous  meaning  of  time.  All 

together,  but  particularly  he. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


EpYCiTri^  ora  Epvaornpia  tou 
Xpovou 

(1948) 

Ka9d35  Epya^OTOv  to  axn|Ja  spyaTn^  as  uaAoupysio 

KOToAaPE  TToAu  KoAa  tov  spajTO  yia  Tqv  uAq, 

acpou  cpuaouQE  Tqv  TTvon  tou.  Kqttote  KpuaToAAo, 

KdTTOio  iJopyapiTdpi,  cpiAvTiai,  ttoAuti|jo 

EAacpavTOKOKKoAo  q  ottqAi  |J£  xp^ijotq  opixAn?  TTpo^  to 

Kuavo.  OA'  auTQ  uAq,  ttou  yivoTOv  axniJCi,  axHI^ci 

spojTiKO,  yia  6,Ti  uTTopxsi  |J£a'  oio  xpovo.  To  axn|Ja, 

5ox£io  TOU  xpovou, 

EPOJTIKO  TOV  TT£pi£(3aA£,  TTpOQCpopCt  QTO  XpOVO 

TTpoa5oKia  kqi  5£^i|jo  pa^i  ayKaAiaaiJa  qtou  xpovou  ir\ 

IJopcpn,  TO  axniJO  TTOU  axn|JdTi^£  £i5ik6, 

5iKri^  TOU  aniJaaia^,  SiKq  tou  (pavToaia. 

Opajq  Ka9dj^  TO  axn|Ja  £iijau£  T£A£iaj|j£vo,  uaT£pa  to 

uAiKO  TOU  x^pi,  KaTaAa(3£  tou  xpovou  Tqv  uAikothtq 

Ka9d3^  TO  x^pi  TO  5ik6  tou  kqi  to  axniJO  |ja^i,  kqi  to 

TToAuTipo  £pa)TiK6  uAiKO  yivoTOv  5ia(pavr|  £vvoia  tou 

xpovou.  OAa  iJQ^i  I5i(j0(;  o  zouioq  tou. 
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Karyiotakis  Kostas  (1896  - 1928) 


I  T^r 


Kariotakis  Kostas  was  born  on  1896  in  Tripolis,  the  Peloponnesos,  and  committed 
suicide  by  shooting  himself  on  1928  in  Preveza,  Epiros.  He  received  his  degree  in  law  from 
the  University  of  Athens  in  1919  and  became  a  government  clerk  in  the  ministry  of  the 
Interior,  sent  unwillingly  to  posts  in  various  parts  of  Greece.  In  1928  was  sent  to  Preveza.  He 
is  the  best  representative  of  the  generation  of  the  twenties,  of  the  Damned  who  wrote  of  an 
unbearable  ennui  of  suffocation,  of  futility,  exhausted  in  emotion  and  language  both.  Better 
than  all  the  others,  he  best  expressed  the  anguish  of  the  poets  between  two  world  wars,  and 
kept  an  even  balance  between  sarcastic  lamentation  and  mournful  satire.  He  committed 
suicide  not  so  much  in  protest  against  the  tragedy  of  life  as  against  its  insignificance,  its  farce, 
its  musical-comedy  strut. 
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O  K6aTa(;  KapDCOTdKr|(;  yswf|9r|KS  to  1896  OTr|v  Tpi7ioXr|  ttjc;  HsXXo7iovf|aoD  Kai 
aDT07iDpoPoXi9r|Ks  TO  1928  gttiv  HpsPs^a.  ATiocpoiTriae  aTio  ttj  vo|iiKf|  A0r|v6v  to  1919  Kai 
syivs  5r||i6aiO(;  V7iaXkr[koq  gto  YjioDpysio  EacoTspiK6v  Kai  |iSTaTs9r|Ks  as  Sidcpopa  |ispr|  Tr|(; 
EXkaSaq.  To  1928  |iSTaTS0r|Ks  gttiv  HpsPs^a.  Eivai  o  Kokmspoq  SKcppaaTfjc;  Tr|(;  jEwiaq  tod 
'20.  E^scppaas  KaX-OTspa  aTio  oXodc;  to  dyxo(;  tcov  7ioir|T6v  tiod  Pps9r|Kav  |iSTa^i3  5i3o 
TiayKoaiiicov  7ioXs|icov  Kai  KpdTr|as  |iia  laoppoTiia  iiSTa^D  tod  aapKaaTiKOD  9pf|voD  Kai  Tr|(; 
XD7ir||isvr|(;  aazvpaq.  Adtoktovtigs  oxi  togo  yia  va  5ia|iapTDpr|0si  svdvTia  gttjv  TpaycoSia  Tr|(; 
^cof|(;  aXka  svdvTia  gttjv  aGr||iavT6Tr|Td  ttjc;,  ttj  (pdpGa  Tr|(;,  gttjv  Kop5co|isvr|  |iodgiko- 
Kco|i(D5ia  Tr|(;. 
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Byron 
(1927) 

He  became  aware  That  verse  was  to  him 

Sad  fate's  whim  And  vanity's  fair. 

Splendour  so  great  Up  the  city's  walls 

And  brave  youth  falls  By  lagoon  and  gate! 

Old  age  grows  Bold;  valiant  men 
Will  storm  out  strong.  And  Byron  knows 

To  live  and  pen  The  divine  song. 

Translated  by:  M.  Byron  Raizis 


Mndupov 
(1927) 

EvoicoQEv  OTi  Tou  qaav  oi  aiixoi 

dxapn  Tuxn  KOI  iJaiaiOTn. 

Ma  TTOia  AaiJTTpoTn  £K£i  qto  isixn 

KOI  TTOia  QTO  pnxn  £v5o^n  viOTq! 

rivovTQi  01  y£poi  yaupoi  9a  op|jria£i 

av5pdjv  AouAou5i,  ki  o  MTTdupov  ^£p£i 

TTOJ^  va  TO  ^ria£i  to  9£io  TpayouSi. 
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Preveza 
(1928) 

Death  is  the  buzzards  that  bicker  and  squawl< 

against  black  walls,  on  red  roof  tiles, 

death  is  the  women  who  make  love 

as  easily  as  they  peel  onions. 

Death  is  the  filthy,  commonplace  streets 

with  all  their  great,  splendiferous  names, 

the  olive  groves,  the  surrounding  sea, 

even  the  sun,  death  within  deaths. 

Death  is  the  inspector  who  wraps  up 

a  morsel  to  see  if  it's  short-weighed, 

death  is  the  hyacinths  placed  on  the  porch, 

the  school  teacher  reading  the  day's  news. 

Army  Base,  Garrison,  Troops  at  Preveza. 

On  Sundays  we'll  flock  to  hear  the  band. 

I've  opened  now  a  bank  account, 

my  first  deposit:  just  one  dollar. 

As  you  stroll  on  the  pier  slowly,  you  say: 

"Do  I  exist?"  Then:  "You  don't  exist!" 

The  steamship  docks.  Its  flag  hoisted  high. 

Perhaps  the  Prefect  has  just  arrived. 

If  only  among  these  men,  at  least 

one,  only  one,  but  died  of  disgust, 

with  decorous  manner,  silent  and  sad, 

we'd  have  high  fun  at  his  funeral 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


np£P£^a 
(1928) 

GavQTO^  £ivai  Kapyi£^  ttou  xtuttiouvtoi 

QTOu^  IJQupou^  Toixou^  KOI  QTO  K£pa|ji5ia, 

BdvoTO^  01  yuvaJKE^  ttou  ayoTTiouvTai 

Ka9dj^  va  Ka9api^ouv£  Kp£|j|ju5ia. 

GdvoTO^  01  A£poi,  aarnjovTOi  5p6|JOi 

|j£  TO  AafJTTpa,  |j£YaAa  ov6|jaTa  tou^, 

6  £Aaidjva^,  yupco  q  9dAaaaa,  ki  OKOiJn 

0  qAio^,  BavoTO^  |j£aa  qtou^  Sovotou^. 

GavoTO^  6  aaTuv6|J0^  ttou  5iTTAdjv£i, 

yia  va  ^UYia£i,  pia  «£AAiTTri»  |j£pi5a, 

SdvoTO^  TO  ^ou|JTTOuAia  QTO  ijttqAkovi 

KI  6  bdomkoc;  |j£  Tqv  £(pn|J£pi5a. 

Bqqk;,  $poupa,  E^nKOVTQpxia  np£(3£^n?- 

Tqv  KupiOKr)  9'  aKOuaou|j£  Tq  ijttqvto. 

ETTHpa  £va  pi^Aiapio  TpaTT£^n?> 

TTpdjTn  KaTa9£ai^5pax|JaTTpiavTa. 

n£pTTaTdjvTa^  apyd  qthv  TTpoKupaia, 

«UTTdpxaj;»  A£^,  ki  uaT£pa:  «5£v  uTTdpx£i?!» 

$Tdv£i  TO  ttAoIo.  Yiijaj|j£vn  aniJCiici- 

faoj^  £pX£Tai  6  Kupio^  No|jdpxn?- 

"Av  TOuAdxiaTOv,  |j£aa  qtou^,  av9pdjTT0u^ 

auTOu^,  £va^  £TT£9aiv£  OTTO  ar|5ia... 

ZlOJTTnAoi,  9Al|J|J£VOI,  |J£  a£|JVOU^  TpdTTOU(;, 

9a  5iaaK£5d^a|j£  oAoi  aTqv  Kn5£ia. 
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Katsaros  Mihales  (1919  -  1998) 


He  was  born  in  Kiparissia  in  1919  but  lived  in  Athens  where  he  died  on  1998.  He 
chanced  many  jobs.  He  worked  as  a  journalist,  as  a  cashier  e.c.t.  He  appeared  in  Greek 
literature  in  1946  with  a  traditional  poem  but  after  a  few  time  his  poetry  became  more 
modern  ,more  caustic  and  more  revolutionary.  Some  of  his  poems  have  been  set  to  music. 
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rswfi0r|Ks  axriv  KDTiapiaia  to  1919  aXka  s^rjas  axriv  A0f|va  otiod  Kai  7is0avs  to 
1998.  Ao-oXsii/s  as  iioXkEq  spyaaiS(;  oncDq  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;,  xaiiiac;  Ka.  E|i(paviaTr|KS  axriv 
sXXr|viKf|  XoyoTSxvia  to  1946  |is  sva  TiapaSoaiaKo  7ioir||ia  aXka  iisxd  aTio  Xiyo  Kaipo  r| 
7ioir|af|  TOD  syivs  tiio  a-oyxpovri,  KaDaxiKoxspri  Kai  ttio  STravaaxaxiKfi.  MspiKd  aTio  xa 
7ioif||iaxd  xoD  sxoDV  |isXo7ioir|9si. 
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My  last  will  and  testament 
(1950-53) 

Resist  him  who  builds  a  humble  hut  and  says:  I'm  well  off 
here.  Resist  him  who  returns  to  his  home  again  and  says: 
Glory  be  to  God.  Resist  the  Persian  tapestry  of  apartment 

buildings  stout  office  clerks  export-import  firms  public 

education  taxes  and  even  me  who  is  telling  you  this.  Resist 

him 

who  for  endless  hours  from  the  grandstand  salutes  the 

passing  parade  the  president  of  the  Court  of  Appeals-resist 

him  music  drums  fanfares  all  higher  assemblies  that  twitter 

and  twattle  counsellors  and  conferees  sipping  their  coffee 

this  sterile  woman  who  hands  out  leaflets  on  the  lives  of 

saints,  myrrh  and  frankincenseand  even  me  who  is  telling 

you  this.  Resist  once  more  all  those  who  are  called  great  all 

who  write  of  our  times  huddling  by  winter  stoves  the 

flatteries  the  good  wishes  the  bowing  and  scraping  of 

penpushers  and  cowards  to  their  sagacious  administrators. 

Resist  the  alien  and  passport  bureaus  the  dreadful  flags  of 

nations  and  diplomacies 
the  munitions  factories  those  who  say  that  beautiful  words 

are  "lyrical"  patriotic  songs  saccharine  songs  with  their 
weeping  and  wailing  spectators  the  wind  all  the  indifferent 

and  the  wise 

the  others  who  pretend  to  be  your  friends  and  me,  even  me 

who  is  telling  you  this-resist  me.  We  may  then  surely  cross 

over  into  Freedom. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


H  5ia6r|Kr|  |jou 
(1950-53) 

AvTiaTa9£iT£  a'  outov  ttou  xtI^si  £va  |jiKp6  aTTiTOKi  koi 

A££i:  «KaAa  £i|jai  £5dj».  AvTiaTa9£iT£  a'  outov  ttou 

yupia£  TTdAi  qto  qttIti  koi  A££i:  «A6^a  aoi  o  0£69>, 

AvTiaTa9£iT£  qtov  TT£paiK6  TdTTr|Ta  tojv  ttoAukotoikkjov 

QTOv  KOVTO  avBpojTTO  Tou  ypa(p£iou  QTHv  £Taip£ia 

«£iaaYCjoyai-£^ay(joyai»  QTqv  KpaTiKq  £KTTai5£uar| 

QTO  CpopO  OZ  |J£Va  OKOIJa  TTOU  OQC;  IQTOpdj. 

AvTiaTa9£iT£  a'  outov  ttou  xciip£Ta£i  ott'  Tqv  £^£5pa 

djp£^  aT£A£l(jOT£^  Tl^  TTap£Aaa£l^  QTOV  TTp6£5pO  TOU 

E(p£T£iou  avTiaTa9£iT£  qtk;  |jouaiK£^  to  toupttovo  koi 
Ti^  TTapdT£^  a'  oAo  t'  avd3T£pa  auv£5pia  ttou  (pAuapouv£ 
TTivouv  Ka(p£5£^  auv£5poi  au|j(3ouAaT6poi  a'  auTq  Tqv 
dyovn  Kupio  ttou  |JOipa^£i  otutto  oyicov  Aipovov  koi 
aijupvav  oz  |j£va  OKOiJa  ttou  oqc;  laTopw.  AvTiaTa9£iT£ 
TToAi  a'  oAou^  auTOu^  ttou  A£YOVTai  |j£YaAoi  a'  oAou^ 

TTOU  Ypocpouv  Aoyou^  yio  Tqv  £TTOxn  SIttAo  oir\ 

X£i|Ja3vidTiKn  9£p|jdaTpa  qti^  KoAaK£i£^  ti^  £ux£?  ti^ 

loozc;  uTTOKAia£i^  otto  Ypa(pid5£^  koi  5£iAou^  yia  to 

aocpo  opxHYO  tou^  AvTiaTa9£iT£  qti^  uTTr|p£ai£^  tojv 

aAAoSoTTdjv  KOI  5ia(3aTnpiaJv  qti^  (po(5£p£^  an|Jai£^  tojv 

KpoTdjv  KOI  TH  5iTTAaj|jaTia  qto  £pYoaTdaia  TToA£|jiKdjv 

uAojv  a'  auTOu^  ttou  A£V£  Aupia|j6  to  ojpaia  Aoyio  qto 

9oupia  QTO  YAuK£pa  TpayouSio  |j£  tou^  9privou^  qtou^ 

9£aT£^  QTOV  av£|jo  a'  oAou^  tou^  oSiocpopou^  koi  tou^ 

aocpoLK;  QTOu^  dAAou^  ttou  Kdvouv£  to  cpiAo  oqc;  oj^  koi 

oz  |j£va,  oz  |j£va  OKOiJa  ttou  oqc;  iQTopdj  avTiaTa9£iT£. 

T6T£  |JTTOp£i  (3£(3aioi  vo  TT£pdaou|j£  TTpo^  Tqv 

EA£u9£pia. 
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Kotsiras  Yioryis  (1921) 


Kotsiras  Yioryis  was  born  on  1921  in  Athens,  took  his  degree  in  law  and  political 
science  from  the  Univerity  there,  then  studied  literature  and  law  at  the  Sorbonne  for  a  year. 
He  has  traveled  in  many  European  countries,  and  has  translated  poems,  plays  and  novels  from 
French,  Spanish  and  Italian,  including  Dante's  Divine  Comedy.  Author  of  twelve  books  of, 
poetry,  he  was  granted  the  Second  State  Prize  for  1958,  the  National  State  Prize  for  1975,  and 
The  Academy  of  Athens  Award  for  1978. 
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O  ri6pyr|(;  K6Taipa(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1921  axriv  A9f|va,  aTiocpoiirjas  aTio  xri  vo|iiKf|  Kai 
tk;  TioXiTiKsc;  S7iiaTf||iS(;  axriv  A9f|va,  KaxoTiiv  aTioDSaas  Xoyoxsxvia  Kai  vo|iiKd  axri  Sorbonne 
yia  sva  sxo(;.  'Exsi  xa^i5s\|/si  as  noXXsq  SDpco7iaiKS(;  x^P^??  ^^^  ^TP^  |isxa(ppdasi  7ioif||iaxa, 
0saxpiKd  Kai  |iD9iaxopf||iaxa  aTio  xa  yaXXiKd,  xa  iGTiaviKd  Kai  xa  ixaXiKd, 
aD|i7ispiXa|iPavo|isvr|(;  x\\q  Kco|ico5ia(;  xod  Dante.  'Eypa\|/s  565sKa  PipXia  7ioir|ar|(;  Kai  xod 
Xopr|yf|9r|Ks  xo  5si3xspo  KpaxiKo  PpaPsio  xo  1958,  xo  s9vik6  KpaxiKo  PpaPsio  xo  1975,  Kai  xo 
PpaPsio  x\\q  AKa5r||iia(;  A9r|v6v  xo  1978. 
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The  Poet 
(1959) 

I  see  the  murder  I  visualize  it  Every  moment 
I  live  my  drama  intensely  throughout  the  ages  I  hear  the 

footsteps  that  fall  heavily  like  iron  and  close  the 

door  of  my  consciousness  I  am  at  once  the  murdered 

and  the  murdererBecause  my  blood  will  not  sprout 

without  blood  Every  moment  I  destroy  and  am 

destroyed  I  live  with  my  pain,  my  joy  and  my  sorrow 

Ever  so  often  a  drop  of  joy  cuts  off  And  slides  away 

from  the  chasm  of  my  sorrow  My  loneliness  is  my 

death  and  my  resurrection  Every  moment  I  am 

resurrected  and  die  again  With  this  carnage  which  sought 

me  and  which  I  seek  Crystalline  splinters  as  in  a  dream  I 

seek  my  resurrection  every  moment. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


O  noir|Tr|q 
(1959) 

BAsTTOj  TO  (povo,  Tov  opa|jaTi^o|jai 

Ka9£  QTiyijri  ^oj  evtovq  to  5pa|ja  |JOu  qtov  aicova 

Akouoj  to  PnijaTa  ttou  epxovtqi  papia 

Zi5£p£via  KOI  kAeIvouv  Tqv  TTopTO  TH^  auv£i5nan?  Mou. 

Eipai  6  QKOTOJiJEvo^  pa^i  ki  6  cpovid^ 

fiOTi  5£v  (puTpdjv£i  51x03^  TO  ai|ja  t\  ^ajq  |jou 

Kd9£  QTiyijri  a(pavi^o|jai  kqi  acpavi^oj 

ZCO  |J£  TOV  TTOVO,  Tq  XCIpCt  KOI  Tq  AUTTH  |JOU 

Ka9£  Toao  |jia  qtoAq  xcipa?  cp£uy£i 

rAiaTpd£i  OTTO  TH  xc(pa|Jd5a  Tq^  Autth^  |JOu. 

H  ijova^id  |JOu  £ivai  6  BdvoTog  kqi  q  avdaToan  |JOu 

Ka9£  QTiypn  avaaTaivo|jai  kqi  ttoAi  TT£9aivaj 

M£  TOUTO  TO  (pOVIKO  TTOU  |J£  ^riTr|a£  KQI  TO  YUp£U(jO. 

KpuQTdAAiva  BpuqjaAa  aav  oz  6v£ipo 
Ka9£  QTiypn  Yup£U(jo  Tqv  avaaTaan  |jou. 
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Nikolaedes  Aristoteles  (1922  - 1996) 


He  was  born  in  the  Aegean  island  of  Mitilini  on  1922  and  died  on  1996  on  Athens.  He 
studied  medicine  in  Athens  and  he  became  psychiatrist.  He  worked  as  a  neurologist  in  many 
European  countries.  During  the  2nd  world  war  he  was  arrested  by  the  Italians  and  he  stayed  in 
prison  for  some  months.  In  addition  of  his  poetry  he  wrote  many  essays  about  Greek  literature 
and  Greek  language. 
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rswf|9r|Ks  axri  MDTiXf|vr|  to  1922  Kai  TisGavs  to  1996  gttiv  A9f|va.  Sjio-oSaas  iaTpiKf| 
GTTiv  A9f|va  Kai  syivs  \|/DxiaTpo(;.  EpydaTr|KS  a)q  vsDpoX6yo(;  as  noXksq  SDpcoTiaiKsc;  xcdpsq. 
KaTd  TTj  SidpKsia  tod  2od  7iayK6a|iioD  7ioXs|iod  aDvsXf|(p9r|  ajio  tod(;  Ixakovq  Kai 
(pD^aKiGTriKs  yia  |ispiKoi3(;  |if|vs(;.  EKxoq  ttjc;  7ioir|af|(;  tod  sypa\|/s  noXka  5oKi|iia  yia  ttjv 
EXkr[ViKX\  XoyoTSxvia  Kai  ttjv  sXXr|viKf|  yX6aaa. 
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Among  the  Elect 
(1958) 

I  was  among  the  party's  elect. 

Always  there  at  the  parades,  the  meetings, 

the  last  to  stop  applauding. 

I  was  given  a  medley  of  medals  and  decorations, 

the  black  ribbon,  the  red  garter. 

I  won  second  prize  for  party  spirit. 

The  first  (and  from  here  on  my  troubles  began) 

was  given,  naturally,  to  the  one  executed.  And  justly  so,  for 

he  was  the  cause  of  all  our  tribulations, 

it  was  he  who  misled  us  with  his  tricks, 

with  his  crooked  smiles,  his  austere  ceremonials, 

but  above  all  with  his  persistent 

dedication  to  the  script.  He, 

the  linear  man,  the  secretary,  the  proscriber 

(and  finally  the  proscribed) 

the  most  elect  of  the  party's  elect. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


Ano  Tou  EKAsKTOuq 
(1958) 

H|jouv  OTTO  Tou^  ekAektou^  tou  koijijoto^. 

ItI^  TTopEAaaEi^  Travia  £K£i,  qti^  quveAeuqei^ 

TsAsuTaio^  QTOiJaTouaa  to  xsipoKpoTrnjaia. 

rinpa  |j£TaAA£ia  kqi  TrapdaniJa  iroiKiAa 

Tq  |j£Aaiva  laivia,  Tqv  spuBpajirri  acpupa- 

TTHpa  TO  5£UT£po  PpaP£iov  KOpiJaTIKOTnTO^. 

To  TTpcoTO  (ki  ott'  £5dj  opxivouv  TO  (3daava) 

TO  TTrip£  CpUQIKd  6  £KT£A£a|J£VO^.  KOJ  SlKOlW^. 

fiOTi  auTO^  HTOv  t\  aiTia  tojv  5£ivdjv 

aUTO^  TTOU  |Jag  TTap£aup£  |J£  TO  T£pTiTTia  TOU 

|j£  TO  yaijqjd  xc(|J6y£Aa,  Tqv  auQTnpn  tou  £vdaKnan 

KOI  TTpO  TTQVTO^  |J£  TqV  £TTi|JOVr| 

TTpoanAwan  tou  qti^  ypa(p£^.  Auto^ 

6  YpapiJiKO^,  6  Ypa|j|jaT£a^,  6  TTpoypacpdjv 

(Koi  itkoq  6  TTpOY£Ypa|j|j£vo^) 

OTTO  TOU^  £KA£KT0U5  6  TTIO  £KA£KT6(;  TOU  KOIJIJOTO^. 

To  |jiao^  6|jaj^  £(3YaA£  kqi  K£ivo  Tq  (pcovq  tou; 
K'+'apou,  t'  ayKiQTpi,  tt'  a(pia£g,  oAAou  va  pi^q?  a|j£» 
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Ouranis  Kostas  (1890  - 1953) 


Kostas  Ouranis  was  born  on  1890  in  Istanbul  and  died  on  1953  in  Athens.  As  Greek 
Consul,  as  Secretary  of  the  Ministry  of  Press,  and  as  journalist,  he  travelled  throughout 
Europe  and  Asia  Minor  and  wrote  many  travel  books  and  articles.  The  last  of  the  Greek 
romantics,  his  poems,  written  in  formal  patterns  of  a  lilting  music,  are  windows  of  escape  into 
the  lost  paradise  of  childhood  wonders,  into  memory  and  nostalgia,  an  evocation  of  dream  in 
an  elegiac  tone  of  causeless  sorrow. 
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Kostas  Ouranis  was  born  on  1890  in  Istanbul  and  died  on  1953  in  Athens.  As  Greek 
Consul,  as  Secretary  of  the  Ministry  of  Press,  and  as  journalist,  he  travelled  throughout 
Europe  and  Asia  Minor  and  wrote  many  travel  books  and  articles.  The  last  of  the  Greek 
romantics,  his  poems,  written  in  formal  patterns  of  a  lilting  music,  are  windows  of  escape  into 
the  lost  paradise  of  childhood  wonders,  into  memory  and  nostalgia,  an  evocation  of  dream  in 
an  elegiac  tone  of  causeless  sorrow. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


202 


[Index] 


I  shall  die  one  day  on  a  mournful 
twilight 

(1915) 

I  shall  die  one  day  on  a  mournful  autumn  twilight 

in  my  cold  room  where  !  have  lived  alone; 

in  my  last  anguish  I  shall  hear  the  rain  and  all  the 

familiar  noises  the  street  scatters.  I  shall  die  one  day 

on  a  mournful  autumn  twilight  amid  furniture  not  mine 

and  scattered  books;  the  street  police  shall  find  me  in 

my  bed  and  bury  a  man  who  had  no  history. 

Among  my  friends  who  now  and  then  play  cards 

someone  will  simply  ask,  "Has  anyone  seen 

Ouranis?  He  hasn't  been  around  for  days." 

Another,  playing,  will  answer.  "But  he  died!" 

They'll  stop  their  playing  a  moment,  cards  in  hand, 

shake  their  heads  slowly,  sorrowfully,  and  say, 

"Ah,  what  is  man!  He  was  living  but  yesterday!" 

And  then  renew  their  playing  without  a  word. 

Some  friend  will  write  in  the  "small  notices" 

that  "poor  Ouranis  died  abroad  untimely, 

a  youth  well  known  amid  our  set,  whose  book 

of  poems,  just  published,  showed  great  promise." 

And  this  will  be  my  life's  last  epitaph.  Only  my  aged 

parents,  of  course,  will  weep,  hold  requiem  with  many,  too 

many,  priests,  with  all  my  friends  attending,  even  my  foes.  I 

shall  die  one  day  on  a  mournful  autumn  twilight  in  a  room 

strange  to  me,  in  noisy  Paris, 

and  some  "Ketty,"  thinking  I've  jilted  her  for  another, 

will  write  to  curse  me.  But  I  shall  be  dead. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


Oa  nsOdvco  £va  n£v6i|J0  tou 
cpOivoncbpou  SeIAi 

(1915) 

0a  TT£9dv(jo  £va  tt£v9i|jo  tou  (pSivoTTOjpou  5£iAi 

|j£^  QTHv  Kpua  |JOu  Kd|japa  ottoj^  t^r](jOi  |j6vo^  oir] 

aT£pvriv  ayojvia  |JOu  ir\  Ppoxn  9£  v'  qkouoj  kqi  tov 

Koucpio  TO  96pu(3o  TTOU  av£(3d^£i  6  5p6|JO^.  9a  TT£9dv(jo 

£Va  TT£V9l|J0  TOU  (p9lVOTTdjpOU  5£iAl  |J£aa  a'  £TTITTAa 

^£va  KOI  a£  QKopTTia  (3i(3Aia  9a  |j£  (Bpouv  qto  Kp£pdTi 
|jou,  9£  va  'p9£i  o  aaTuvd|JO^,  9a  |j£  9diiJ0uv  aav 

dv9p(jOTTO  TTOU  5£V  £iX£  IQTOpia.  Att'  TOU^  CpiAoU^,  TTOU 

TTai^a|j£  tt6t£  tt6t£  xapTid,  9a  pajTria£i  Kav£va^  tou^, 
£Tai  OTTAd:  «Tov  Oupdvq  pnv  tov  £i5£  mmq;  "Ex£i 
|j£p£^  TTOU  xd9nK£....»  0'  aTTavTria£i  dAAo^  TToi^ovTa^: 
«M'  auTO^  £X£i  TT£9dv£i!»  Mia  QTiypn  9a  KOiTd^ouv£  o 
Ka9£va^  TOV  dAAo,  9a  Kouvqaouv  TT£piAuTTa  koi  aiyd 
TO  K£(pdAi,  9£  va  TTOuv:  «T'  £ivai  d  dv9pajTT0^!...  Xt£^ 

aKopa  £^oua£..»  Kai  pou^d  to  ttoixvISi  tou^  9' 

apxiviaouv£  TTdAi.  KdTTOio^  9a  'vai  auvd5£A(po^  om 

«ilJiAd»  TTOU  9a  ypdiiJ£i,  ttoj^  «TTpodjp(jo^  aTT£9av£v  o 

Oupavq^  QTqv  ^£vr|v,  v£0^  yvojaTO^  £i^  tou^  kukAou^ 

|ja^,  TTOU  'x£  KdTTOT£  £K5dja£i  auAAoyr)  |j£  TTOirnJOTa 

TToAAd  UTToaxo|j£vnv».  Ki  auTO^  9a  'vai  o  aT£pvd^  Tq? 

^con^  |jou  £TTiTd(pio^.  0a  |j£  KAdiiJOuv£  P£paia  pdvo  oi 

Y£poi  yovioi  |JOu,  koi  9a  Kdvouv  |jvr||Jdauvo  |j£ 
TT£piaaiou^  TTaTTd5£^,  ottou  9a  'vai  oAoi  oi  cpiAoi  pou 

-  KI  iaoj^  iaoj^  oi  oxTpoi  |Jou.  0a  TT£9dv(jo  £va 

TT£v9i|J0  TOU  (p9ivoTTdjpou  5£iAi  oz  \}\o  Kd|japa  ^£vn, 

QTO  TToAu(3oo  riapiai,  koi  |jia  K£ttu,  9appdjvTa^  ttoj^ 

Tqv  ^£xaaa  yi'  dAAqv,  9a  |JOu  YpdiiJ£i  £va  Ypd|j|ja  - 

KOI  v£Kpd  9a  |j£  (5pia£i... 
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Palamas  Kostis  (1859  -  1943) 


Palamas  Kostis  was  born  in  Patras  on  1859  and  died  in  Athens  on  1943.  Kostis 
Palamas  is  the  greatest  modern  Greek  poet,  second  only  to  Solomos.  With  his  twenty-volume, 
poetical  work,  which  is  both  quantitatively  and  qualitatively  great,  he  dominates  the  age  he 
himself  created.  He  began  studying  Greek  and  foreign  poets  and  writing  verse  at  the  age  of 
nine.  Unlike  the  romantic  poets,  who  wrote  in  puristic  Greek,  Palamas  wrote  in  the 
vernacular.  His  poetry  is  multifaceted  and  leaves  no  subject,  be  it  lyrical  or  contemplative, 
unsung.  Everything  moves  him;  history,  philosophy,  life.  Palamas  is  a  great  lover  of  Greece 
and  his  verses  rise  up  like  a  national  prayer.  Profound,  symbolic,  with  pure  panhuman 
idealism  and  effortless  lyricism,  Palamas  created  a  whole  new  age  and  became  the  master  for 
younger  generations  who  are  always  influenced  by  his  immortal  art.  He  died  during  the  Nazi 
German  occupation  over  Greece  and  the  whole  of  Athens  was  convulsed  by  his  funeral 
service  which  was  a  landmark  for  the  world  of  art  and  the  nation.  To  the  amazement  of  the 
occupying  power,  thousands  of  people  escorted  the  poet  to  his  final  resting  place,  singing  the 
National  Anthem  as  they  went.  Angkelos  Sikelianos  bade  him  farewell  with  the  words  "On 
this  coffin  rests  the  whole  of  Greece." 
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O  KcoaTf|(;  HaXa|id(;  yswf|9r|Ks  axri  Hdxpa  to  1859  Kai  7is9avs  axriv  A9f|va  to  1943. 
Eivai  o  [lEjakmEpoq  avyxpovoq  sXXrjva  7ioir|Tf|(;  iisxd  toy  2oXco|i6.  Ms  to  siKoadTO|io 
TioiriTiKo  TOD  spyo  'TOGO  GS  7ioi6Tr|Ta  OGO  Kai  GS  TiOGOTTiTa  KaTsPaXs  TTjv  STioxTj  TOD.  ApxiGS 
va  iisXsTd  ^EXkr[VEq  Kai  ^svovq  7ioir|TS(;  Kai  sypa\|/s  toy  7ip6TO  tod  gtixo  gs  rjXiKia  svvsa  st6v. 
AvTiGsTa  aTio  xovq  po|iavTiKOD(;  noir[TEq,  nov  sypa\|/av  gttjv  KaGapsDODGa  o  Ylakaiiaq  sypa\|/s 
GTTjv  5r||ioTiKf|.  H  7ioir|Gf|  TOD  sivai  TioXDTiXsDprj  Kai  5sv  d(pr|GS  Kavsva  9s|ia,  sits  Xdpiko  r\ 
GTOxaGTiKo  avsyyixTO.  DXa  toy  SYSTivsav,  iGTopia,  (piXoGOCpia,  ^cof|.  O  Ylakaiiaq  fjTav  iiEjaloq 
spaGTTjc;  TTjc;  EXkadaq  Kai  oi  gtixoi  tod  ^s5i7iX6vovTai  Gav  |iia  s9viKf|  TipoGSDxrj.  BaGDc;, 
gd|iPoXik6(;,  |is  toy  Ka0ap6  TiaYavGp^TiiYO  i5sa?iiG|i6  Kai  aptaGTO  XDpiG|i6,  o  Ylakaiiaq 
5r||iioDpyr|GS  |iia  vsa  stioxtj  Kai  syivs  o  s|i7isDGTf|(;  yia  tk;  vscdTspsq  ysvisc;  tiod  STirjpsdGTTjKav 
aTio  TTjv  aGdvaTTj  tsxvtj  tod.  HsGavs  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  Tr|(;  vaC^iaTiKr\q  KaTOxri^;  gttjv  EXkd5a 
Kai  6Xr|  r|  A9f|va  7iapaPps9r|Ks  gttj  vsKpiKfj  tsXstti  tiod  aTiOTsXsGS  opoGrjiio  yia  oXo  toy 
k6g|io  Tr|(;  Tsxvr|(;  Kai  tod  s9yod(;.  Hpo(;  SK7iXr|\|/r|  tcoy  5DYd|iscoY  KaTOxrj^;,  xikmSEq  dY9pco7ioi 
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GDVoSsDaav  xov  Tioirjxfi  axriv  xsXsDxaia  xod  KaxoiKia  xpayoDS^vxac;  xov  s9vik6  i3|ivo  gxtj 
5ia5po|if|.  O  AyysXo(;  2iKsXiav6(;  axov  a7ioxaipsxiaxf|pio  Xoyo  xod  8KA.sias  |is  xk;  Xs^sk;  "as 
aDxo  xo  (pspsxpo  avaTiaiJsxai  6Xr|  r|  EXXdSa." 
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O  OAuiJniaKoq  T|jvoq 
(1895) 

Apxaio  nv£U|j'  aSavoTO,  ayvs  TraTspa 

Tou  ojpaiou,  Tou  iJEyaAou  kqi  t'  aAr|9ivou, 

KaT£(3a,  (pavspdjQou  ki  aaipaqj'  zbud  jjipo 

QTHV  56^a  TH^  Sikp)^  qou  yH?  kqi  t'  oupavou. 

ZtO  5p6|JO  KQI  QTO  TTaA£|ja  KQI  QTO  AiSopi, 

QTOJV  £UY£vdjv  Ayajvajv  AdiJipE  Tqv  op|jri, 

KQI  |j£  t'  apapavTO  aTEcpdvajas  KAcovdpi 

KQI  ai5£p£vio  TTAaaE  ki  a^io  to  Koppi. 

KapTTOi,  (3ouvd  kqi  9dAaaa£^  cpEYYOuv  pa^i  aou 
aav  £va^  AsuKOTTopcpupo^  |j£Ya^  vao^, 

KQI  Tp£X£l  QTO  VQO  £5dj,  TTpoaKUVr|Tri^  QOU, 

Apxaio  nv£U|j'  aBdvoTO,  Kd9£  Aad^. 


Translated  by:  Free  Internet  Translation 


The  Olympic  Anthem 
(1895) 

Immortal  spirit  of  antiquity, 

Father  of  the  true,  beautiful  and  good. 

Descend,  appear,  shed  over  us  thy  light 

Upon  this  ground  and  under  this  sky 

Which  has  first  witnessed  the  unperishable  fame. 

Give  life  and  animation  to  those  noble  games! 

Throw  wreaths  of  fadeless  flowers  to  the  victors 

In  the  race  and  in  the  strife! 

Create  in  our  breasts,  hearts  of  steel! 

In  thy  light,  plains,  mountains  and  seas 

Shine  in  a  roseate  hue  and  form  a  vast  temple 

To  which  all  nations  throng  to  adore  thee. 

Oh  immortal  spirit  of  antiquity! 
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The  Satyr  or  The  song  of  nakedness 
(1912) 

Around  us  all  is  nakedness,  All  things  arc  naked  here,  The 

hills,  the  plains,  the  heavens'  rim.  The  boundless  day  is 

clear.  Creation  gleams,  and  free  and  wide  The  world's  whole 

palace  lies;  Enjoy  your  fill  of  rhythm,  guitars.  And  you  of 

light,  0  eyes! 

Here  trees  are  sparse  and  have  no  place,  A  blemish  rarely 
seen,  The  landscape  is  an  unmixed  wine  And  nakedness  is 

queen.  A  shadow  is  a  wonderment;  Even  on  the  lips  of 

Night,  To  glimmer  in  her  brooding  smile.  There  dawns  a  ray 

of  light. 

Bare-breasted  is  all  Nature  here  And  lusting  without  shame; 

The  barren  rock  glows  like  a  star.  The  body  like  a  flame. 

And  everywhere  are  rubies,  pearls.  And  gold  and  silver 

shine;  They  crown,  0  peerless  Attica,  Your 

nakedness  divine! 

Virility  is  here  a  spell.  The  flesh  becomes  a  fire. 

Virginity  is  Artemis  And  Hermes  is  desire. 

Here  every  hour  in  nakedness,  A  wonder  of  the  foam. 

Fair  Aphrodite  rises  up  To  make  the  world  her  home. 

Come,  strip  yourself  of  all  attire.  Let  nakedness  remain,  0 

Soul,  priestess  of  nakedness. 

The  body  is  your  fane.  Attracting  amber  of  the  flesh 

My  fingers  now  incline.  Give  me  to  drink  of  nakedness 

The  rich  Olympian  wine. 

Tear  off  your  veil  and  throw  aside  That  gown  that  hides  your 
grace.  And,  paired  with  Nature,  thus  display  Your  sculptured 
form  and  face.  Cast  loose  your  girdle;  on  your 


O  ZciTupoq  n  TO  YU|Jv6  TpayouSi 
(1912) 

OAa  yu|jva  Tpiyupoj  |ja^,  oAa  yupva  £5dj  iTEpa,  koijttoi, 

(3ouva,  QKpooupava,  aKpaiay'  sivai  q  |J£pa-  Aiacpav'  q 

TTAdan,  oAdvoixTQ  to  oA6(3a9a  TToAdTia,  to  cpoj^ 

XopiaQTE,  iJdTia,  Ki9dp£^,  to  pu9|j6. 

E5dj  £iv'  apia  ki'  aiaipiaia  A£Kiaa|jaTa  to  5£VTpa,  Kpaai 

£iv'  0  KoaiJO^  dKpoTO,  £5dj  £iv'  n  yupvia  acpmpa.  E5dj 

£iv'  0  JQKio^  6v£ipo,  £5d3  xcipa^^'   c(K6|ja  airi?  vuxtq^ 

TQXvo  QTOiJa  xc(|j6y£Ao  ^av96. 

E5dj  TO  TTdvTO  ^£aTn9a  ki  aSidvipoira  Auaadv£,  aaT£pi 

£iv'  0  ^£p6(5paxo^,  koi  to  KOp|ji  cpajTid  vai  Pou|JTTivia 

£5dj,  |jaAa|jaTa,  ijapyapiiapia,  aaniJia,  |Joipa^£i  q  9£ia 

aou  yuijvia,  Tpia£UY£vn  AniKr)! 

E5dj  0  A£P£VTn?  |jaY£|ja,  q  aapKO  aTTo9£dj9n,  oi 

TTap9£vi£^,  ApT£|ji5£^,  Ep|jri5£^  £ivai  oi  tt69oi.  E5dj 

Ka9£  (jbpa  oAoyuiJvn  9d|ja  qto  uypo^wa  Knin,  TT£Ti£Tai 

k'  n  A(ppo5iTr|  KOI  xuv£Tai  ttovtou. 

napdTna£  TO  (pdp£|ja  koi  |J£  iq  yuiJvia  vtuqou,  'i'uxn, 

Trig  yupviag  i£piaaa,  vadg  £ivai  to  Kop|ji  aou. 

MaYvriT£iiJ£  to  x^pia  pou,  Tq?  adpKog  K£Xpi|JTTdpi, 

TdAu|JTTio  TO  v£XTdpi  Tq?  yupviag  5dg  va  ttioj. 

Tov  tt£ttAo,  TT£Ta^£  Tov  diJOiQQTO  xiTwvQ  KOI  |j£  Tq  (puaq 

Taipiaa£  Tqv  TTAaaTiKn  aou  £iKdva.  Aua£  Tq    ^ojvri, 

aTaupaja£  to  x^pici  QTqv  KopSid  aou  TTopcpupa  to 

IJoAAid  aou  paKpoaupTn  aToAq. 

Kai  Yiv£  OTdpaxo  dyoAija,  koi,  to  Koppi  aou  oq  mpz\ 
Tqg  T£xvr|g  Tqv  £VT£A£ia  ttou  Ad|JTT£i  aTO   Ai9dpi  koi 
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heart  Gross  your  slim-fingered  hands,  And  mal<e  a  royal 
long-trained  robe  Of  your  hair's  purple  strands. 

A  marble  statue  then  become  And  let  your  body  own  The 

calm  perfection  of  the  art  That  glimmers  in  a  stone;  And 

mime  and  personate,  in  all  The  nakedness  of  thought.  The 

nimble  creatures  of  the  wild.  The  snakes  and  birds 

uncaught. 

And  play  and  frolic  with  all  things 

That  lithe  and  joyful  seem.  Idealise  your  nakedness 

And  make  of  it  a  dream.  The  rounded  contours  and  the 

straight.  The  lines,  the  curves,  the  glance 

0  shiverings  of  ecstasy.  Acclaim  the  sensuous  dance! 

0  forehead,  eyes,  and  waving  hair,  0  lips  and  loins  and 

thighs.  Each  secret  hiding-place  of  Love,  Roses,  embraces, 

sighs!  0  burning  limbs  that  twine  and  bind,  0  hands  that 

cling  and  thrill.  Caressing  ring-doves  of  desire.  Hawks  to 

assail  the  will! 

Speak  from  the  panting  heart,  0  mouth.  And  flowing  be,  0 

words.  As  sweet  as  comb  of  honey  bees. 

Eager  as  homing  birds.  The  alabaster  lily  buds, 

Pale  grails  of  April,  shrink  With  envy  of  your  breasts'  white 

cups  I  thirst.  Oh  let  me  drink! 

Drink  from  your  rounded  rose-tipped 
breasts.  Erect  and  marble-white.  The  milk  of 

passion  that  I  dreamed.  The  milk  of  your  delight.  I  am  your 
mystic  hierophant.  My  altars  are  your  knees. 

And  in  the  fire  of  your  embrace  Gods  work  their  prodigies. 

Away  from  us  all  things  unfit.  The  clothed  and  the 

concealed.  All  crippled  and  ill-favoured  things.  Unclean  and 

unrevealed.  Stand  proudly,  all  the  bare  and  pure.  Breasts, 

bodies,  in  the  sun.  For  nakedness  is  also  truth  And  beauty 

merged  in  one. 
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TToi^E  KOI  TTapdainaE  |j£  Tq?  i5£a^  iq  yupvia  to 
Auyspa  Taypi|jia,  to  cpiSia,  to  ttouAiq. 

Kai  Trails  koi  TTapdainaE  to  qSoviKd,  to  ojpaia, 

AaydpiQE  iq  yu|jvia  aou  koi  Kd|j£  Tqv  iSsa.Ta 

aipoyyuAa,  to  oAoiaa,  xvou5ia,  Ypa|j|j£^,  kqijttuAs^,  oj 

9£i£^  avaipixiAs^,  xop£UT£  £va  xopo. 

Metcotto,  iJCiTia,  KuiJaia  iJoAAid,  yAouioi,    AaydvE^, 
Kpucpd  AayKdSia,  tou  Epojia  p65a,  iJupiis^,  KpuqjdjvE^, 
TTd5ia  TTOu  aAuao5£vaT£,  (3pua£^  tou  xdi5iou,  oj  x^pici, 

TOU  TTd90U  TTSpiQTEpia,  ySpdKIQ  TOU  xc(|JOu!  Kai 

oAoKopSa  Ki'  aiJTToSiQTa  AoydKia,  oj  qtoijo,  oj  qtoijo. 

aav  TO  K£pi  Tq^  |j£Aiaaa^,  aav  tou  po5iou  to  xpw|ja.  To 

Kpiva  TaAa(3daTpiva  tou  aTTpiAq  9u|jiaTripia,  ^q^^uouv 

TO  TTOTHpia  TOU  Kopcpou  aou."Q  !  va  ttiw, 

No  TTidj  QTQ  poSoxdpaya,  qtq  opBd-,  qtq  a|jaATaj|j£va, 

TO  ydAa  ttou  ov£ip£UTr|Ka,  Tq?  £UTuxia?,  £a£va.  Eyoj 

£i|jai  i£po(pdvTri5  aou,  (3(j0|joi  to  ydvoTa  aou,  aTqv 

TTupivq  ayKoAid  aou  9£oi  BaiJaTOupyouv. 

MoKpid  |ja^  daa  QTaipiaaTO,  vTU|j£va  koi  Kpu|j|j£va,  to 

|jia£pd  KOI  TdaKHiJO  koi  OKdSapTa  koi  ^£va,  op9d  oAa 

^£aK£TTd  d5oAa.  yq,  ai9£p£^,  Kop|jid,  aTri9ia,  fupvia 

£ivai  Ki'  n  aAri9£ia,  koi  yupvia  k'  q  o|Jop(pid. 

Zth  yuijvia  Tqv  nAiOKoAn  Tq^  a9nvaia^  nP^pa?  ki 

aviaoj^  koi  (pdvTo^n  c^ou  KdTi  dvTUTTO  aav  T£pa^,  KdTi 

aa  5£VTpo  acpuAAiaaTO  kqi  51x03^  iaKiou  xdpn, 

a5ouA£UTO  Ai9dpi,  ^£paYKiav6  Koppi, 

KdTi  Yu|jv6  KQI  ^£aK£TTO  aTQ  oAavoiY|j£va  TTAoTid,  ttou 

^ojvTavd  9a  To5£ixvav  |j6vo5u6  (pAdY£^  |jdTia,  KdTi 

TTOU  aTT6Tou^adTupou^KpaTi£Tai,  KOI  £iv'  aypipi,  koi 

£iv'  n  cpojvri  TOU  aaniJi,  pq  (puY£i^  £i|j'  £Ydj,  0 

ZdTupo^.    Kai    pi^ojaa  aav  Tqv  £Aid    £5dj  TT£pa, 

Aiydjvoj  Tou^  aY£pn5£^  |j£  ir\  Pa9id  (pAoY£pa  koi  TToi^oj 
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If  in  the  sun-scared  nakedness  Of  the  Athenian 

day,  You  should  imagine  that  you  meet 

A  monster  on  your  way,  A  creature  unclothed 

like  a  tree  Stripped  of  its  shady  green, 

A  figure  of  rough-fashioned  stone,  A  body 

gaunt  and  lean. 

A  creature  naked  and  uncouth  Beneath  the  open  skies. 

Something  whose  only  sign  of  life  Is  in  two  flaming  eyes. 

Something  of  the  old  satyr  breed  That  wanders  wild  and  shy 

With  chimes  of  sliver  in  its  voice  -Flee  not:  for  it  is  I,  The 

Satyr. 

Like  the  olive-tree  Here  have  I  struck  my  root; 
I  make  the  breezes  moan  desire  With,  my  deep-sounding 

flute.  I  play  and  all  things  meet  and  mate. 

Love  pleading  and  assent,  I  play  and  all  join  in  the  dance: 

Man,  Beast,  and  Element. 

Translated  by:  unknown 
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KOI  TTavipsuoviai,  AaipsuovTai,  Aaipeuouv, 
KOI  TTai^oj  KOI  xopsuouv  av9pajTT0i,  ^a,  qtoixio. 
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Papadhitsas  Dhimitris  (1922  - 1987) 


Papadhitsas  Dhimitris  was  born  on  1922  in  island  of  Samos  where  he  died  on  1987. 
He  took  his  degree  in  medicine  at  the  University  of  Athens  and  he  continued  his  studies  at  the 
University  of  Munich.  His  modern  poetry  has  received  many  honors,  among  others  the  First 
State  Prize  for  Poetry  for  1963  and  for  1980.  His  poems  have  been  translated  in  English  and 
in  French. 
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O  Ar||if|Tpr|(;  Ha7ia5iTaa(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1922  airj  2d|io  Kai  TisGavs  to  1987. 
ATiTiocpoixrias  aTio  Tr|v  laxpiKfi  axoXf|  tod  HavsTiiaxruiioD  A9r|v6v  Kai  gdvsxicjs  tk;  |isXsts(; 
TOD  GTO  Havs7iiaTf||iio  TOD  MovaxoD.  H  aDyxpovri  7ioir|af|  tod  sxsi  Xdpsi  iioXkEq  SiaKpiasK; 
liSTa^D  dXXcov  TO  7ip6TO  KpaTiKo  PpaPsio  yia  ttjv  7ioir|ar|  to  1963  Kai  to  1980.  Ta  7ioif||iaTd 
TOD  sxoDV  |iSTa(ppaaTsi  axa  ayyXiKd  Kai  oTa  yaA.A.iKd. 
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The  cypress  tree 
(1958) 

There  at  the  edge  of  the  world  is  the  cypress  tree,  it's  heart 

is  the  hand  That  desiccated  by  your  flaming  voice  cannot  give 

greetings  Nor  spread  its  dust  that  the  living  plants  may  pass 

From  the  edge  of  the  most  defeated  conversation  were  you 

saved  Holding  in  your  hands  a  last  animal,  locking  up  in  your 

eyes  A  last  cry,  setting  free  the  body  from  the  smallest  fire  The 

smallest  the  slightest  the  almost  nonexistent  fire  0  green  herb 

descending  from  the  sky  Into  the  water  where  you  function 

That  are  scattered  like  a  sunray  on  a  stilleto's  blade 

That  for  so  many  centuries  have  eaten  honey  from  my  body  To 

whom  I  call,  at  times  dead  and  at  times  insane  from  meteors  that 

vanish  in  a  corner  of  my  brain 

You,  my  cypress  tree,  two  pieces  from  the  hatchet  of  time  With 

your  laughter  like  round  fruit  in  baskets  held  by  rosy  arms, 

my  cypress  tree  which  no  hand 

Can  separate  from  me.  whose  height  no  span  can  measure 

Cypress  tree  of  water  and  priceless  essence,  of  sweat  most  dearly 

paid  for 

Of  a  speech  battered  by  a  thousand  banners,  by 

hammers  made  out  of  all  things  Out  of  the  poor  and  desolate 

elm  tree  even  to  the  turtle's  infant 
and  the  clocks  of  rock  strata  What  do  you  seek  in  the  sea, 

why  do  you  sleep  by  the  side  of  fish  remains 

And  your  sleep  with  its  colored  threads  embroiders  my  skin 

Cypress  tree  with  androgynous  form  and  features. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 
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To  Kunapiaai 
(1958) 

Ithv  OKpn  Tou  KOQiJOu  eIvqi  TO  KUTTopiaai,  n  Kap5ia  tou 
£ivai  TO  x^pi  Hou  ^spo  qtt'  Tqv  TTupivri  cpcovr)  aou  5£ 

IJTTopsi  va  xdipsTnaEi  Oute  v'  aTTAdjasi  Tq  QKOvq  tou  va 
5ia(Bouv  TO  ^(jovTOva  cpuTO  Atto  Tqv  OKpn  Tq?  ttio 

nTTn|J£vn?  opiAia^  adj9nK£^  £au  KpQTOJVTa^  qtq  x^pici 

aou  £va  TsAsuTaio  ^wo,  KA£i5d)vovTa^  qto  ijoti  aou  Mia 

TsAEUToia  Kpauyn,  aTTEAsuBspajvovTa^  to  adj|ja  Tq^  ttio 

IJiKpn^  (pojTia^  Tq^  TTIO  piKpr)^  Tq^  £AdxiaTn?  Tqq 

ax£56v  avuTTopxTn?  cpajTid^  Q  sau  TTpdaivo  (3oTdvi  ott' 
Tov  oupavo  KaTay6|j£vo  Zto  vspo  ttou  AEiTOupysi^  flou 

aKopTTi^saai  ottoj^  t\  axTiSa  aTqv  TTAeupa  tou  aTiAsTOu 

riou  Toaou^  aidjv£^  Tpoj^  ott'  to  KopiJi  |JOu  |j£Ai  riou  as 

(pOJVd^OJ  TT6T£  TT£9a|J£V0^  KOI  TT6T£  Tp£A6^  OTTO  |J£T£ajpiT£5 

TTOU  aPnvouv  a£  pia  ycovia  tou  puaAou  pou  Eau 
KUTTopiaai  pou  5uo  KO|j|jaTia  ott'  tou  Koipou  to 
Ta£KOupi  M£  to  Y£Aia  aou  aTpoyyuAa  cppouTa  oz 

TTaV£pia  TTOU  KpOTOUV 

IJTTpdTaa  p65iva,  KUTTopiaai  pou  ttou  Kav£va  x^pi  As 
|jTTop£i  va  a£  aTTOxajpia£i  otto  £|j£va,  ttou  Ka|jid  TTi9a|jri 

5£  |JTTop£i  va  |j£Tpria£i  to  uipo^  aou  KuTTopiaai  otto 

v£pd  KOI  ouaia  TTOvdKpiPn,  otto  i5pd)Ta 
aKpi(3oTTAnpaj|j£vov  Atto  Adyo  KOTTavia|j£vo  |j£  xiAid5£^ 
acpupid,  |j£  acpupid  Ka|j(jO|j£va  dTT'  oAa  to  TTpdyiJOTO  Att' 

TH  cpTOJxn  Ki  £pn|Jn  cpT£Aid  |j£xpi  TO  ijojpd  Tq?  x^^^va^ 

KOI  TO  poAdyia  tojv  TT£Tpaj|jdTajv  Ti  ^r|Td?  aTq  9dAaaaa, 

yiOTi  KOi|jdaai  TTAdi  oz  aTTO|j£ivdpia  ijjapidjv  Ki  o  uttvo^ 

aou  |J£  Tl^  XPW|JC(TiaT£^  KAajaT£^  tou  K£VTd£l  TO  5£p|Ja  |JOU 

KuTTopiaai  |j£  avTpoyuvn  oipn- 
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Papatsonis  Takis  (1895  -  1976) 


Papatsonis  Takis  was  born  on  1895  in  Athens  and  died  there  on  1976.  By  profession 
an  economist,  he  became  a  General  Director  of  the  Ministry  of  Economics,  a  life  member  of 
the  Financial  Council  of  the  High  Administrative  Court,  and  for  many  years  represented 
Greece  on  various  economic  missions  throughout  Europe  and  in  Cuba.  He  also  served  as 
Deputy  Chairman  of  the  Commercial  bank  of  Greece.  In  addition  to  his  poetry  he  has 
published  books  of  contemplation  and  aesthetics,  and  was  the  first  to  translate  Eliot's  The 
Waste  Land  into  Greek.  Influenced  not  only  by  Byzantine  but  also  by  Roman  Catholic 
doctrine  and  ritual,  he  is  predominantly  a  religious  poet  with  an  inclination  toward  mysticism 
and  naturalism,  tempered  by  an  erotic  strain. 
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O  TdKrjc;  Ha7iaTa6vr|(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1895  axriv  A9f|va  Kai  7is9avs  to  1976.  'Hxav 
oiKovo|ioA.6yo(;  Kai  syivs  rsviK6(;  rpa|i|iaTsa(;  tod  YTioDpysioi)  Oikovo|iik6v,  laoPio  [lEkoq 
TOD  oiKovo|iiKOD  2D|iPoDXioD  TOD  av^TttTOD  5ioiKr|TiKOD  SiKaGTTipioD,  Kai  yia  TioXXd  xpovia 
avTiTipoG^TisDS  TTjv  EXk&Sa  otk;  5id(pops(;  oikovo|iiks(;  a7ioaToXs(;  as  6Xr|  ttjv  Edp^titj. 
Ytitip^s  Kai  ava7iXr|pcoTf|(;  7ip6s5po(;  ttjc;  E|i7iopiKf|(;  Tpd7is^a(;  Tr[q  EXka5aq.  EKxoq  ajio  ttjv 
7ioir|af|  TOD  sxsi  5r||ioaisDasi  Kai  PipXia  axsSioD  Kai  aia9r|TiKf|(;,  Kai  f|Tav  o  7ip6TO(;  tiod 
|iSTS(ppaas  Eliot  GTa  sXXrjviKd.  E7ir|psaa|isvo(;  oxi  |i6vo  aTio  to  PD^avTivo  aXka  Kai  ajio  to 
pco|iaioKa9oXiK6  56y|ia,  sivai  KDpicoc;  9pr|aKSDTiK6(;  7ioir|Tf|(;  |is  |iia  kXigti  7ipo(;  to  |iDaTiKia|i6 
Kai  Ta  vaT0DpaXia|i6. 
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Before  the  advent 
(1921) 

I  feel  myself  to  he  a  man  disgraced, 

walking  nightlong  and  daylong  beyond  the  Paling 

of  a  Garden  lush  with  fountains  and  flowers, 

waiting  in  vain  for  the  Great  Gate  to  open  again,  and  to 

admit  me.  And  I  am  tired  with  the  remembrance  only  of  the 

evil  life  1  have  lived  to  this  day. 

And  I  am  downhearted  because  I  am  thwarted  now 

when  I  long  to  lie  down  under  the  foliage  of  the  Shadow  of 

Grace.  And  the  dumb  beasts,  the  Hens  and  the  Hares. 

the  Pigeons  and  the  Bats,  wander  freely  in  the  Bushes; 

the  Honeybees  sing,  and  the  Snails, 

after  the  ram.  proceed  in  their  Easter  Barouches. 

Only  I,  by  the  Paling,  like  a  Poacher  or  Beggar 

expelled  by  the  Gardeners  and  the  Wicked  Servants. 

come  near  to  dying  in  the  oppressive  dampness 

of  whole  winter  nights  in  the  freezing  North  Winds. 

Nor  can  I  run  off  again  into  that  City  of  Tumult 

where  I  behold  the  embrace  of  Evil  opening  for  me 

with  a  warm  welcome.  For  I  am  gripped 

with  nausea  at  the  sight  of  her  only. 

I  cry  out.  I  cry  out  by  the  Threshold  of  the  Outer  Door,  I 

cry  out  like  a  False  Prophet  derided  by  a  1 1 : 

"Open  the  Church  at  least  for  me  that  I  may  go 

there  where  you  suffer  the  stray  Tramps  of  the  mountains. 

"But  no  mercy  is  heard  for  the  entreating  voice.  Punishment 

buffets  me  about  like  snow-beaten  Winter,  like  unbearable 

Cold  with  no  fire,  no  bed. 

no  roof,  no  food,  nor  pity,  nor  forgiveness, 

and  snowbound  Christmas  approaches. 

The  Shepherds  take  down  their  Flutes,  dust  oil  the  Church 

Organs,  and  the  Magi  watch  the  Heavens  daylong  and 
nightlong  to  find  the  Star  of  the  newly  born  Infant  God.  A 


npO  TH^  EAEUQECOq 
(1921) 

Aia9avo|jai  KnAi5aj|j£vo^  avSpojiro^  va  Eipai, 

|j£p6vuxTa  va  TTEpTraTw  e^oj  otto  KdyKsAa 

ttAouqIou  n£pi(3oAiou  |j£  dv9n  kqi  oitpyzc;, 

KOI  va  |jr|  (SAettoj  va  ^avoiysTai  q  MsydAri  nopia  yia  va 

IJTTOJ.  Kai  £xw  |jia  Koupaan,  |j6vo  |J£  thv  avd|jvnan  Tq? 

KOKia^  TTdJxci  ^nasi  oj^  to  aniJEpa  ^con^!  Kai  pia 
5ua9u|jia  yiaii  |j'  £|jTTo5i^ouv,  Twpa  ttou  £TTi9u|jnaa,  va 

^aTTAojBdj  KdTOu  ott'  to  (puAAdj|jaTa  Tq?  \OK\zpt\(; 
KaAoauvn?.  Kai  to  kouto  to  ^wa,  Aayoi  koi  NuxispiSs^, 

K6t£^  KOI  nspiaTspia,  £A£u9£pa  yupi^ouv  qtou^ 

0d|jvou^.  TpayouSdvia  MEAiaaia.  Kai  to  ZaAiyKdpia, 

uQTsp'  dir'  Tq  (3poxn,  Trnyaivouv  a|ja^d5a 

riaaxaAidTiKn.  Movdxa  Eyco,  oio  KdyKsAa,  oo 

AaSpoBnpa^,  aa  Zniidvo^,  5iajKd|j£vo^  dir'  tou^ 

n£pi(30Adpn5£^  KOI  Tl^  KOKE^  Tl^  YTT£p£Tpl£^,  TTAnQld^OJ 

va  TT£9dvaj,  oir\y  uypaaia  Tqv  TTviyEpn  vuxtojv 

oA6KAr|pa3v  x£i|JwvidTiKajv  koi  qtou^  TrayEpou^ 

Bopid5£^.  OuT£  va  (puyoj  ttou  ^ava|JTTopdj  aTqv  noAiT£ia 

Tou  0opu(3ou,  TTOU  (SAettoj  Tqv  ayKdAq  Tq^  KoKia^,  as 

9£p|jriv  uTTo5oxn  va  pou  ^avoiysTai.  AAA'  or\b\Q  acpixTd 

|j£  TT£pi^djv£i,  QTO  |jdvo  avTJKpuQiJa  Tq?.  $ajvd^(jo, 

(pojvd^oj,  QTO  KoTOJcpAi  TH^  O^djTTopTa^,  (pojvd^oj,  aav 

4^£u5oTTpo(priTn^,  KaTa(ppov£|j£vo^  dTT'  oAou^: 

TouAdxiaTOv  QTqv  EKKAqaiav,  avoixT£  |JOu  va 

5i£u9uv9dj,  £K£i  TTOU  5£X£a9£  Tou^  nAavaj|j£vou5  AAriT£(; 

Tojv  Bouvdjv.  Kai  5£v  aKOuyETai  £uaTTAaxvia  oir]  5£r|TiKri 

(pojvn.  H  Tiijojpia  |j£  KoAa(pi^£i  aa  X£i|jdjva^ 

Xiovo5ap|j£vo5,  aav  avuTTOcpoprj  flayajvid,  51x03^  (pwTid, 

51x03^  oiKTO  KOI  auxa3p£an.  nAqaid^ouvE  to  Xiovia|j£va 

XpiaTOUY£VVa,  ^£Kp£|JVdV£  TO  $AdouTa  oi  noi|j£V£5, 

^£aKOvi^ouv£  TO  Opyava  aTi^  £KKAr|ai£^,  koi  oi  Mdyoi 

vuxT6r||J£pa  KOiTd^ouv  to  ZT£p£aj|ja,  tou  N£ou  MiKpou 
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small  Ray  of  life  and  warmth,  like  a  glowworm  behind  a 

Hedge  in  a  dead  Midnight  of  Vigilance,  reaches  even  to 

me.  Can  it  be  they  will  come  for  me  also,  the  Angels,  the 

Village  Visitors,  with  their  joyful  Caroling? 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


0£ou  TO  Aaipo  v'  avaKaAuqjouv.  MiKpnv  AxiiSa  ^wn^ 

KOI  [.toioq,  TTiaaj9£  otto  $paxTn,  aav  nuyoAa|JTTi5a,  as 

Pa9£ia  MEaavuxTO  AypuTTvia^,  scpiaas  oj^  £|j£va. 

MnTTOJ^  £p90UV  KOI  yia  |J£Va  Ol  AyY£A0I,  OI  ETTiaK£(pT£^ 

Tojv  xwpidjv,  |j£  TO  xcipou|j£va  TO  KoAavTajTo  piao^ 

6|jaj^  £(3YaA£  kqi  K£ivo  ir\  (pojvn  tou; 
«'+'apou,  t'  ayKiaipi,  tt'  a(pia£^,  oAAou  va  pi^q?  a|j£». 
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Patrikios  Titos  (1928) 


Patrikios  Titos  was  born  on  1928  in  Athens.  In  1943  he  joined  the  United  Panhellenic 
Organization  of  Youth,  in  1944  the  National  Popular  Liberation  Army,  and  took  part  in  the. 
war:  fare.  Arrested  by  Greek  collaborators  in  1944,  he  was  set  up  against  a  church  wall  to  be 
shot,  but  the  execution  was  cancelled  at  the  last  moment.  As  one  of  the  founders  of 
Epitheorisi  Tehnis  (Review  of  the  Arts),  he  served  on  the  editorial  board  for  five  years,  but  at 
the  same  time  worked  as  translator,  newspaper  reporter  and  lawyer.  He  left  for  Paris  in  1959, 
and  until  1964  took  post-graduate  work  in  sociology  and  philosophy  at  the  Sorbonne  and  the 
Ecole  Ptatique  de  hautes  Etudes.  Two  of  his  studies  were  published  by  UNESCO  first  in 
French,  then  in  English,  Russian  and  Spanish.  After  the  fall  of  the  dictatorship,  he  returned  to 
Athens,  where  he  has  lived  ever  since. 
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O  TiTO(;  naTpiKiO(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1928  axriv  A9f|va.  Kaxd  ttj  SidpKsia  Tr|(;  ysp|iaviKf|(; 
KaxoxTj^;  7if|ps  |ispo(;  axriv  E9viKf|  Avxiaxaari,  axpaxsD|isvo(;  apxiKd  axrjv  EnON  Kai  axr| 
aDvsxsia  axov  EAA2.  To  1944  Kaxa5iKdaxr|Ks  as  9dvaxo  aTio  auvspydxsc;  xcov  ysp|iav6v  Kai 
r|  sKxsXsafi  xod  |iaxai69r|Ks  xr|v  xsXsDxaia  axiy|if|.  ISpDxiKo  [iskoq  xod  7ispio5iKoi3 
E7ii9s6pr|ar|  Tsxvr|(;  aTio  xo  1954  5r||ioaisDas  noXka  dp9pa  Kai  KpniKsq  axiq  axf|Xs(;  xod,  sv6 
TioXXd  5oKi|iid  XOD  aD|i7ispiXf|(p9r|Kav  as  aDyKsvxpcoxiKS(;  SKSoasK;.  YlapaXkr[ka  spydaxrjKs  a)q 
|isxa(ppaaxf|(;,  5r||ioaioypd(pO(;  s(pr||ispi5cov  Kai  5iKr[y6poq.  Atio  xo  1959  (Dq  xo  1964  aTioDSaas 
KoivcovioXoyia  axr|v  Ecole  Pratique  des  Hautes  Etudes  xod  HapiaiOD  Kai  7if|ps  |ispo(;  as 
spsDVS(;  XOD  E9viK0D  KsvxpoD  E7iiaxr||ioviKf|(;  'EpsDvac;  xr|(;  TaXXiaq.  Ado  ajio  xk;  |isXsxs(;  xod 
5r||ioaisD9r|Kav  aTio  xr|v  0YNE2K0  7ip6xa  axa  yaXXiKd,  STisixa  axa  ayyXiKd,  pcoaiKd  Kai 
laTiaviKd.  Msxd  aTio  xr|v  7ix6ar|  xrjc;  SiKxaxopiac;,  S7isaxps\|/s  axr|v  A9f|va. 
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Verses  2 
(1963) 

Verses  that  howl  Verses  that  rise,  as  if  they're  bayonets 
verses  that  threaten  the  established  order  and  in  their  few  feet  make 
or  break  the  revolution  useless,  false,  boastful  because  today 

no  verse  topples  regimes  no  verse  mobilizes  the  masses. 

(What  masses?  now,  between  us  who  thinks  of  the  masses?  at 

most  a  personal  deliverance,  if  not  recognition) 

That's  why  I  no  longer  write  in  order  to  offer  paper  guns 

weapons  made  of  babbling,  hollow  words. 

But  only  to  lift  up  a  small  corner  of  the  truth 

to  cast  a  little  light  on  our  counterfeit  life. 

As  much  as  I  can,  as  long  as  I  endure. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


ZtIxoi  2 
(1963) 

Ziixoi  TTOu  Kpauya^ouv  aiixoi  ttou  opBajvoviai  laxa 

aav  ^i(poA6yx£?  aiixoi  ttou  qtteiAouv  Tqv  Ka9£aTr|Kuia 

Td^n  KOI,  |j£aa  QTOu^  Aiyou^  tt65£^  tou^  kqvouv  q 

avaTp£TTOuvTr|V£TTavaaTaar|,  axpn^JTOi,  iij£utikoi, 

KO|JTTaaTiKoi.  yiOTi  Kav£va^  crTixog  ar||j£pa  5£v 

avaTp£TT£i,  Ka9£aTdjTa  Kav£va^  cttIxo^  5£v  Kivr|TOTTOi£i 

Ti^  |ja^£^.  noi£^  |Jd^£?;  M£Ta^u  pa^  Tojpa  ttoioi 

aK£(pTOVTai  ti^  |Ja^£^;  To  ,ttoAu  |jia  AuTpwan  aTO|jiKri,  av 

6x1  ava5£i^r|-)  Ti'  outo  ki  £Yd)  5£  ypacpoj  ttiq  fia  va 

TTpoa(p£paj  xctpiiva  vToucpkia 

ottAq  otto  Aoyia  cpAuapa  kqi,  Koucpia 

Movo  |jiav  QKpn  TH?  aAri9£ia5  va  anKwaw 

va  pi^oj  Aiyo  cpoj^  qthv  TTAaaTOYpa(pn|J£vn  |Ja^  ^wn 

Oao  iJTTopoj,  KI  oao  KpaTqaw 
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Pittas  Triantafillos  (1924  -  1990) 


TriantafiUos  Pittas  was  born  in  Soufli  Thrace  on  1912  and  died  in  Athens  on  1997.  He 
has  written  poems  novels  and  essays.  In  his  poems  reveals  the  hidden  human  desires,  the 
tragedy  of  the  human  soul . 

[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  TpmvzaipvXkoq  YliTxaq  yswf|9r|Ks  axo  SoDcpXi  to  1912  Kai  7is9avs  axriv  A9f|va  to 
1997.  'Exsi  ypd\|/si  |iD9iaTopf||iaTa,  5oKi|iia  Kai  Tioifniaxa.  Sxa  Tioifniaxd  tod  ajioKaX-OTixsi  uq 
KpD|i|isvs(;  av9p67iivs(;  S7ii9d|iis(;,  ttj  xpaycoSia  Tr|(;  av9p67rivr|(;  \|/dxt1?- 
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Marginal  People 

Subcutaneous  insects  guide  us 

into  these  cities  whose  backs  are  bent 

by  the  will  of  the  unclean. 

Our  lips  are  prisoners  of  vertigo  bloodstained 

daggers  against  our  breath  subterranean 

pulses  in  profane  blood.  Alone  in  the 

dressingrooms  of  remorse  Alone  in  the  gloomy  hopeless 

margin  No  space  no  landscape  around  us 

swaddled  into  a  cocoon  of  scorn 

we  gather  our  body's  dried  sand 

with  no  complaint,  no  tear,  and  no  hope.  "Fisherwoman, 

take  your  hook  and  go  cast  elsewhere". 


Oi  riEpiOcbpioi 

YTTo56p£ia  £VTO|ja  pa^  oSnyouv 

01\(;  TTOAlT£i£^  TOUT£^  TTOU  Ka|JTTOUpid^OUV 

OTTO  TH  (SouAnan  tojv  puirapajv 

To  x^iAn  iJQ^  aixiJoAajia  qtov  iAiyyo  |jaTaj|j£va 

£yX£ipi5ia  ainv  TTvor)  pa^  uttox96vio^  acpuypo^  qto 

(3£(3nAo  ai|ja  Movoi  qto  airoSuTripia  tou  ov£ipou  Movoi 

QTO  ^0(p£p6  aV£ATTl50  TT£pl9djplO 

Ka|jia  £KTaan  Kav£va  tottIo  yupco  |ja^  (paaKi(jO|j£voi  a' 

£va.  poppiKio  OTTO  xA£un  |ja^£uou|j£  THv  dpyiAAo  tou 

KopiJiou  |ja^  x^Pi?  TTapdTTOvo  xwpi^  5dKpua  xwpi^ 

£ATTi5a. 


Translated  by:  Mundus  Artium 
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Polemis  loannis  (1862  - 1925) 


Polemis  loannis  was  born  on  1862  in  Athens,  though  his  family  hailed  from  the  island 
of  Andros  in  the  Cyclades.  He  died  in  1925.  He  was  a  Greek  poet,  part  of  the  1880s  revivalist 
movement  in  Greek  poetry.  Polemis'  poetry  is  written  in  straightforward,  simple  language  and 
has  long  been  included  in  Greek  primary  school  textbooks.  They  are  of  a  romantic  and  or 
patriotic  nature.  Probably  his  greatest  prose  work  is  the  drama  "King  Sun-less"  which  was 
brought  to  the  stage  and  starred  no  less  an  actress  than  Marika  Kotopouli. 
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O  l(x)awr\q  HoXs|ir|(;  yswf|0r|KS  to  1862  axriv  A0f|va,  av  Kai  r|  oiKoysvsid  tod 
Kaxayoxav  aTio  to  vrjai  Tr[q  AvSpoi)  Kai  TisGavs  to  1925.  O  Icodwr|(;  HoXs|ir|(;  avf|Ksi  gtti  Nsa 
I^XoXt]  7ioir|T6v  tiod  avTiTdxTrjKs  aTr|v  DTispPoXfj  Kai  toy  dKpaTO  po|iavTia|i6,  sv6  7iapdXXr|Xa 
KaGispcoas  (oncdq  oi  Ylaka^iaq,  Apoaivr|(;)  ttj  5r||iOTiKf|  yX6aaa  gttiv  7ioir|af|  tod  Kai  7ioif||iaTd 
TOD  sxoDV  7ispiXr|(p9si  aTa  axoXiKd  PipXia  7ipcoToPd9|iia(;  SK7iai5sDar|(;.  IliQavchq  r|  |isyiaTr| 
spyaaia  tod  sivai  to  5pd|ia  "BaaiXid(;  avfj^iayoc;"  tiod  7rapoDaidaTr|Ks  gtti  aKr|vf|  aTio  ttjv 
r|0o7ioi6  MapiKa  KototiodXtj. 
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Epigramme  (to  Byron) 

Glory  that  with  innocent  hands,  with  hands  purified  and  with 

an  immaculate  blade,  a  blade  holy  and  clean  cut  fresh 

branches  of  Delphic  laurel  tree  and  tied  them  in  haste 

making  a  wreath  for  ever  green  to  crown  you  in  your  last 

bed  since  you  fell,  death  has  crowned  her  as  well. 


Translated  by:  Balkan  Studies 


[Index] 
EniYpa|j|J<3  (otov  Bupcova) 

Tq  Ao^a,  ttou  |J£  x^pici  ayva,  x^pici  KoSapia  kqi  |J£ 

5p£TTdvi  apoAuvTO,  ispo  5p£TTavi,  EKoqjE  5d(pvng 

SsAcpiKr)^  XKb^pd  KAojvdpia  k'  ettAe^e  (SiaaTiKd  to 

apapavTO  aiEcpavi  yia  va  as  aiEcpavajan  oir\  oizpyt] 

aou  KAivq,  o  Sdvaio^  aou  Tq  QTEcpdvajQE  k'  £K£ivr|. 
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Ritsos  Yiannis  (1909  - 1990) 


Ritsos  Yannis  was  born  on  1909  in  Monemvasia,  the  Peloponnesos  and  died  in  Athens 
on  1990.  He  enrolled  in  the  University  of  Athens  in  1925  but  fell  ill  of  his  family's  disease  of 
tuberculosis  and  spent  almost  six  years  in  various  sanitariums.  For  his  left-wing  activities 
during  the  German-Italian  Occupation  and  the  Civil  Wars  that  followed,  he  was  incarcerated 
in  various  detention  camps,  1948-52  and  again  after  the  military  coup  of  1967.  His  entire  life 
has  been  primary  a  dedication  to  his  political  beliefs  and  his  poetry,  having  published  over  77 
books  by  1980.  He  is  also  an  accomplished  painter,  working  on  whatever  material  he  can 
obtain,  paper,  stones,  pebbles,  bones.  Haunted  by  death,  driven  at  times  to  the  edge  of 
madness,  Ritsos  throughout  his  life  has  been  upheld  by  an  obstinate  faith  in  poetry  as 
redemption,  and  in  the  revolutionary  ideal.  When  broke  from  formal  poetry  into  free  verse,  he 
turned  to  themes  that  expressed  the  pain  and  endeavor  of  man  to  overcome  his  fate,  the 
nostalgia  of  adolescence,  and  the  durability  of  the  Greek  landscape.  His  short  poems  become 
terse,  hard,  objective,  imagistic,  symbolistic.  Loneliness,  death  and  decay  remained  some  of 
his  basic  themes,  the  dynasty  of  chance,  the  tyranny  of  necessity,  the  totality  of  life  in  all  its 
incomprehensibility.  Lately  he  has  turned  to  classical  myth  in  which  ancient  situations  are 
seen  to  be  problematically  modern. 
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O  Fidwrjc;  Vhaoq  yswf|9r|KS  to  1909  axri  Movs|iPaaid  Kai  TisOavs  axriv  A9f|va  to 
1990.  FpdcpxriKs  axo  Havs7iiaTf||iio  ttjc;  A9f|va(;  to  1925  aXka  app6aTr|as  |is  (pD|iaTicoar|  Kai 
Tispaas  oxsSov  s^i  xpovia  as  Sidcpopa  aavaxopia.Fia  tk;  iiap^iaxiKsc;  tod  idssq  Kaxd  ttj 
SidpKsia  Tr|(;  ysp|iavo-iTaXiKf|(;  KaxoxTjc;  Kai  tod  s|i(pDXioD  (pD^aKiaxriKs  as  axpaxoTisSa 
aDyKsvTp6asco(;  Kai  s^opiaxriKs  as  Sidcpopa  |ispr|.  To  iSio  aDvsPr|  Kai  Kaxd  xr|  SidpKsia  xr|(; 
XODVxac;.  OXoK^ripri  r|  ^cof|  xod  f|xav  |iia  acpispcoarj  axK;  TzoXniKsq  7iS7ioi0f|asi(;  xod  Kai  xr|v 
7ioir|af|  XOD,  5r||ioaisDovxa(;  Tidvco  ajio  77  PipXia  |isxpi  xo  1980.  Eivai  STiiarjc;  svaq 
Kaxa^ico|isvo(;  ^coypd(pO(;  tiod  spydaxr|Ks  |is  Sidcpopa  D^iKd  oticoc;  x^P'^i^?  Tisxpa,  x^^^i^Kia  Kai 
KOKKaXa.  KDvr|yr||isvo(;  ajio  xo  Odvaxo  o5r|ysi9r|KS  Kaxd  7ispi65oD(;  axrjv  xpsXa.  O  Vhaoq  6?ir| 
XOD  xr|  ^cofj  axripi^s  |is  S7ii|iovf|  xr|v  7ioir|ar|,  Kai  xo  STiavaaxaxiKo  i5s65s(;.  Dxav  aXka^s  xr|v 
7ioir|af|  XOD  as  sXsDOspo  axixo,  stisXs^s  9s|iaxa  tiod  s^scppaaav  xov  tiovo  Kai  xr|v  7ipoa7id9sia 
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TOD  axoiioD  va  D7ispviKf|asi  TTj  |ioipa  TOD,  TTj  voaxaXyia  Tr[q  s(pr|Psia(;,  Kai  xri  SidpKsia  tod 
sA.A.r|viKOD  TOTiioD.  Ta  aDVTO|ia  Tioifniaxd  tod  yivovTai  aicXripd,  avTiKsi|isviKd,  |iaysDTiKd  Kai 
aD|iPoXiKd.  H  iiova^id,  o  9dvaT0(;  Kai  r|  a7ioaDv9sar|  7iaps|isivav  |ispiKd  ajio  Ta  PaaiKd 
0s|iaTd  TOD,  r|  7ii9av6Tr|Ta  ttjc;  SDvaaTsiac;,  r|  avayKaaTiKf|  TDpawia,  r|  aDvoXiKf|  ^cof|  as  6A.r| 
TTjv  aKaTavor|aia.  TsXsDTaia  yDpias  gtov  K^aaaiKo  |id0o  otiod  apxaisc;  KaTaoTdosK; 
aDvavT6vTai  aav  7ipopXf||iaTa  aTr|  aDyxpovr|  Koivcovia. 
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Romiosini 
(1945-47) 

I 

These  trees  cannot  adjust  to  lesser  sky, 

these  stones  cannot  adjust  beneath  the  tread  of  strangers, 

these  faces  cannot  adjust  unless  they  feel  the  sun,  these 

hearts  cannot  adjust  unless  they  live  in  justice.  This 

landscape  is  as  harsh  as  silence, 

it  hugs  to  its  breast  the  scorching  stones, 

clasps  in  its  light  the  orphaned  olive  trees  and  vineyards, 

clenches  its  teeth.  There  is  no  water.  Light  only.  Roads 

vanish  in  light  and  the  shadow  of  the  sheepfold  is  made  of 

iron. 
Trees,  rivers,  and  voices  have  turned  to  stone  in  the  sun's 

quicklime.  Roots  trip  on  marble.  Dust-covered  lentisk 

shrubs.  Mules  and  rocks.  All  panting.  There  is  no  water.  All 

are  parched.  For  years  now.  All  chew  a  morsel  of  sky  to 

choke  down  their  bitterness. 

Their  eyes  are  bloodshot  for  lack  of  sleep, 

a  deep  furrow  is  wedged  between  their  eyebrows 

like  a  cypress  tree  between  two  mountains  at  sunset. 

Their  hands  are  welded  to  their  rifles  their  rifles  are 

extensions  of  their  hands  their  hands  are  extensions  of  their 

souls  anger  lies  upon  their  lips  and  anguish  deep  within  their 

eyes  like  a  star  in  a  salt-pit. 

When  they  clasp  hands,  the  sun  becomes  certain  of  the 

world,  when  they  smile,  a  small  swallow  flies  out  of 

their  savage  beards,  when  they  sleep,  twelve  stars  fall 

out  of  their  empty  pockets,  when  they  are  killed,  life 

sweeps  up  the  ascent  with  kettledrums 

and  flags  flying.  For  so  many  years  all  have  starved,  all 


PcoiJiOQuvri 
(1945-47) 

I 
AuTd  TO  5£VTpa  bz  PoAeuovtqi  |J£  AiyoTspo  oupavo, 

aUTE^  01  TTETpS^  5£  PoAeUOVTOI  KOTOU  QTT'  TO  ^EVO 

PnijaTa,  auTd  to  TTpoaajira  5£  PoAeuovtoi  irapa  |j6vo 
QTOv  qAio,  auT£^  oi  Kap5i£^  bz  PoAsuovtoi  irapa  |j6vo 

QTO  5iKI0. 

Etouto  to  TOTTio  sivai  QKAqpo  aav  Tq  aicoTrn, 

acpiyysi  qtov  Kopcpo  tou  to  TTup(jO|j£va  tou  Ai9apia, 

acpiyysi  qto  cpw^  ti^  opcpavs^  zk\tc;  tou  koi  t'  apTTsAia 

TOU,  QcpiyyEi  to  56vTia.  Aev  uTTdpxsi  vspo.  Movdxa  cpoj^. 

0  5p6|JO^  xc^vsTQi  QTO  cpoj^  Ki  0  JQKio^  Tq^  |jdvTpa^  £ivai 

aiSspo. 

MapiJapwaav  to  5£VTpa,  to  TTOTa|jia  k'  oi  (pojvs^  |j£^ 

QTOV  Qoptoir]  TOU  qAiou.  H  pi^a  qkovtcicptei  qto 

|jdp|japo.  To  QKOviaiJEva  QKoiva. 

To  iJOuAdpi  KI  0  Ppdxo^.  Aaxavid^ouv.  Asv  uTTdpxei 

v£p6.  OAoi  5iiiJdv£.  Xpdvia  Tojpa.  OAoi  |jaadv£  |jia 

IJTTOUKid  oupavo   TTdVOU  QTT'  TqV  TTJKpa  TOU^.  To  iJdTia 

Tou^  £ivai  KOKKiva  QTT'  Tqv  aypuTTvia,  pia  Pa9£id 

XapoKid  a(pnvaj|j£vn  avd|j£aa  qto  cppuSia  tou^  aav  £va 

KUTTopiaai  avd|j£aa  oz  5uo  pouvd  to  AidY£p|ja. 

To  x^pi  Tou^  £ivai  KoAAr||J£vo  qto  vTOucpki 

TO  vTOU(p£Ki  £ivai  auv£X£ia  tou  x^piou  tou^ 

TO  x^pi  Tou^  £ivai  auv£X£ia  Tq^  ijJuxn?  tou^ 

£XOuv  QTO  x^iAia  tou^  OTTdvou  TO  9u|j6 

k'  £xouv£  tov  KoniJO  paBid-poBid  qto  |jdTia  tou^ 

aav  £va  aaT£pi  oz  \\\o  yoOpa  oAdTi. 

Otov  acpiyyouv  to  x^pi,  o  qAio^  £ivai  ^£^010^  yia  tov 

Kda|JO  OTQv  xa|JOY£Adv£,  £va  piKpo  x^AiSovi  (p£UY£i  |j£^ 

QTT'  t'  dypia  Y£V£ia  tou^ 

OTOv  KOiiJOuvTOi,  5dj5£Ka  dQTpQ  TT£(pTOuv  ott'  ti^  cibzizc; 

loz-uzc;  Tou^  OTOV  QKOTcbvovTai,  n  ^wri  Tpapd£i  Tqv 
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have  thirsted,  all  were  slaughtered, 

besieged  by  land  and  sea;  drought  has  consumed  their 

fields,  brine  has  drenched  their  houses, 

the  wind  has  knocked  down  their  doors  and  the  few 

shrubs  in  the  village  square, 
death  comes  and  goes  through  the  holes  in  their 
overcoats,  their  tongues  have  become  as  acrid  as 
cypress  cones,  their  dogs  have  perished,  wrapped  up 
in  their  own  shadows,  the  rain  beats  down  on  their 
bones.  Transfixed  on  their  outposts  they  smoke  cow- 
dung  and  the  night, 
scanning  the  frenzied  sea  where  the  broken  mast  of  the 
moon  has  sunk.  They  have  run  out  of  bread,  exhausted 
their  ammunition,  now  they  load  their  cannons  with 
their  hearts  only. 
So  many  years  besieged  by  land  and  sea, 
they  are  all  starved,  are  all  killed,  yet  no  one  has 
perished  there  on  their  outposts  their  eyes  glow, 
a  huge  Hag,  a  great  crimson  conflagration, 
and  every  dawn  a  thousand  doves  soar  out  of  their 
hands  toward  the  four  gates  of  the  horizon. 

IV 

They  pushed  on  straight  into  dawn  with  the  disdain  of 

hungry  men,  a  star  had  thickened  in  their  motionless  eyes, 

they  carried  on  their  shoulders  the  stricken  summer.  The 

armies  passed  through  here  with  banners  clinging  to  their 

bodies,  with  stubbornness  clenched  between  their  teeth  like 

an  acrid  pear, 

with  the  moon's  sand  in  their  heavy  army  boots, 

with  the  coaldust  of  night  sticking  in  their  ears  and  nostrils. 

Tree  by  tree,  stone  by  stone,  they  passed  through  the  world, 

passed  through  sleep  with  thorns  for  pillow.  They  brought 

life  like  a  river  cupped  in  their  parched  hands.  At  every  step 

they  won  a  league  of  sky  to  give  it  away.  At  their  outposts 

they  turned  to  stone  like  scorched  trees,  and  when  they 

danced  in  the  village  squares  the  ceilings  in  the  houses 

shook 


avqcpopa  |j£an|Jai£^Kai 
|j£  TOiJTTOupAa.  Toaa  xpovia  oAoi  tteivove,  oAoi  SiqjavE, 

OAOI  QKOTdjVOVTai  TTOAlOpKr||J£VOI  OTTO  QTEplQ,  KOI 

9aAaaaa,  Ecpays  q  Kdqja  to  x^pdcpia  tou^  k'  q  appupa 

TTOTIQE  TO  QTTiTia  TOU^ 

0  ayspa^  tpp\i,z  ti^  ttopte^  tou^  kqi  ti^  Aiys^  iraaxaAiE^ 

Tq^  TTAOTEia^  otto  TI^  TPUTTE^  TOU  TTOVWCpopiOU  TOU^ 

|jTTaivo(3yaiv£i  o  Sdvaio^ 

n  yAdjaaa  tou^  sivai  aiucpn  aav  to  KUTTapiaa6|jr|Ao 

TT£9avav  to  qkuAiq  tou^  luAiyiJsva  qtov  jqkio  tou^  q 

(3poxn  XTUTTdsi  QTO  KOKKoAo  Tou^.  fldvou  QTO  KopaouAia 

TT£Tpaj|j£voi  KQTTvi^ouv  iq  a(3ouvia  kqi  iq  vuxtq 

PiyAi^ovTO^  TO  |javiaa|j£vo  TTsAayo  ottou  PouAiq^e 

TO  QTTaaiJEvo  KOTdpTi  TOU  (pEyyapiou. 

To  qjcoiJi  awBriKE,  to  pdAia  awSriKOv, 

Y£|ji^ouv  Tojpa  TO  Kovdvia  tou^  |j6vo  |J£  Tqv  Kap5id  tou^. 

Tdaa  xpdvia  TToAiopKn|J£voi  otto  QTspid  kqi  9dAaaaa 

oAoi  TT£ivdv£,  oAoi  QKOTdjvovTai  KQI  Kav£vag  5£V  TT£9aV£ 

TTOVOU  QTO  KOpaOUAia   d|JTTOUV£  TO  IJdTia  TOU^,  |jia 

|j£YdAn  aniJaia,  pia  |j£YdAn  cpcoTid  KOTOKOKKivn  kqi  Kd9£ 

auyn  xiAid5£^  TT£piaT£pia  (p£UYOuv  qtt'  to  x^pici  tou(;  yia 

tk;  T£aa£pi^  mpizq  tou  opi^ovTO. 


Kd9£  TTOu  (3pa5id^£i  |j£  to  9u|jdpi  aoupou(pAia|j£vo  qtov 
Kopcpo  TH^  TT£Tpa^  £ivai  |jia  QTaydva  v£pd  ttou  aKd(3£i 

OTTO  TToAid  Tq  aiajTTn  oj^  to  |J£5ouAi 

£ivai  |jia  KQiJTTdva  Kp£|jaa|j£vr|  qto  Y£po-TTAdTavo  ttou 

(pojvd^Ei  TO  xpdvia.  ZTTi9£^  AayoKOiiJOuvTai  oir]  xd(3oAn 

TH?  £pn|Jid^  k'  01  aT£Y£^  auAAoyiouvTai  to  |jaAa|jaT£vio 

Xvou5i  QTO  TTdvoj  x£iAi 

TOU  AAcovdpn  KJTpivo  xvou5i  aav  Tq  cpouvTO  tou 

KoAaiJTTOKiou  KaTTvia|j£vo  qtt'  tov  KoniJO  ir]c,  5uar|?.  H 

navayia  TTAaYid^£i  qti^  |jupTi£^  |j£  ir\  (pap5£id  Tq? 

(pouQTa  A£Kiaa|j£vn  qtt'  to  QTOcpuAia. 

Zto  5pd|J0  KAai£i  £va  ttqiSI  kqi  tou  aTTOKpiv£Tai  qtt'  tov 

Kd|JTTO  n  TTpo(3aTiva  TT0UX£I  XaCJ£l  TO  TTQlSld  TH^.  [qkio^ 

oir\  ppuaq.  naYaj|j£vo  to  (3ap£Ai. 
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and  the  glassware  clattered  on  the  shelves. 

Ah,  what  songs  shook  the  mountain  summits! 

Between  their  knees  they  held  the  platter  of  the  moon  and 

ate,  and  squashed  an  Ah  in  the  depths  of  their  hearts  as 

they  would  squash  a  louse  between  their  coarse  fingernails. 

Who  will  bring  you  now  a  warm  loaf  of  bread  in  the  night  that 

you  may  feed  your  dreams? 

Who  will  stand  in  the  shade  of  an  olive  tree  to  keep  the 

cicada  company  lest  the  cicada  fall  silent, 

now  that  the  whitewash  of  noon  paints  the  low  stone  wall  of  the 

horizon  all  around,  obliterating  their  great  and  virile 

names?  This  earth  that  smelled  so  fragrantly  at  daybreak, 

the  earth  that  was  theirs  and  ours  their  blood  how  fragrant 

that  earth  and  now  how  is  it  that  our  vineyards  have 

locked  us  out, 

how  has  the  light  thinned  out  on  roofs  and  trees, 

who  can  bear  to  say  that  half  are  now  under  the  earth 

and  the  other  half  in  chains?  Though  the  sun  waves  you 

good-morning  with  so  many  leaves 

and  the  sky  glitters  with  so  many  banners,  these  lie  in 

chains  and  those  under  the  earth. 

Be  silent,  the  bells  will  ring  out  at  any  moment. 

This  earth  is  theirs,  this  earth  is  ours. 

Under  the  earth,  in  their  crossed  hands 

they  hold  the  bell  rope,  waiting  for  the  hour,  they  do  not  sleep, 

they  never  die,  waiting  to  ring  in  the  resurrection.  This 

earth  is  theirs  and  ours  no  one  can  take  it  from  us. 

V 

They  sat  under  the  olive  trees  in  the  early  afternoon 

sifting  the  ashy  light  through  their  coarse  fingers, 

they  unbuckled  their  cartridge  belts,  estimating  how  much  toil 

could  be  crammed  into  the  path  of  night, 

how  much  bitterness  in  the  knots  of  the  wild  mallow, 

how  much  courage  in  the  eyes  of  the  barefoot  boy  who 

holds  the  flag  aloft.  In  the  field  the  last  swallow  had 

lingered  late,  balancing  in  the  air  like  a  black  ribbon  on  the 

sleeve  of  autumn.  Nothing  else  remained.  Only  the  gutted 


H  KOpn  TOU  TTETOAaJTri  |J£  |JOUaK£|J£Va  TTOSia. 

Attovou  qto  TpOTTS^i  TO  qjojiji  k'  n  eAiq, 

|j£g  QTHv  KArnJaiapia  o  Auxvo^  tou  aTToaTTspiiri 

KOI  K£i  ipnAd,  yupi^ovTQ^  QTH  aou(3Aa  tou,  £uaj5d£i  o 

yaAa^ia^  Ka|j£vo  ^uyKi,  QKopSo  kqi  TTimpi. 

A,  Ti  |jTTpiai|ji  aaT£pi  OKOiJa  9a  xp£iciaT£i 

yia  va  K£VTriaouv  oi  tt£ukoP£A6v£^  oir\y  KaiijaAia|j£vr| 

IJdvipa  TOU  KoAoKaipiou  "ki  auio  9a  TT£pda£r'  ttoqo  9a 

aTiiiJ£i  OKOiJa  q  pava  Tqv  Kap5ia  Tq^  ttovou  ott'  to  £(pTa 

a(paY|j£va  TraAAriKdpia  Tq? 

djQTTOU  va  (3p£i  TO  (poj^  TO  5p6|JO  TOU  QTqv  avqcpopa  Tq? 

yjuxq?  iq^.  TouTO  to  kokkoAo  ttou  PYaiv£i  otto  Tq  yq^ 

|j£Tpa£i  opyid  opyid  Tq  yq^  kqi  ti^  K6p5£^  tou  AayouTOu 

KOI  TO  AayouTO  aTToaTT£pi^  |j£  to  (3ioAi  oj^  to  xapapci 

KoqiJO  KoqiJO  to  A£v  qto  5uoa|japivia  kqi  qtou^ 

TT£UKOU^  KQI  VTIVTIVJ^OUV  QTO  Kapa(3ia  TO  QKOIVld  QQV 

K6p5£^  KI  0  vauTq^  TTiv£i  TTiKpo9dAaaaa  QTqv  kouttq  tou 

05uaa£a. 
A,  TTOio^  9a  (ppd^£i  t6t£^  Tq  iJTToaid  koi  ttoio  aTTa9i  9a 
k6iij£i  to  Koupdyio  koi  ttoio  KA£i5i  9a  aou  KA£i5dja£i  Tqv 
Kap5id  TTOU  |J£  TO  5uo  9up6(puAAd  Tq^  SidTTAoTO  KOiTd£i 
TOU  9£0u  t'  aaTpoTT£pixuTa  TT£p(3dAia;  'Qpa  |j£YdAq  aav 
TO  ZaP(3aT6(5pa5a  tou  Mdq  QTq  vauTiKq  Ta(3£pva  vuxtq 

|j£YdAq  aav  Taqji  qtou  yavajT^q  tov  toIxo  |j£YdAo  to 
TpayouSi  aav  ijjajiJi  qtou  acpouyyapd  to  5£iTTvo. 

Kai  va  TTOU  po(3oAd£i  to  TpoxaAa  to  KpqTiKO  (p£YYdpi 

YKOTT,  YKOTT,  |J£  £iKOai  apd5£^  TTpOKOSOUpa  QTO 

QTipdAia  TOU,  KOI  vdTOi  auToi  ttou  av£(3oKaT£paivouv£  Tq 

QKdAa  TOU  AvottAiou 

Y£|ji^ovTa^  Tqv  ttIttq  tou^  xovTpoKO|j|j£va  cpuAAa  otto 

QKOTdSl,  |J£  TO  IJOUQTdKI  TOU^  9u|jdpi  pOU|J£Aia)TIKO 

TTaaTTaAia|j£vo  aaT£pi 

KOI  |j£  TO  5dvTi  Tou^  TT£UK6ppi^a  QTOU  Aiyoiou  TO  (3pdxo 

KQI  ToaAdTi.  MTTqKQv  QTQ  ai5£pa  kqi  QTq  cpajTid, 

K0u(3£VTiaaav  |j£  to  Ai9dpia, 

K£pdaav£  poKi  to  9dvaT0  qto  KauKoAo  tou  TTOTTTTOuAq 

Tou^,  qt'  AAojvia  to  i5ia  avTd|j(joaav  to  AiY£vq  kqi 

aTpdj9qKav  qto  5£iTTvo  koPovtq^  tov  Kaqpo  qto  5uo 
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houses  smoldering  still.  The  others  left  us  some  time  ago 

to  lie  under  the  stones,  their  shirts  torn  and  their  vows 

scratched  on  the  fallen  door.  No  one  wept.  We  had  no  time. 

Only  the  silence  grew  deeper  still,  and  the  light  down  by  the 

beach  was  as  tidy  as  the  housekeeping     of  the  murdered 

woman. 

What  will  happen  to  them  now  when  the  rain  seeps  into  the  earth 

with  its  rotted  plane  tree  leaves? 

What  will  happen  to  them  when  the  sun  dries  out  in  the  woolen 

blanket  of  clouds  like  a  squashed  bedbug  on  a  peasant's 

bed,  when  the  stork  of  snows  stands  embalmed  on  the  chimney 

stack  of  the  previous  night? 

Old  mothers  scatter  salt  into  the  fire,  scatter  earth  over  their 

hair,  uproot  the  vines  of  Monevasia  lest  even  one  grape 

sweeten  the  mouth  of  a  foe; 

they  have  put  the  bones  of  their  grandfathers  in  a  sack 

together  with  their  knives  and  forks 

and  wander  outside  the  wails  of  their  homelands  searching  for  a 

place  in  which  to  take  root  in  the  night.  It  would  be  hard 

for  us  to  find  a  language 

less  powerful  less  stony  than  that  of  the  cherry  tree 

those  hands  that  remained  in  the  fields 

or  up  the  mountains  or  down  under  the  sea 

do  not  forget,  they  never  forget  it  will  be  hard  for  us  to 

forget  their  hands,  it  will  be  hard  for  hands  that  grew 

callous  on  a  trigger  to  ask  questions  of  a  daisy, 

to  give  thanks,  resting  on  a  knee  or  a  book 

or  on  the  breast  of  starlight,  it  will  take  time.  And  we  must 

speak  up.  Until  they  find  their  bread  and  their  rights.  Two 

oars  nailed  in  the  sand  in  the  storming  dawn.  Where  is  the 

fishing  boat? 

A  plow  thrust  into  earth  and  the  wind  blowing. 

The  earth  scorched.  Where  is  the  plowman? 

Ashes  the  olive  tree,  the  vineyard,  and  the  house. 

Niggardly  night  with  its  stars  in  a  peasant's  sock. 

Dry  bayleaves  and  oregano  in  the  middle  cupboard  on  the 

wall.  The  fire  has  not  touched  them. 
Blackened  kettle  in  the  hearth  and  the  water  boiling  by  itself 


ETQI  TTOU  K6(3aV£  QTO  yOVQTO  TO  KpiSopSVIO  TOU^  KOpPsAl. 

EAa,  Kupa  |j£  t'  appupa  paTOKAaSa,  |j£ 
(pA(jopoKaTTvia|j£vo  x^pi  citto  Tqv  syvoia  tou  (pTOJXou  ki 
qttI  to  TToAAd  TO  xpovia  q  aydTrn  as  tt£p|J£V£i  |J£^  qto 

QKoiva, 

|j£5  oir\  QTTnAid  TOU  0  yAapo^  aou  Kp£|jd£i  to  paupo 

Koviapd  aou  ki  o  TTiKpa|j£vo^  axivio^  aou  aaTTa^£Tai  to 

vuxi  TOU  TTo5iou  aou.  M£aa  aTq  iJaupq  pwya  tou 

a|JTT£Aiou  KOxAd^£i  0  iJOuaTO^  kotokokkivo^,  KOxAa^£i  to 

po5a|ji  aTOv  Ka|j£vo  TTpivo,  aTO  xw|ja  q  pi^a  tou  v£Kpou 

^r|Td£i  v£p6  yia  va  Tivd^£i  £AdTi  k'  q  |jdva  kqtou  qtt'  Tq 

puTi5a  Tq^  KpaTd£i  Y£pd  |jaxaipi. 

EAa  Kupd  TTOU  to  xpuad  KAojaad^  auyd  tou  K£pauvou 

TTdT£  |jia  |j£pa  BaAaaaid  9a  (3YdA£i^  to  Ta£|JTT£pi  koi  9a 

TTdp£i^  TTdAi  t'  dpiJOTO  va  a£  XTUTTqa£i  KaTaKOUT£Aa 

payidTiKO  xaAd^i  va  aTTda£i  pdi5i  o  qAio^  aTqv 

aAaT^a5£via  aou  TTo5id  va  tov  |joipda£i5  povq  aou 

aTTupi-aTTupi  aTO  5dj5£Ka  opcpavd  aou,  va  Ad|JiiJ£i 

oAdyupa  o  yiaAd^  oj^  Ad|JTT£i  q  Koqjq  tou  aTTa9iou  koi  t' 

ATTpiAiou  TO  xidvi  koi  va  (5y£i  aTO  xaAiKia  o  Kd(3oupa^ 

yia  va  AiaaT£i  koi  va  aTaupdja£i  ti^  5aYKdv£5  tou. 

Ill 

Ao)  TT£pa  0  oupavo^  5£  AiYoaT£U£i  out£  aTiyijq  to  Ad5i 

TOU  iJOTiou  |ja^  5aj  TT£pa  o  qAio^  TTaipv£i  TTdvoj  tou  to 

|jia6  pdpo^  Tq^  TT£Tpa^  ttou  aqKdjvou|j£  TTdvTO  aTq  pdxq 

|ja^  aTTdv£  TO  K£pa|ji5ia  blx^c;  ax  KdTOu  ott'  to  ydva  tou 

|j£aq|j£piou  01  dv9p(jOTTOi  ttov  pTTpoaTd  ott'  tov  iaKio 

Tou^  aav  TO  5£A(pivia  |JTTpo^  ott'  to  aKia9iTiKa  Kakia 

uaT£pa  0  iaKio^  tou^  Yiv£Tai  £va^  aiTO^  ttou  (3d(p£i  to 

(pT£pd  TOU  aTO  AidY£p|ja  koi  ttio  uaT£pa  KOupvid^£i  aTO 

K£(pdAi  Tou^  KOI  auAAoYi£Tai  t'  daTpa  otov  auToi 

TTAaYid^ouv£  aTO  AiaKOJTO  |j£  Tq  |jaupq  aTOcpiSa.  Aw 

TT£pa  q  Kd9£  TTOpTO  £X£I  TT£A£Kq|J£VO  £Va  dVO|Ja  KdTTOU 

OTTO  Tp£i^  x^KiQbzc;  Toaa  xpdvia  Kd9£  Ai9dpi  £X£i 
^aJYpa(pia|j£vov  £vav  dyio  |j'  dypia  |jdTia  koi  |jaAAid 

aKOiv£via  Kd9£  dvTpa^  £X£i  aTO  ^£p(3i  tou  x^pi 

XapaY|j£vq  (3£Aovid  Tq  (3£Aovid  |jia  KOKKivq  yopydva 

Kd9£  KOTT£Aa  £X£i  |Jia  cpouxTO  aAaTia|j£vo  cpw^  KdTOu  ott' 
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in  the  bolted  house.  They  had  no  time  to  eat. 

On  the  threshing  floor  where  one  night  the  gallant  young  men 

took  their  supper 

the  olive  pits  and  the  moon's  dried  blood  remain 

with  the  folk  meter  of  their  guns. 

The  cypress  trees  and  laurel  groves  remain. 

Next  day  the  sparrows  ate  the  crumbs  of  army  bread, 

children  fashioned  toys  out  of  the  matches 

with  which  the  soldiers  lit  their  cigarettes  and  the  thorns  of  the 

stars.  And  the  stone,  on  which  they  sat  under  the  olive  trees 

in  early  afternoon  by  the  sea 

will  be  turned  into  whitewash  in  the  kiln  tomorrow,  the  day 

after  tomorrow  we  shall  whitewash  our  houses  and  the  low 

stone  wall  of  Saint  Saviour, 

and  the  day  after  that  we  shall  sow  seed  there  where  they 

slept  and  a  pomegranate  bud  shall  burst  like  a  babe's  first 

laughter  on  the  sunlight's  breast. 

Afterwards  we  shall  sit  on  the  ground  to  read  all  their 

hearts  as  though  we  were  reading  the  history  of  the  world  for 

the  first  time. 

VII 

Every  night  the  moon  in  the  fields  turns  the  magnificent 

dead  over  on  their  backs, 

searching  their  faces  with  savage,  frozen  fingers  to  find  her  son 

by  the  cut  of  his  chin  and  his  stony  eyebrows,  searching 

their  pockets.  She  will  always  find  something.  There  is 

always  something  to  find. 

A  locket  with  a  splinter  of  the  Cross.  A  stubbed-out 

cigarette.  A  key,  a  letter,  a  watch  stopped  at  seven. 

We  wind  up  the  watch  again.  The  hours  plod  on. 

When  tomorrow  their  clothing  rots  away 

and  they  remain  amid  their  army  buttons 

like  pieces  of  sky  between  summer  stars, 

like  the  river  between  laurel  shrubs, 

like  the  footpath  meandering  between  lemon  trees  in  early 

spring,  we  may  then  find  their  names  and  shout:  I  love. 

Then.  But  again  these  things  are  perhaps  a  little  too 


TH  (pouaia  iq^  koi  to  iraiSid  exouv  tt£vt£-£^i 
QTaupouAoKia  iTiKpa  ttovou  qthv  KOpSia  tou^  aav  to 

Xvapia  qtt'  to  PniJO  tojv  yAapojv  oir\\i  a|j|J0u5ia  to 
OTToyEuiJa.  A£XP£ia^£Tai  va  9u|jn9£i^.  To  ^£pou|j£.  OAa 
TO  iJOvoTTOTia  (3yd^ouv£  qtq  '^'n^ciAdjvia.  0  ay£pa^  £ivai 

aiiJU^  K£i  TTOVOU.  OtQV  ^£(pTa£l  aTTOIJOKpa  n  IJIVCOIKH 

Toixoypacpia  Tr|^5uar|? 

KOI  a(3riv£i  q  TTupKoia  qtov  ax£pajva  Tq^  aKpoyiaAid^ 

avqcpopi^ouv  oj^  zb6)  oi  Ypi£^  qtt'  to  aKa|j|j£va  qto 

Ppaxo  QKaAoTTOTia 

Kd9ouvTai  QTH  M£YdAn  Flnpa  YV£9ovTa^  |J£  to  ijotiq  Tq 

9dAaaaa  Kd9ouvTai  koi  |j£Tpdv  t'  aaT£pia  oj^  va 
|j£Tpdv£  TO  TTpoyoviKd  aar||J£via  tou^  KOUToAoTTripouva 
Ki  apya  KaTr|(popav£  va  TaTaouv£  to  £YY6via  tou^  |J£  to 

|J£aoAOYYITIKO  pTTOpOUTI. 

Nai,  aAri9£ia,  o  EAk6|J£V05  £X£i  5uo  x^pici  toqo  AuTTn|J£va 

|j£aa  oir\  Qr\km  tou^ 

6|J(jo^  to  (ppu5i  Tou  aaA£U£i  aav  to  (3paxo  ttou  oAo  TTd£i  va 

^£KdAAr|a£i  TTdvou  ott'  to  ttikpo  tou  pdTi. 

Atto  Pa9id  av£paiv£i  auTO  to  KU|ja  ttou  5£v  ^£p£i 

TTopoKdAia  OTTO  ipqAd  KuAd£i  outo^  o  o^itpoc;  |j£  p£Taivi 

(pA£(3a  KOI  ttA£|j6vi  oAiacpoKid. 

Ax,  9a  (puari^£i  pia  va  TTdp£i  a(3dpva  ti^  TTopTOKaAi£^ 

ir\(;  9u|jnan?  Ax,  9a  (puari^£i  5uo  va  PYdA£i  aTTi9a  r\ 

ai5£p£via  TT£Tpa  aav  KaqjouAi 

Ax,  9a  (puari^£i  Tp£i^  koi  9a  Tp£AAdv£i  to  £AaTd5aaa  aTq 

AidKOupa  9a  5dja£i  |jia  |j£  ir\  Ypo9id  tou  va  Tivd^£i  Tqv 

Tupayvia  aTov  aY£pa 

KOI  9a  Tpa(3ri^£i  Tq^  apK0u5a^  vuxto^  to  xoAKd  va  pa^ 

Xop£iiJ£i  TadpiKO  KaTa|j£ai5  aTqv  TdTTia 

KOI  VT£(pi  TO  (p£YYdpi  9a  XTUTTd£l  TTOU  VO  Y£|jiaOUV  TO 

vqaiajTiKa  pTToAKOvia  aYOupo^uTTvr||J£vo  ttoiSoAoi  koi 
aouAidjTiaa£5  |javd5£^.  Eva^  iJavTOTOcpopo^  (pTdv£i  ott' 

ir\  M£YdAn  AayKoSid  Kd9£ 
TTpOJIVO  aTO  TTpdaOJTTO  TOU  Ad|JTT£l  0  i5paj|j£vo^  qAio^ 

KdTOu  OTTO  TH  iJoaKdAq  tou  KpaT£i  acpixTd  Tq  pwiJioauvn 

OTTOJ^  KpaTd£i  0  £PYdTn(;  Tqv  TpayidaKO  tou  |j£aa  aTqv 

£KKAnaia.  Hp9£  q  wpa,  A££i.  Nd  |jaaT£  £toi|joi.  Kd9£ 
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remote,  perhaps  a  little  too  close,  as  when  you  clasp  a  hand 

in  the  dark  ness  and  say  good  evening  with  the  bitter  civility 

of  the  exile  who  returns  to  his  ancestral  home  and  not  even 

his  own  kinfolk  recognize  him  because  he  has  known 

death, 

because  he  has  known  the  life  that  comes  before  life  and  beyond 

death,  but  he  recognizes  them.  He  is  not  embittered. 

Tomorrow,  he  says.  And  he  is  certain 
that  the  longer  road  is  the  shortest  road  into  the  heart  of 
God.  And  now  the  hour  has  come  when  the  moon  kisses 

him  below  the  ear  with  some  distress: 

the  seaweed,  the  flowerpot,  the  footstool,  and  the  stone 

staircase  bid  him  good  evening,  and  the  mountains  and 

the  seas  and  the  cities  and  the  sky 

bid  him  good  evening,  and  then  at  last,  flicking  his 

cigarette  ash  through  the  balcony 

railing,  he  may  weep  in  his  assurance, 

he  may  weep  in  the  assurance  of  the  trees  and  the  stars  and 

his  brothers. 

REFORMATION 

This  which  you  term  serenity  or  discipline,  kindness  or 

apathy,  this  which  you  call  a  closed  mouth  with  clenched 

teeth,  showing  the  sweet  silence  of  the  mouth,  hiding  the 

clenched  teeth,  is  only  the  metal's  endurance  under  the 

useful  hammer,  under  the  dreadful  hammer  it  is  what  you 

know; 

that  from  the  formless  you  pass  toward  form. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


(Jbpa  £ivai  n  5iKia  ijq^  wpa. 

IV 

TpdPn^av  oAoiaia  ainv  auyr)  |j£  inv  aKaiaSE^id  tou 

av9pdjTT0u  TTOu  TT£iva£i,  |j£aa  qt'  aaaA£UTa  iJdiia  tou^  £ix£ 

TTri^£i  £va  aaipo  qtov  dj|jo  tou^  KOufBdAayav  to  Aapaj|j£vo 

KoAoKaipi.  And  5aj  TT£paa£  o  aipaTO^  |j£  to  (pAdpiTOupa 

KOTdaapKa  |j£  to  TT£ia|ja  5ayK(jO|j£vo  aia  5dvTia  tou^ 

aav  dyoupo  yKopiai  |j£  tov  d|j|JO  tou  (p£YYapiou  |j£^ 

QTI^  ap(3uA£^  TOU^ 

KOI  |j£  inv  Kap(3ouvdaKOvn  iq^  vuxtq^  KoAAn|J£vn  |J£aa  qto 
pouQouvia  KOI  qt'  auTid  tou^. 

A£VTpO  TO  5£VTpO,  TT£Tpa-TT£Tpa  TT£paaaV  TOV  Kda|JO,  |J' 

ayKdSia  TTpoaK£(pdAi  TT£paaav  tov  uttvo. 

$£pvav  TH  ^cor)  qto  5uo  aT£Yvd  tou^  x^P'ci  crav  TTOTdpi. 

Z£  Kd9£  PniJa  K£p5i^av  |jia  opyid  oupavd  -  yia  va  tov 

SdjQOuv.  ndvou  QTO  KopaouAia  TTnpojvav  aav  to 

KaiijaAiaa|j£va  5£VTpa,  ki  otov  xdp£uav  qthv  TTAaT£ia, 

|j£aa  QTO  QTTiTia  Tp£|jav  to  Ta(3dvia  kqi  kouSouvi^qv  to 

yuoAiKd  QTO  pdcpia. 

A,  Ti  TpayouSi  TpdvTa^£  to  Kop(po(3ouvia  - 

avd|j£aa  qto  ydvoTa  tou^  KpdToyav  to  aKOUT£Ai  tou 

(p£YYapiou  KOI  5£iTTvouaav,  kqi  QTTdyav  to  ax  |J£aa  qto 

(puAAoKdp5ia  tou^  aa  vdaTToyav  |jia  iiJ£ipa  avd|j£aa  qto 

5uo  xovTpd  Tou^  vuxia. 

rioio^  9a  aou  (p£p£i  Tojpa  to  ^£aTd  mpf>tk\  |j£^  aTq  vuxto 

va  TaTa£i^  to  dv£ipa;  floio^  9a  aTa9£i  qtov  jqkio  Tn<; 

£Aid5  TTap£a  |J£  to  t^it^Iki  pq 

a(jOTTda£i  TO.T^iT^iKi,  TOjpa  ttou  aa(3£aTn^  tou  |j£an|J£piou 

Pd(p£i  TH  iJdvTpa  oAdyupa  tou  opi^ovTO 

aPnvovTa^  TO  |j£YdAa  avTpiKia  ovd|jaTa  Toug 

To  xw|ja  TOUTO  TTOU  |JoaKo(3oAoua£  to  xapdiJOTO 

TO  xw|ja  TTOU  £iTav£  5iKd  tou^  kqi  5iKd  pa^  -  aipa  tou^  ttoj^ 

|JUpi^£  TO  XW|Ja  KQI  TOjpa  TTOJ^  KA£l5djaaV£  TqV  TTOpTQ  TOU^ 

t'  a|JTT£Aia  iJO^  ttoj^  AiYV£iiJ£  to  cpco^  qti^  aT£Y£^  kqi  qto 

5£VTpa  TTOio^  va  to  tt£i  ttoj^  PpiQKOVTai  01  iJiaoi  KdTOu  ott' 

TO  xw|ja  k'  01  dAAoi  |jiaoi  crra  ai5£pa;  M£  Toaa  cpuAAa  va 

aou  YV£(p£i  0  qAio^  KaAn|J£pa  |j£  Toaa  (pAd|JTTOupa  va 

Ad|JTT£i  0  oupavd^  koi  toutoi  |J£^  qto  ai5£pa  koi  K£ivoi  |j£^ 
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QTOxwiJa.  ZojTTa,  ottou  vavai  9a  ar||Javouv  oi  KaiJiravs^. 

Auto  to  xwpa  sivai  5ik6  tou^  kqi  5ik6  pa^.  Kqtou  qtt'  to 

Xa3|Ja,  |j£^  QTQ  QTOupoJiJEva  x^pia  tou^  KpOTdve  ir\(; 

KQIJTTdva^  TO  QKOIVi  -  TT£p|J£VOUV£  TqV  (jOpO,  5£V 

KOipouvTai,  TT£p|j£vouv  VQ  QqiJavouv  Tqv  avdQTaan.  Touto 
TO  xwfja  £ivai  5ik6  tou^  kqi  5ik6  pa^  -  5£  |JTTop£i  myzlc;  va 

|ja^TOTTdp£l. 

V 

KdTaav£  KdTOu  qtt'  ti^  £Ai£5  to  aTTO|j£ar||j£po 

KOQKivi^ovTa^  TO  QTOXTi  cpoj^  |j£  TO  xovTpd  louc,  SdxTuAo 

(3YdAav£  ti^  |jTTaAdaK£^  tou^  kqi  Aoydpia^av  ttoqo^ 

pdXTO^  XO^PZOZ  QTO  IJOVOTTdTI  Tq^  VUXTQ^  TTdar|  TTJKpa 

QTOv  Kd|JTTO  TH?  aYpio|JoAdxa^  ttoqo  Koupdyio  |j£^  qtq 

IJdTTO  Tou  ^UTToAuTOu  TTQiSiou  TTOu  KpdTa£  Tq  QqiJaia. 

Eix£  aTTO|j£iv£i  TTdpojpa  qtov  KdpTTO  TO  aT£pv6  x£Ai5dvi 

^uyia^OTav  qtov  a£pa  oo  pia  |jaupn  AoupiSa  qto  paviKi 

TOU  (p9ivoTT(jjpou.  Tittot'  dAAo  5£v  £|j£V£.  Movdxa 

KdTTvi^av  QKOiJa  TO  Ka|j£va  QTTiTia. 

Oi  dAAoi  |ja^  dcpqaav  otto  Koipo  KdTOu  qtt'  ti^  -ntipzq  |j£ 

TO  aKia|J£VO  TOU^  TTOUKd|JiaO  KQI  |J£  TOV  OpKO  lOUC, 
Ypa|J|J£VO  QTHV  TT£a|J£Vn  TTOpTO. 

A£v  £KAaiiJ£  Kav£i^.  A£v  £ixa|j£  Koipd.  Movo  ttou  q  aiyaAid 
|j£YdAcjov£  TToAu  k'  £iTav  to  cpoj^  auYupia|j£vo  KdTOu  qto 

YiaAd  aav  to  voiKOKupio  Tq?  aKOT(jO|j£vng. 

Ti  9a  yivouv  Tojpa  otov  9dp9£i  q  Ppoxn  |J£^  qto  x^IJO 

|j£  TO  adTTia  TTAoTavdcpuAAa  ti  9a  yivouv  otov  o  qAio^ 

aT£Yvdja£i  QTO  xpd|Ji  Tq?  auvv£(pid^ 

aa  aTTaa|j£vo^  Kopid^  qto  xwpidTiKO  Kp£(3(3dTi 

OTOV  aTa9£i  oir\y  Ka|jivd5a  tou  aTTd(5pa5ou 

|jTTaAaa|jaj|j£vo  to  A£A£ki  tou  xioviou;  Pixvouv£  oAdTi  oi 

Ypi£g  |javd5£^  QTH  cpojTid,  pixvouv£  xwpa  to  paAAid  tou^ 

^£ppi^ajaav  t'  a|JTT£Aia  Tq^  Movo(3aaid^  pq  kqi  YAuKdv£i 

Ijoupn  pojYCi  Tojv  £XTpdJv  TO  QTOiJO,  (SoAav  a'  £va 

aOKKOUAl  TOJV  TTOTTTTOUSaJV  TOU^  TO  KOKKOAo  |Ja^i  |J£  TO 

IjaxaipoTTHpouva  kqi  TpiYupvdv£  £^aj  qtt'  to  T£ixn  iq? 

TTQTpiSa^  Tou^  ilJdxvovTa(;  totto  va  pi^djaouv£  oir] 

vuxTO.  Gdvai  SuqkoAo  Tcopa  va  Ppou|j£  |jia  YAwaaa  ttio 
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Tq?  Kspaaia^,  AiyoTEpo  Suvain,  AiyoTEpo  TT£Tpivr|  to 

Xspia  £K£iva  ttou  airoiJEivav  aia  x^pdcpia  t\  airavou 

010  pouva  n  KCiTOu  qtt'  th  9aAaaaa,  5£v  ^£xvav£  9dvai 

SuQKoAo  va  ^£xdaou|j£  to  x^pici  tou^  Gdvai  SuqkoAo  to 

X£pia  TTOuPvaAav  kqAou^  oir]  OKoyboKr]  va  pojinaouv 

|jia  fjapYapiia  va  ttguv  £uxapiaTdj  ttovou  qto  Yovaio 

TOU^,  TTaVOU  QTO  f>\f>K\0  t\  [IZq  QTO  IJTTOUQTO  iq^ 

aaTpo(p£YYid?-  9a  xp£icicJT£i  Kaipo^.  Kai  ttp£tt£i  va 
|jiAriaou|j£.  Qqttou  va  (3pouv  to  ipaJiJi  Kai  to  SIkio  tou^. 
Auo  KOUTTia  Kap(paj|j£va  qtov  a|j|JO  to  xc(pd|jaTa  |j£  ir\ 

(poupTOuva.  riouvai  q  PdpKo; 

Eva  aA£Tpi  ijtthyijsvo  qto  x^pa,  ki  o  aY£pa^  va  (puad£i. 

Ka|j£vo  TO  xw|ja.  flouvai  o  ^£UYoAaTn?; 

ZTdXTPI  n  £Ald,  T'  a|JTT£Al  KOI  to  QTTiTI. 

Bpa5id  aTTaYYopa|j|j£vn  |J£  t'  aaT£pia  Tq^  |J£^  qto 

TQOupdTTi.  Adcpvn  ^£pri  KOI  piYOvn  oto  |j£aovTOuAaTTO  tou 

Toixou.  A£v  T'dYYi^s  H  ^^Tid.  KaTTvia|j£vo  TQOUKdAi  oto  T^dKi  - 

KOI  va  KOXAd^£l  |jdVO  to  V£pd  qto  kA£|5(jO|J£VO  QTTiTI.  A£V 

TTpdcpToaav  va  (pdv£. 

ATTdvo)  OTO  Ka|j£vo  Toug  TTopTOcpuAAo  01  (pA£(5£5  TOU  booouq  - 

Tp£X£i  TO  ai|ja  |j£^  oti^  (fktfizq. 

Kai  va  TO  (3ri|ja  Yvajpipo.  floiog  dvai; 

rvdjpi|jo  PniJa  |j£  Ti^  TTpdK£^  OTOv  avqcpopo. 

To  aupai|JO  Tq?  pi^a^  \\zc;  oir\y  mipo.  KdTTOio^  £px£Tai. 

To  auv9n|Ja,  to  TTapaauv9n|Ja.  Abzkfoc;.  KaAncjn£pa. 

9a  Pp£i  Aoittov  to  cpw^  to  5£VTpa  tou,  9a  Pp£i  |jia  |j£pa  koi  to 

5£VTpO  TOV  KOpTTO  TOU.  ToU  aKOTaj|J£VOU  TO  TTOYOUpi  £X£I  V£pd 

KaicpcogoKdiJa. 

KaAncTn£pa,  a5£p(p£  |JOu.  To  ^£p£i^.  KaAncTn£pa. 

Zthv  ^uAivn  TTopdYKO  Tq^  TTOuAd£i  iJTTOxapiKd  koi  VT£|jia£5£5  n 

YpidSuaq.  Kav£i^  5£v  aYOpd^£i.  TpdfBn^av  ipqAd. 
AuQKoAo  TTia  va  xapH^^crouv.  AuqkoAo  koi  va  ttouv  to 

IJTTOI  TOU^. 

M£aa  ot'  aAojvi  ottou  5£TTvriaav  |jia  vuxrid  to  TTaAAqKdpia 

|J£VOUV£  TO  AlOKOUKOUTQa  KOI  TO  ai|Ja  TO  ^£pd  TOU  (p£YYC(piOU  KI 

0  5£KaTT£VTaauAAa(3o^  ott'  t'  dpiJOTO  tou^.  Tqv  dAAq  |J£pa  to 

onoupYiTia  (pdYav£  to  ijjixouAa  Tq?  Koupapdva^  tou^,  to 

TTOiSid  (pTid^av£  TTOixviSia  |j£  to  anipTO  tou^  ttou  dvaipav  to 
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TQiyapa  tou^  kqi  t'  ayKaSia  tojv  aorpajv.  K'  q  TTapa  ottou 

KoSnaav  KdTOu  an'  ti^  eAis^  to  aTTO|j£ari|j£po  avriKpu  oir\ 

9aAaaaa  aupio  9a  yivei  oof>toir\(;  oro  Ka|jivi  |j£9aupio  9^ 

aa(3£OTdjaou|j£  la  aniiia  |ja^  Kai  to  tt£^ouAi  iq^  Ayia-ZajTripa^ 

avTi|j£9aupio  9a  (puT£iiJOU|j£  to  unopo  £K£i  ttou 

aTT0K0i|jri9nKav  k'  £va  |jttou|jttouki  in?  po5ia^  9a  okqoz\ 

TTpdjTO  Y£Aio  Tou  pcopou  OTOv  Kopcpo  Tq^  AlOKOSa^.  K'  UOT£pa 

TTia  9a  KdTaou|j£  oiryj  mipa  va  5ia(3daou|j£  oAq  inv  KopSid 

Tou^  00  va  5ia(3a^ou|j£  TTpdjin  cpopa  Tr|v  loropia  tou  koqijou. 

VI 

Etqi  |J£  tov  qAio  KaTdaTr|9a  qto  mAayo  ttou 

aaP£aTdjv£i  Tr|v  avTiKpuvq  TTAayid  Tq^  P^pci? 

AoYapia^£Tai  SittAo  koi  Tpi5iTTAa  to  |javTaAaj|ja  koi  to 

Pdaavo  Tq^  Siqja^  AoYapid^£Tai  ott'  Tqv  apxn  n  TToAid 

Aapaj|jaTid  k'  q  KopSid  ^£poiijriv£Tai  qthv  Kdipa  aav  to 

POTIKiaJTIKQ  Kp£|J|JU5ia  IJTTpO^  QTI^  TT6pT£^.  OqO  TTdV£  TO 
X£pia  TOU^  |JOld^OUV£  TTldT£pO  TO  X^IJO  daO  TTdV£  TO 

IJdTia  Tou^  |JOid^ouv£  TTidT£po,  TOV  oupavd.  A5£iaa£  to 
KiouTTi  |j£  TO  Ad5i.  Aiyn  ijoupya  qtov  TTdTO.  Ki  o  qjocpio^ 

TTOVTIKO^. 

A5£iaa£  to  Koupdyio  Tq^  pdva^  pa^i  |j£  to  TTqAivo  KOvdTi 

KOI  TH  aT£pva.  ZTucpi^ouv  to  ouAa  Tq^  £p|Jid^  qtt'  to 

IJTTapouTi.  riou  Ad5i  Twpa  ttio  yici  to  kovthAi  Tq?  Ayid- 

Bap(3dpa^  ttou  5uda|J0^  ttio  va  Ai(3avia£i  to 

|jaAa|jaT£vio  Koviapa  tou  5£iAivou 

TTOU  |jia  iJTTOUKid  qjojiji  yia  ir\  (3pa5id-^r|Tidva  va  aou 

TTai^£i  Tqv  aaTTT0|javTivd5a^  Tq?  oir\  Aupa. 

Ito  TTdvou  KdQTpo  TOU  vqaiou  aT0ix£ia3aav  oi 

(ppaYKoauKi£5  koi  to  aTT£p5ouKAia.  To  xwpa 

avaaKa|j|j£vo  otto  to  kovovISi  koi  tou^  Tdcpou^. 

To  YKp£|Jia|J£vo  AioiKHTHpio  |JTTaAaj|j£vo  |j£  oupavd.  A£v 

£X£i  TTia  Ka9dAou  TdTTO  yia  dAAou^  v£Kpou^.  A£v  £xa 

TdTTO  n  AuTTPi  va  aTa9£i  va  ttA£^£i 

TO  fJoAAid  Tr|?.  ZttItio  Ka|j£va  ttou  aYvavT£uouv  |j£ 

(3YCiA|j£va  pdTia  to  |jap|japaj|j£vo  TT£AaYO  k'  oi  a(paip£^ 

a(pnV(jO|J£V£^  QTO  T£IXld  QOV  TO  IJOXOipia  QTO  TTOiSia  TOU 

Ayiou  ttou  tov  5£aav£  qto  KUTTopiaai.  OAr|  ir\  |j£pa  oi 
aKOTaj|j£voi  Aid^ovTQi  avdaK£Aa  qtov  qAio.  Kai  |jdvo  oo 
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(3pa5id^£i  01  aTpaTia)T£(;  aspvovTai  |j£  Tr|v  KOiAid  qti^ 

KaTTVia|J£V£^  TT£Tp£^  qjOXVOUV  |J£  TO  POUSOUVIQ  TOV 

aY£pa  £^aj  qtt"  to  Savaio  iijaxvouv£  to  TraTTOUTQia  tou 

(p£YYC(piou  |jaaouAd)VTag  £va  KO|j|jaTi 
|j£VT^£a6Aa  xtuttqv  |J£  iq  ypoBid  to  (3paxo  ijiittoj^  Tp£^£i 

0  k6|jtto^  tou  v£pou  |ja  qtt'  Tqv  aAAq  |J£pia  o  Toixo^ 

£ivai  KOU(piO(;  KOI  ^avoKOuv  to  XTUTTr||Ja  |j£  tou^  ttoAAou^ 

Yupou^  TTOu  Kdv£i  q  o(3i5a  TT£(pTOVTa^  oir]  9dAaaaa  ki 

QKOuv  QKOiJa  |jia  cpopa  to  qkou^iijo  tojv  Aa(3aj|j£vajv 

|jTTpo^aTr|VTTuAr|. 

riou  va  Tpa(3ri^£i^;  Z£  (pajvd^£i  o  a5£p(p6^  aou. 

XTia|j£vn  n  vuxTQ  oAoyupa  qtt'  tou^  jqkiou^  ^£vajv 

Kapapiojv.  KA£ia|j£voi  oi  5p6|JOi  qtt'  to  vTOufBapia. 

Movo  Yio  TO  ipqAa  £ivai  OKOiJa  5p6|JO^. 

Ki  auToi  iJOuvT^ojvouv  to  Kapd(3ia  kqi  5aYKdjvouv£  Tq 

YAojaaa  tou^  v'  aKOuaouv£  tov  ttovo  tou^  ttou  5£v  £yiv£ 

KOKKOAO.  AtTOVCO  QTO  |J£VT£Via  01  aKOTaj|J£VOI  KaTT£TaVIOI 

op9oi  (ppoupouv 

TO  KoaTpo.  KdTOu  qtt'  to  pouxa  tou^  Auojvouv  to  Kp£aTa 

louq.  El,  a5£p(pi,  5£v  aTT6aTaa£^;  MTTOU|JTTOUKiaa£  to 

PoAi  |j£aa  oir\y  Kap5id  aou 

TT£VT£  ^ou|JTTOuAia  ^£|JUTiaav  QTH  paaKdAn  tou 

^£p6(3paxou,  avdaa  avdaa  q  iJoaKO^oAid  A££i  to 

TTapa|Ju9i  5£  9u|jdaai;  AovTid  5ovTid  q  Aa(3aj|jaTid  aou 

A££i  TH  ^ojri,  TO  xapopnAi  (puTpaj|j£vo  |J£^  qth  AIySq  tou 

vuxiou  aou  aTO  |j£YdAo  5dxTuAo  tou  TTo5apiou  aou  A££i  Tqv 

o|Jop(pidTOUK6a|JOu. 

nidv£i5  TO  x£pi.  Eivai  5ik6  aou.  NoTia|j£vo  qtt'  Tqv  ap|jupa. 

AiKid  aou  n  9dAaaaa.  Zav  ^£ppi^djv£i^  Tpixa  qtt'  to  K£(pdAi  Tq^ 

aicoTTn^  aTd^£i  ttikpo  to  YdAa  Tq?  auKid^. 

Ottou  kqi  vdaai  o  oupavo^  oz  f>Ktnz\.  lip\^z\  ara  5dxTuAa  tou 

0  aTToan£piTn^  Tqv  qjuxn  aou  aav  TaiYdpo  £Tai  vav  Tq 

(pou|jdp£i^  Tqv  qjuxn  aou  avdaK£Aa 

Pp£XOVTa^  TO  ^£p(5i  aou  x£pi  |J£?  arnv  ^aaT£pid 

KQI  aro  5£^i  aou  KoAAr||J£vo  to  vtou(P£ki  appa(3ajviaaTiKid  aou 

va  9u|jn9£i^  TTOJ^  o  oupavd^  ttot£  tou  5£  oz  ^£xaa£  otqv  9a 

(3Yd^£i^  qtt'  th  |J£aa  Tamq  to  ttqAio  tou  Ypd|J|ja  kqi 
^£5iTTAdjvovTa^  |j£  SdxTuAo  Ka|j£va  to  (p£YYdpi  9a  5ia(3d^£i^ 
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AePevTid  kqi  56^a. 

YaT£pa  9'  av£(3£i^  oro  ipqAo  KOpaouAi  tou  vqaiou  aou 

KQI  (Sa^ovia^  KQiiJOuAi  to  aorpo  9a  ipaPn^Ei^  |jia  qtov  aspa 

TTOVOU  OTTO  TO  TEIXIQ  KQI  TO  KOTdpTia  TTdVOU  OTTO  TO  (30UVd  TTOU 

aKu(3ouv  aa  cpavrdpoi  ttAhywijsvoi 

ETQI  |J6vO  KQI  |j6V0  VQ  XOUYld^£l^  TO  OTOIXSid  KQI  VQ 

TpuTTOjaouv  OTr|v  kouPeptq  tou  JQKiou  9a  pi^£i^  |jiav  iaa  otov 

Kopcpo  i'  oupavou  va  (3p£i^  to  yaAavo  an|Jd5i 

aa|jTTaj^  va  ppiaKsi^  ttovou  ott'  to  TTOuKoiJiao  ir\  pajyci  Tq?  yu- 

vaiKQ^  TTOU  aupio  9a  (3u^aiv£i  to  ttoiSI  aou 

ad|JTT(jo^  va  (3piaK£i^  uoTsp'  otto  xpovia  to  x^pouAi  Tq? 

E^WTTOpTO^TOU  TTOTpiKOU  CHTITIOU  QOU. 
VII 

To  QTTiTi,  0  5p6|JO^,  n  (ppoYKOQUKid,  TO  (pAou5ia  tou 

qAiou  QTHV  auAq  ttou  to  tqipttoAoyov  oi  kotte^.  To 

^£pou|j£,  iJO^  ^£pouv£.  Aoj  xd|JOu  ava|j£aa  qtq  Potq  £X£i 

n  5£VTpoYaAid  TTapaTn|J£vo  to  mpivo  TTOUKapiao  Tq^. 

Aoj  xapou  £ivai  q  KaAu(3a  tou  |j£p|jnYKiou  ki  o  ttupyo^ 

ir\q  acpHYKa^  |j£  ti^  ttoAA£^  TToA£|jioTp£^,  crrnv  i5ia  £Aia  to 

TQOCpAl  TOU  TT£paiVOU  T^JT^IKQ  K'  q  CpaJVP]  TOU  (p£T£IVOU  T^JT^IKQ, 
OTQ  QKOiva  0  JQKIO^  QOU  TTOU  Oi  TTaipV£l  OTTO  TTIQO)  QQ  QKUAJ 

apiAriTO,  ttoAu  paaavia|j£vo, 
TTiOTO  QKuAi  -  TO  |j£ar||J£pia  Ka9£Tai  SIttAq  oto  xw|jaT£viov 

UTTVOaOU  IJUpi^OVTQ^  Tig  TTiKpo5d(pv£^ 

TO  (3pa5ia  KOuAoupid^£Tai  qtq  ttoSiq  aou  koito^ovto^ 

£va  aQTpo.  Eivai  pia  qiyoAiq  otto  axAa5ia  ttou  |j£YaAdjvouv£ 

OTQ  aK£Aia  TOU  KoAoKaipiou 

|jia  vOoTQ  OTTO  v£p6  TTOU  xa^£U£i  QTi^  pi^£^  Tq^  x^pouTTid^  n 

avoi^n  ^X^i  Tpia  opcpava  KOi|jia|j£va  qthv  ttoSiq  Tq? 

£vav  aiTO  |jiaoTT£9a|j£vo  qtq  ijotiq  Tq?  kqi  k£i  ipqAa 

TTiaoj  OTTO  TO  TT£UK65aao  OT£Yvdjv£i  TO  ^(jokkAhqi  tou  Aq- 

favviou  TOU  Nr|aT£UTri 
aav  aonpn  koutqouAiq  tou  anoupYiTiou  &  £va  ttAqtu  cpuAAo 

IJOupia^TTOu  Tr|v^£paiv£i  q  Koiija.  Etouto^  o  tqottqvo^ 

TuAiY|J£vo^  Tqv  TTpo(3id  tou  £X£i  oz  Kd9£  Tpixa  tou  KOPIJIOU 

£va  aT£Yv6  TTOTdpi  £X£i  £va  5dao^  (3£Aavi5i£^  oz  Kd9£ 

TpUTTQ  Tr|?  (pAOY£pa^  TOU  KQI  TO 
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pa(35i  Tou  £X£i  tou^  iSiou^  po^ou^  |j£  to  kouttI  ttou 

TTpOJTOXTUTTriaE  TO  YdAO^IO  TOU  EAAqaTTOVTOU. 

A£  xp£ia^£Tai  va  9u|jn9£i?.  H  (pA£pa  tou  ttAqtovou 

£X£i  TO  ai|ja  aou.  Kai  to  aTT£p5ouKAi  tou  vqaiou  k'  q 

KOTTopn.  To  aiJiAriTO  TTnyaSi  av£(3d^£i  qto  KaTa|j£ari|j£po 

|jia  QTpoYYuAn  cpcovn  otto  paupo  yuoAi  ki  otto  OQTTpo 

av£|jo  QTpoYYuAn  aav  to  ttqAiq  TTi9apia  q  i5ia 

TTQvdpxain  cpcovr).  Kd9£  vuxtq  to  (p£YYdpi 

avaTTo5oYupi^£i  tou^  aKOTaj|j£vou^ 

i|jaxv£i  TO  TTpoacoTTO  Tou^  |j£  TTaY(jO|J£va  5axTuAa  va  Pp£i 

TO  Yio  TOU  ott'  Tr|v  Koqjid  tou  qoyoviou  ki  qtt'  to  TT£Tpiva 

(ppu5ia,  iiJdxv£i  Ti^  Ta£TT£^  Tou^.  ndvTa  koti  9a  (3p£i. 

KoTi  (5piaK0U|j£.  Eva  KA£i5i,  £va  YPd|J|Ja,  £va  poAoi 

aTa|jaTn|J£voaTi^£(pTa. 

K0UpVTi^0U|J£  TTdAl  TO  POAOI.  n£pTTaTaV£  01  d)p£^. 

Otov  |j£9aupio  Au(ijaouv£  to  pouxa  Toug  koi  |j£ivouv£ 

Yupvoi  ava|j£aa  qto  aTpoTiajTiKO  kouijttiq  tou^  £Tai  ttou 

|j£vouv  TO  KO|j|jdTia  t'  oupavou  avd|j£aa  otto  to  kqAo- 

KQipidTIKO  dQTpa  TdT£  |JTTOp£i  VO  (3pOU|J£  T'  dVO|Ja  TOU^ 

KOI  |JTTop£i  va  TO  (pajvd^ou|j£:  aYOTTdj.  T6t£.  Ma  TTdAi 

auTd  TO  TTpdYlJOTO  £ivai  AiYdKi  aav  ttoAu  iJOKpivd. 

Eivai  AiYdKi  aav  ttoAu  KOVTivd,  aav  otov  TTidv£i^  aTO 

aK0Td5i  £va  x^pi  koi  A£^  KaAr|aTT£pa  |j£  Tqv  TTiKpn 
KaAoYvajpid  tou  ^£vr|T£|j£vou  otov  Yupvd£i  aTO  ttotpiko 
TOU  KOI  5£v  Tov  Yvajpi^ouv£  |jriT£  01  5iKoi  TOU,  YiciTi  auTO^ 

£X£i  Yvwpia£i  TO  9dvaT0 

k'  £X£i  Yvwpia£i  Tr|  ^ajq  TTpiv  ott'  ir\  ^ajq  koi  TTdvou  otto 

TO  9dvaT0  KOI  Tou^  Yvwpi^£i.  A£v  TTiKpaiv£Tai.  Aupio, 

A££i.  K'  £ivai  aJYOupo^  ttoj^  o  5pd|J0^  o  ttio  iJOKpivd^ 

£ivai  0  TTIO  KOVTivd^  aTqv  KopSid  tou  0£Ou.  Kai  Tqv  ojpa 

TTOU  TO  (p£YYdpi  TOV  (piAd£i  aTO  Aaipo  |j£  KdTTOia 
aT£vaxa3pia,  Tivd^ovTO^  Tq  aTdxTq  tou  TaiYdpou  tou  qtt' 

TO  KdYK£Aa  TOU  IJTTOAkOVIOU,  |JTTOp£i  va  KAdllJ£l  OTTO  Tr| 

aiYOupid  TOU  |JTTOp£i  va  KAdiiJ£i  otto  ir\  aiYOupid  tojv 
5£VTpajv  KOI  TOJV  daTpojv  koi  tojv  a5£A(pdjv  tou. 
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Moonlight  sonata 
(1956) 

A  spring  evening.  A  large  room  in  an  old  house.  A  woman  of  a 

certain  age,  dressed  in  black,  is  speaking  to  a  young  man. 

They  have  not  turned  on  the  lights.  Through  both  windows 

the  moonlight  shines  relentlessly.  I  forgot  to  mention  that  the 

Woman  in  Black  has  published  two  or  three  interesting  volume  of 

poetry  with  a  religious  flavor.  So,  the  Woman  in  Black  is  speaking 

to  the  Young  Man: 

Let  me  come  with  you.  What  a  moon  there  is  tonight! 

The  moon  is  kind  -  it  won't  show  that  my  hair  turned  white.  The 

moon  will  turn  my  hair  to  gold  again.  You  wouldn't 

understand.  Let  me  come  with  you. 

When  there's  a  moon  the  shadows  in  the  house  grow  larger, 

invisible  hands  draw  the  curtains, 

a  ghostly  finger  writes  forgotten  words  in  the  dust 

on  the  piano  I  don't  want  to  hear  them.  Hush.  Let  me  come  with 

you  a  little  farther  down,  as  far  as  the  brickyard  wall,  to  the 

point  where  the  road  turns  and  the  city  appears  concrete  and 

airy,  whitewashed  with  moonlight, 

so  indifferent  and  insubstantial  so  positive,  like  metaphysics, 

that  finally  you  can  believe  you  exist  and  do  not  exist,  that 

you  never  existed,  that  time  with  its  destruction  never 

existed.  Let  me  come  with  you. 

We'll  sit  for  a  little  on  the  low  wall,  up  on  the  hill, 

and  as  the  spring  breeze  blows  around  us 

perhaps  we'll  even  imagine  that  we  are  flying, 

because,  often,  and  now  especially,  I  hear  the  sound  of  my 

own  dress  like  the  sound  of  two  powerful  wings  opening  and 

closing,  you  feel  the  tight  mesh  of  your  throat,  your  ribs, 

your  flesh,  and  when  you  enclose  yourself  within  the  sound 

of  that  flight 

you  feel  the  tight  mesh  of  your  throat,  your  birds,  your 


H  aovdra  tou  ZsAnvocpcoToq 
(1956) 

Avoi^iQTiKO  (5pa5i.  MsydAo  5aj|jdTio  ttqAiou  qttitiou. 

Mia  r|AiKiaj|j£vr|  yuvaiKO,  vTU|j£vr|  qto  |jaupa,  ijiAqei  a' 

£vav  v£0.  Aev  exouv  avdipEi  cpco^.  Att'  to  5uo  irapaSupa 

|jTTaiv£i  £va  a|j£iAiKTO  (psyyapocpajTO.  Esxaaa  va  ttoj  oti  q 

fuvaiKQ  |j£  TO  Maupa  £xa  £K5dja£i  5uo-Tp£i5 

£v5ia(p£poua£^  TTOinTiK£^  auAAoY£^  9pnaK£UTiKri^  TTvor)^. 

Aoittov,  n  fuvaiKQ  |j£Td  Maupa  |jiAd£i  qtov  N£o: 

A(pna£  |j£vdp9(jo  |ja^i  aou.  Ti  (p£YYdpi  aTT6iiJ£!  Eivai  koAo  to 
(p£YYdpi  5£  9a  (paiv£Tai  ttou  dairpiaav  to  paAAid  |JOu.  To 

(p£YYdpi  9a  Kov  £i  irdAi  xpuad  to  |jaAAid  |JOU.  A£  9a 

KaTaAd(3£i^.  kfr\oz  \\z  vdp9aj  pa^i  aou.  Oiav  £X£i  (p£YYdpi 

|j£YaAdjvouv  01  OK\t(;  |j£^  qto  airiTi,  adpaia  x£pic( 

Tpa(3ouv  Ti^  KOupTiv£^,  £va  5dxTuAo  axvo  Ypd(p£i  oir] 

QKOvn  TOU  TTidvou  Ar|a|JOvr|a|j£va  AdYia-5£  9£Aaj  va  t' 

OKOuaaj.  ZojTTa. 
A(pna£  |j£  vdp9aj  pa^i  aou  AiyoTTio  kotou.  oj^th  iJdvrpa 

TOU  TOU(3Ad5lKOU,  OJ^  £K£i  TTOU  aTpi(3£l  0  5pd|J0^  KOI 

(paiv£Tai  n  TToAiT£ia  Tai|j£VT£via  ki  a£pivr|,  aa(5£aTaj|j£vr| 

|j£  (p£YYapd(pajTO. 
Toao  a5id(popn  ki  duAq  toqo  9£TiKri  aav  |j£Ta(puaiKri  ttou 

|JTTOp£i^  £TTIT£A0U^  VO  TTiaT£liJ£l^  TTOJ^  UTTdpX£l?  KOI  5£V 
UTTdpX£l?  TTOJ^  TTOT£  5£V  UTTrip^£^,  5£V  UTTrip^£  0  XPOVO^  K' 

n  (p9opd  TOU.  A(pna£  |j£  vdp9aj  |ja^i  aou.  0a  Ka9iaou|j£ 

Aiyo  QTO  TT£^ouAi,  TTdvoj  QTO  uiiJ(jO|ja,  KI  dTTa)(;  9a  pag 

(puad£i  0  avoi^idTiKO^  a£pa^  |jTTOp£i  va  (pavTaaTou|j£ 

KidAa^  TTOJ^  9a  TT£Td^ou|j£,  yiOTi,  ttoAA£^  cpop£^,  koi  Tojpa 

aKd|jn,  OKOuoj  TO  9dpu(3o  tou  (pouaTOviou  pou 

aov  TO  9dpu(3o  5uo  SuvaTOJv  (pT£pdjv  ttou  avoiYOKA£ivouv,  ki 

OTOv  KA£iv£aai  |j£aa  a'  auTOv  tov  nxo  tou  TT£TdY|jaT05 

vidj9£i^  KpouQTO  TO  Aai|j6  aou,  TO  TTA£upd  aou,  TH  adpKO 

aou,  k'  £Tai  a(piY|j£vo^  {izc;  oiouc;  {lumzc;  tou  yaAd^iou 
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flesh, and  thus  constricted  amid  the  muscles  of  the  azure  air, 

amid  the  strong  nerves  of  the  heavens, 

it  makes  no  difference  whether  you  go  or  return 

it  makes  no  difference  whether  you  go  or  return 

and  it  makes  no  difference  that  my  hair  has  turned  white 

(that  is  not  my  sorrow  -  my  sorrow  is  that  my  heart  too  does  not 

turn  white).  Let  me  come  with  you. 

I  know  that  each  one  of  us  travels  to  love  alone, 

alone  to  faith  and  to  death.  I  know  it.  I've  tried  it.  It  doesn't 

help.  Let  me  come  with  you.  This  house  is  haunted,  it  preys  on 

me  what  I  mean  is,  it  has  aged  a  great  deal,  the  nails  are 

working  loose,  the  portraits  drop  as  though  plunging  into  the 

void,  the  plaster  falls  without  a  sound  as  the  dead  man's  hat 

falls  from  the  peg  in  the  dark  hallway  as  the  worn  woolen  glove 

falls  from  the  knee  of  silence  or  as  moonbeam  falls  on  the 

old,  gutted  armchair.  Once  it  too  was  new  not  the  photograph 

that  you  are  starting  at  so  dubiously  I  mean  the  armchair,  very 

comfortable,  you  could  sit  in  it  for  hours 

with  your  eyes  closed  and  dream  whatever  came  into  your 

head  a  sandy  beach,  smooth,  wet,  shining  in  the  moonlight, 

shining  more  than  my  old  patent  leather  shoes  that  I  send  each 

month  to  the  shoeshine  shop  on  the 

corner,  or  a  fishing  boat's  sail  that  sinks  to  the  bottom  rocked 

by  its  own  breathing,  a  three-cornered  sail  like  a 

handkerchief  folded  slantwise  in  half  only 

as  though  it  had  nothing  to  shut  up  or  hold  fast 

no  reason  to  flutter  open  in  farewell.  I  have  always  has  a 

passion  for  handkerchiefs,  not  to  keep  anything  tied  in  them, 

no  flower  seeds  or  camomile  gathered  in  the  fields  at 

sunset,  nor  to  tie  them  with  four  knots  like  the  caps  the 

workers  wear  on  the  construction  site  across  the  street,  nor  to 

dab  my  eyes  I've  kept  my  eyesight  good; 

I've  never  worn  glasses.  A  harmless  idiosyncracy, 

handkerchiefs.  Now  I  fold  them  in  quarters,  in  eighths,  in 

sixteenths  to  keep  my  fingers  occupied.  And  now  I 
remember  that  this  is  how  I  counted  the  music  when  I  went 
to  the  Odeion  with  a  blue  pinafore  and  a  white  collar,  with 
two  blond  braids  hand  in  hand  with  a  small  friend  of  mine. 


ayspa,  psaa  qto  poJiJaAsa  vsupa  tou  uqjou^,  5£v  £X£i 

arjiJaaia  av  cpEuysi^  t\  av  yupi^sig  ki  oute  exsi  aniJocria  ttou 

daiTpiaav  to  paAAid  pou,  (5£v  sivai  touto  q  Auirri  |jou  -  r\ 

AuTTH  |JOu  Eivai  ttou  5£v  aonpi^si  k'  q  KopSid  |JOu).  Acpqas  |j£ 

vdp9aj  iJQ^i  aou.  To  ^spw  ttoj^  Ka9£va^  povaxog 

TTOp£U£Tai  QTOv  spajTO,  |JOvaxo^  oir\  56^0  koi  qto 

9avaT0.  To  ^£paj.  To  5oKi|jaaa.  Asv  ajcpeAEi.  Acpqas  |j£ 

vdpBoj  iJQ^i  aou.  Touto  to  qttIti  aToixsiojas,  |J£  5idjxv£i 

BeAoJ  Va  TTOJ  £X£I  TTaAldjQEI  TTOAU,  TO  KOpcpiQ  ^£KOAAdV£,  TO 

Kd5pa  pixvovTQi  aa  va  (3ouTdv£  qto  K£vd,  oi  aou(5d5£^ 

TT£(pTOUV  a9dpu(3a  OTTOJ^  TT£(PT£I  to  KaTT£A0  TO  u 

TT£9a|j£vou  qtt'  Tqv  Kp£|jdaTpa  qto  aK0T£iv6 

5ld5pO|JO  OTTOJ^  TT£(pT£l  TO  |jdAAlVO  Tpi|J|J£VO  ydvTi  TH? 

QKjOTTn^  qtt'  to  ydvoTa  Tq^  n  ottoj^  tt£(pt£i  |jia  AoupiSa 

(p£YYdpi  QTqvTTaAid,  ^£KOiAiaa|j£vn  TToAuBpdva. 

KdTTOT£  uTTrip^£  v£a  KI  auTH,  6x1  n  (pojToypacpia  ttou 

KOiTdq  |j£  Toaq  SuQTTiQTia  A£aj  yia  Tqv  TToAu9p6va,  ttoAu 

avaTTQUTiKii,  |jTTopoua£^  djp£^  oA6KAnp£^  va 
Kd9£aai  koi  |J£  KA£ia|j£va  |jdTia  va  ov£ip£U£aai  6,ti  tux£i 

|jiav  a|j|J0u5id  oipudit],  voTia|j£vn,  aTiA(3aj|j£vn  otto 
(p£YYdpi,  TTio  aTiApaj|j£vr|  qtt'  to  TToAid  AouQTpivia  pou  ttou 

Kd9£  iJnva  TO  5ivaj 

QTO  QTiAfBajTripio  Tq?  yojvia^,  t\  £va  ttovI  ipapopapKO^ 

TTOU  xdv£Tai  QTO  (5d9o^  AiKvia|j£vo  qtt'  Tqv  i5ia  tou 

avdaa,  TpiycoviKO  ttqv  iaa  pavTiAi  5iTTAaj|j£vo  Ao^d  |j6vo 

am  5uo  aavd  ijqv  £ix£  tIttoto  va  KA£ia£-  q  va  KpaTria£i  q  v' 

av£|jia£i  SidTTAoTO  oz  aTT0xaip£Tia|j6.  ridvTO  |JOu  £ixa 

pavia  |j£Td 

IjavTiAia,  oxi  yia  va  KpaTnaco  tIttoto  5£|J£vo, 

tIttoto  QTTopou^  AouAou5idjv  n  xa|JO|jriAi  |ja^£|j£vo 

QTOu^  aypou^  |j£  to  Ai6Y£p|ja  q  va  to  5£aaj  T£aa£pi^ 

k6|jttou^  aav  to  QKOucpi  ttou  (popdv£  oi  £pYdT£^ 

or'  avTiKpuvo  yiOTTi  q  va  QKOUTTi^oj  to  |jdTia  |JOu,- 

SiOTHpnaa  KoAr)  Tqv  opaan  |JOu  ttot£  |jou  5£  (p6p£aa 

yuaAid.  Mia  aTTAq  i5iOTpOTTia  to  ijovtIAio.  Tojpa  to  SittAwvoj 

OTQ  T£aa£pa,  ora  oxtoj,  or  a  5£Kd^ 

N'  OTTaoxoAdj  TO  5dxTuAa  |JOu.  Kai  TOjpa  9u|jri9nKa 

TTOJ^  £Tai  |j£Tpouaa  Tq  ijouqikh  aav  TTnyaiva  qto  Q5£io 
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peachy,  all  light  and  picked  flowers,  (forgive  me  such 
digressions  -  a  bad  habit)  and  my  family  rested  great  hopes  on 

my  musical  talent.  But  I  was  telling  you  about  the  armchair 

gutted  the  rusted  springs  are  showing,  the  stuffing  I  thought  of 

sending  it  next  door  to  the  furniture  shop,  but  where's  the  time 

and  the  money  and  the  inclination  what  to  fix  first? 

I  thought  of  throwing  a  sheet  over  it  I  was  afraid 

of  a  white  sheet  in  so  much  moonlight.  People  sat  here 

who  dreamed  great  dreams,  as  you  do  and  I  too. 

and  now  they  rest  under  earth  untroubled  by  rain  or  the 

moon.  Let  me  come  with  you.  We'll  pause  for  a  little  at  the  top  of 

St.  Nicholas'  marble  steps, 

and  afterward  you'll  descend  and  I  will  turn  back, 

having  on  my  left  side  the  warmth  from  a  casual  touch  of 

your  jacket  and  some  squares  of  light,  too,  from  small 

neighborhood  windows  and  this  pure  white  mist  from  the  moon, 

like  a  great  procession  of  silver  swans  - 

and  I  do  not  fear  this  manifestation,  for  at  another  time 

on  many  spring  evenings  I  talked  with  God  who  appeared  to 

me  clothed  in  the  haze  and  glory  of  such  a  moonlight  and  many 

young  men,  more  handsome  even  than  you,  I  sacrificed  to 

him  I  dissolved,  so  white,  so  unapproachable,  amid  my 

white  flame,  in  the  whiteness  of  moonlight,  burnt  up  by  men's 

vocarious  eyes  and  the  tentative  rapture  of  youths, 

besieged  by  splendid  bronzed  bodies, 

strong  limbs  exercising  at  the  pool,  with  oars,  on  the  track,  at 

soccer  (I  pretended  not  to  see  them), 

foreheads,  lips  and  throats,  knees,  fingers  and  eyes, 

chests  and  arms  and  things  (and  truly  I  did  not  see  them)  - 

you  know,  sometimes,  when  you're  entranced,  you  forget 

what  entranced  you,  the  enhancement 

alone  is  enough  my  God,  what  star  bright  eyes,  and  I  was 

lifted  up  to  an  apotheosis  of  disavowed  stars 

because,  besieged  thus  from  without  and  from  within, 

no  other  road  was  left  me  save  only  the  way  up  or  the  way 

down.  No,  it  is  not  enough.  Let  me  come  with  you. 

I  know  it's  very  late.  Let  me,  because  for  so  many  years  - 

days,  nights,  and  crimson  noons  -  I've  stayed  alone. 


|j£  ijttAe  TTo5id  Ki  dQTTpo  yiOKd,  |j£  5uo  ^av9£^  ttA£^ou5£^ 
KpaTn|J£vn  ott'  to  x£pi  |Jic(?  piKpn?  cpiAn?  |JOu  poSoKivia^ 

OAO  (pOJ^  KOI 

po^  AouAou5ia,  (auxwp£a£  |JOu  auid  to  Aoyia-  kokii 

auvri9£ia)  k'  oi5iKoi  |JOu  ainpi^av 
|j£ydA£5  £ATTi5£5  qto  pouaiKO  pou  laAavio.  Aoittov,  qou 
A£yayiaTr|VTToAu9p6va  ^£KOiAiaa|j£vr|  (paivoviai  oi 

aKoupiaa|j£V£^  aouaT£^,  to  dx£pa 

£A£Ya  va  Tqv  Traoj  SiirAa  qto  £TTiTTAoTTOi£io,  pa  ttou  Koipo^ 

KOI  A£(pTd  KOI  5id9£ar|  ti  va  TTpajTo5iop9dja£i^;  £A£Ya  va 

pi^oj  £va  a£VT6vi  irdvo)  iq^,  (po(3ri9nKa  t'  donpo  a£VT6vi  oz 

T£TOio  (p£YYap6(p(jOTO.  E5dj  Kd9naav  dv9p(jOTTOi  ttou 

ov£ip£UTr|Kav  |j£YdAa  6v£ipa,  ottoj^  k'  £au  ki  ottoj^  k'  £Ydj 

dAAajaT£,  koi  Tojpa  ^£KOupd^ovTai  KdTOj  ott'  to  xw|ja  51x03^ 

va  £voxAouvTai  ott'  Tq  (3poxn  n  to  (p£YYdpi.  A(pna£  |J£ 

vap9(jo  |ja^i  aou. 

0a  aTa9ou|j£  AiydKi  qthv  Kopcpq  Tq?  |jap|jdpivn? 

QKdAa^  Tou  Aq-NiKoAa,  uaT£pa  £au  9a  KaTr|cpopia£i^  k' 

£Ydj  9a  yupiaoj  TTiaco  £xovTa^  qt'  apiaT£p6  TTA£up6  pou  Tq 

^£aTa  ott'  to  Tuxaio  dyyiyija  tou  aaKKOKiou  aou  ki  OKopn 

|j£piKd  T£TpdYajva  cpajTO  otto  piKpd  auvoiKiOKd  TTapd9upa 

KI  auTH  Tqv  TTdAA£UKr|  dxva  ott'  to  (p£YYdpi  ttouv  ai  oa 

|jia  |j£YdAr|  auvo5£ia  aar||J£viajv  kukvojv 

KOI  5£  (po(3d|jai  auTH  Tqv  kcppaaq,  yiOTi  £Ydj 

TToAA£^  avoi^idTiK£^  vuxT£^  auvo|jiAnaa  dAAoT£  |j£  to  0£d 

TTOU  |JOu  £|j(paviaTnK£  vTU|j£vo^  Tqv  axAu  kqi  Tq  56^a  £vd^ 

T£TOiou  a£Ar|v6(pajT05, 

KOI  TTOAAOU^  V£OU^,  TTIO  (jOpoiOU^  KI  OTTO  GiMQ  OKOprj,  TOU 

£9uaiaaa,  tioi  KzuKr]  ki  OTTpoaiTn  v'  aT|ji^o|jai  |j£^  oir] 
KzuKt]  |jou  cpAoya,  oir\  A£UK6Tr|Ta  tou  a£Ar|v6(p(j0TO5, 

TTupTToAr||J£vr|  ott'  t'  aSncpdya  |jdTia  tojv  avTpojv  ki  ott'  ir\ 
SiaTOXTiKHv  £KaTaan  tojv  £(priPajv,  TToAiopKn|J£vn  otto 

£^aiaia,  nAiOKa|j£va  adJiJOTa,  oAKipa  |j£An  Yu|jvaa|j£va 

QTO  KOAU|JTTI,  QTO  KOUTTJ,  QTO  Ol\f>0,  QTO  TTOSOQCpOipO 

(ttou  £Kava  ttoj^  5£v  to  (3A£TTa)  |j£TajTTa,  x£iAr|  kqi  Aai|Joi, 

ydvoTa,  5dxTuAa  kqi  |jdTia, 

aT£pva  KQI  iJTTpdTQQ  KQI  |jnpoi  (ki  aAri9£ia  5£v  Ta(3A£TTa) 

-  ^£p£i?,  Ka|j|jia  (popd,  9au|jd^ovTa^,  ^£xvd^,  6,ti 
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unyielding,  alone  and  immaculate,  even  in  my  marriage  bed 
immaculate  and  alone,  writing  glorious  verses  to  lay  on  the 
knees  of  God,  verses  that,  I  assure  you,  will  endure  as  if 

chiselled  in  flawless  marble 

beyond  my  life  and  your  life,  well  beyond.  It  is  not  enough. 

Let  me  come  with  you.  This  house  can't  bear  me  anymore.  I 

cannot  endure  to  bear  it  on  my  back. 
You  must  always  be  careful,  be  careful,  to  hold  up  the  wall 
with  the  large  buffet  to  hold  up  the  table  with  the  chairs  to 

hold  up  the  chairs  with  your  hands 

to  place  your  shoulder  under  the  hanging  beam.  And  the 

piano,  like  a  closed  black  coffin.  You  do  not  dare  to  open  it. 

You  have  to  be  so  careful,  so  careful,  lest  they  fall,  lest  you 

fall.  I  cannot  bear  it.  Let  me  come  with  you.  This  house, 
despite  all  its  dead,  has  no  intention  of  dying.  It  insists  on 

living  with  its  dead 

on  living  off  its  dead  on  living  off  the  certainty  of  its  death 

and  on  still  keeping  house  for  its  dead,  the  rotting  beds  and 

shelves.  Let  me  come  with  you. 

Here,  however  quietly  I  walk  through  the  mist  of  evening, 

whether  in  slippers  or  barefoot, 

there  will  be  some  sound:  a  pane  of  glass  cracks  or  a  mirror, 

some  steps  are  heard  not  my  own. 

Outside,  in  the  street,  perhaps  these  steps  are  not  heard  - 

repentance,  they  say,  wears  wooden  shoes  and  if  you  look 

into  this  or  that  other  mirror,  behind  the  dust  and  the  cracks, 

you  discern  darkened  and  more  fragmented  your  face,  your 

face,  which  all  your  life  you  sought  only  to  keep  clean  and 

whole.  The  lip  of  the  glass  gleams  in  the  moonlight  like  a 

round  razor  how  can  I  lift  it  to  my  lips?  however  much  I  thirst  how 

can  I  lift  it  -  Do  you  see?  I  am  already  in  a  mood  for  similes  - 

this  at  least  is  left  me,  reassuring  me  still  that  my  wits  are 

not  failing.  Let  me  come  with  you.  At  times,  when  evening 

descends,  I  have  the  feeling  that  outside  the  window  the 

bear-keeper  is  going  by  with  his  old  heavy  she-bear,  her  fur 

full  of  burns  and  thorns,  stirring  dust  in  the  neighborhood 

street  a  desolate  cloud  of  dust  that  censes  the  dusk,  and  the 

children  have  gone  home  for  supper  and  aren't  allowed 


9au|jd^£i^,  aou  (pidvEi  o  9au|jaa|j6^  aou,  9£  pou,  ti 

IJOTia  TTOvdaTpa,  ki  avuqjojvoijouv  as  |jiav  OTToGEOjan 

apvr||J£vajv  aaipajv 

yiOTi,  ETQI  TTOAlOpKn|J£Vn  OTT'  £^03  KI  OTTO  |J£aa, 

dAAo^  5p6|JO^  5£  |jou|J£V£  irapd  povaxa  irpo^  to  irdvaj  q 
TTpo^TQ  KOTOJ.  0x1,  5£  (pTav£i.  JK(fr\oz  |j£  vapBoj  iJQ^i  aou. 
To  ^£paj  n  wpa  ttiq  £ivai  TT£paa|j£vn.  A(pna£  |j£,  yiaii 
Toaa  xpdvia,  |j£p£^  kqi  vuxt£^  koi  iropcpupd  |j£an|J£pia, 
£|j£iva  ijovq,  av£v5oTr|,  ijovq  koi  Travayvn,  OKopn  oir\ 
au^uyiKn  |jou  KAivq  Travayvri  koi  ijovq,  ypacpovia^ 

£V50^0U^  QTiXOU^  QTO  yOVOTa  TOU  9£0U,  QTiXOUg  TTOU,  a£ 

5ia(3£(3aidj,  9a  |j£ivouv£  aa  Aa^£U|j£voi  oz  a|j£|JTTTO 

|jap|japo 

TT£pa  ott'  th  ^(jon  |jou  KOI  Tq  ^ajq  aou,  mpa  ttoAu.  A£ 

(pTav£i.  A(pna£  |j£  vap9(jo  |ja^i  aou.  Touto  to  airiTi  5£  |j£ 

anK(jjv£i  TTia.  A£v  avT£xaj  va  to  aqKajvco  aTq  paxn  |JOu. 

np£TT£l  TTQVTQ  VQ  TTpoa£X£l?,  VQ  TTpoa£X£l?,  VQ 
aT£pidjV£l^  TOV  TOiXO  |J£  TO  |J£YdAo  |JTTOU(p£  VQ  aT£pidjV£l^ 

Tov  |jTTOU(p£  |j£  TO  TTQvdpxaio  aKoAiaTO  TpaTT£^i  va 

aT£pi(ijV£l(;  TO  TpaTT£^l  |J£  Tl^  Kap£KA£^  VO  aT£pi(ijV£l(;  Tl^ 

Kap£KA£^  |j£  TO  x£pia  aou 

va  (3d^£i5  TOV  cjJ|jo  aou  kotoj  ott'  to  5oKdpi  ttou  Kp£|jaa£.  Kai 

TO  TTiavo,  aa  paupo  (ftpzipo  KA£ia|j£vo.  A£v  ToA|ja^  va  t' 

avoi^£i^. 

OAo  va  TTpoa£X£i?,  va  TTpoa£X£i?,  iJqv  TT£aouv,  ijqv 

TT£a£i^.  A£v  avT£xa3.  A(pna£  |j£  vap9dj  |ja^i  aou. 

Touto  to  aniTi,  TTop'  oAou^  tou^  v£Kpou^  tou,  5£v  £wo£i  va 

TT£9aV£l.  EtTI|J£V£I  VO  ^£1  |J£  TOU^  V£KpOU^  TOU 

va  ^£1  ott'  tou^  v£Kpou^  TOU  va  ^£1  ott'  th  (3£(3ai6TnTa  tou 

9avaT0U  tou  koi  va  VOIKOKUp£U£l  OKOpn  TOU^  V£KpOU^  TOU  a' 

£TOi|j6ppoTTa  Kp£(3(3aTia 

KOI  pacpia.  A(pna£  |j£  vap9a)  pa^i  aou. 

E5dj,  oao  aiyd  ki  av  TT£pTTaTriaaj  |j£^  aTqv  dxva  Tqg 

(3pa5ia^,  £iT£  |J£  TI^  TTaVTOU(pA£^,  £iT£  ^UTTOAriTH, 

KOTi  9a  Tpi^£i,-  £va  T^a|ji  paYi^£i  q  kottoio^  Ka9p£(pTn^, 

KdTTOia  PnijaTa  aKOuyovTai,  5£v  £ivai  5iKd  |JOu.  E^co,  aTO 

5p6|JO  |JTTop£i  va  ijqv  aKOuyovTai  touto  to  PniJOTa,  q 

|j£Ta|j£A£ia,  A£V£,  (popa£i  ^uAoTTOTTOUTaa,  ki  av  Kav£i^  va 
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outdoors  again, 
even  though  behind  the  walls  they  divine  the  old  bear's  passing 
and  the  tired  bear  passes  in  the  wisdom  of  her  solitude,  not 

knowing  wherefore  and  why 

she's  grown  heavy,  can  no  longer  dance  on  her  hind  legs, 

can't  wear  her  lace  cap  to  amuse  the  children,  the  idlers,  the 

importunate,  and  all  she  wants  is  to  lie  down  on  the  ground 

letting  them  trample  on  her  belly,  playing  thus  her  final 

game,  showing  her  dreadful  power  for  resignation,  her 

indifference  to  the  interest  of  others,  to  the  rings  in  her  lips, 

the  compulsion  of  her  teeth, 

her  indifference  to  the  interest  of  the  others,  to  the  rings  in  her 

lips,  the  compulsion  of  her  teeth,  her  indifference  to  pain  and 

to  life  with  the  sure  complicity  of  death  even  a  slow  death  her 

final  indifference  to  death  with  the  continuity  and  knowledge 

of  life  which  transcends  her  enslavement  with  knowledge 

and  with  action. 

But  who  can  play  this  game  to  the  end? 

And  the  bear  gets  up  again  and  moves  on 

obedient  to  her  leash,  her  rings,  her  teeth, 

smiling  with  torn  lips  at  the  pennies  the  beautiful  and 

unsuspecting  children  toss  (beautiful  precisely  because 

unsuspecting)  and  saying  thank  you.  Because  bears  that 

have  grown  old  can  say  only  one  thing:  thank  you;  thank  you. 

Let  me  come  with  you.  This  house  stifles  me.  The  kitchen 

especially  is  like  the  depths  of  the  sea.  The  hanging 

coffeepots  gleam  like  round,  huge  eyes  of  improbable  fish, 

the  plates  undulate  slowly  like  medusas,  seaweed  and  shells 

catch  in  my  hair  -  later  I  can't  pull  them  loose  I  can't  get  back  to 

the  surface 

the  tray  falls  silently  from  my  hands  I  sink  down 

and  I  see  the  bubbles  from  my  breath  rising,  rising 

and  I  try  to  divert  myself  watching  them 

and  I  wonder  what  someone  would  say  who  happened  to  be 

above  and  saw  these  bubbles, 

perhaps  that  someone  was  drowning  or  a  diver  exploring  the 

depths?  And  in  fact  more  than  a  few  times  I've  discovered 

there,  in  the  depths  of  drowning. 


KOiTd^Ei^  a'  auTOv  q  qtov  dAAov  KaSpEcpin,  TTiaco  qtt'  Tq 
QKOvq  KOI  Ti^  payia|jaTi£^,  5iaKpiv£i^  ttio  Sqijtto  kqi  ttio 

T£|jaXia|J£VO  TO  TTPOQCOTTO  QOU,  to  TTpoaOJTTO  aOU  TTOU  oAAo 

5£  ^riTna£^  QTH  ^wri  TTopd  va  to  KpaTria£ig 
KoBapio  Ki  a5iaip£T0.  To  x^iAn  tou  ttothpiou  yuoAi^ouv 
QTO  (p£yyap6(p(jOTO  aov  kukAiko  ^upacpi  ttoj^  va  to  (p£p(jo 

QTQ  x^iAn  |JOu;  oao  ki  av  Siipdj,  ttoj^  va  to  (p£paj;- 
BA£TT£i^;  £X(jo  OKopn  5id9£an  yia  TTapo|JOi(jja£i5,-  quto 

|JOU  aTT6|J£IV£, 
aUTO  |J£  P£PaidJV£l  OKOpn  TTCjO^  5£  A£iTT(jO. 

A(pna£  |j£  vap9(jo  |ja^i  aou.  (poptc;  (pop£g,  Tqv  ojpa  ttou 

(3pa5id^£i,  £xaj  Tqv  aia9nan  ttoj^  £^(jo  qtt'  t  a  TTopaBupa 

TT£pva£i  0  apK0u5iapn?  |J£  ir\  ypia  (3ap£ia  tou  apK0u5a 

|j£  TO  iJoAAi  TH?  oAo  ayKoSia  kqi  Tpi(36Aia  aqKajvovTa^ 

QKOvq  QTO  auvoiKiQKO  5p6|JO  £va  £pn|JiK6  auvv£(po 

QKOVq  TTOU  9u|Jia^£l  TO  aOUpOUTTO  KOI  TO  TTQlSia  £XOUV 

Yupia£i  QTTiTia  louc;  yia  to  5£iTTvo  kqi  5£v  t'  acpnvouv 
TTiava  Pyouv  £^aj 

|J'  OAo  TTOU  TTiaOJ  qtt'  TOU^  TOiXOU^  |JaVT£UOUV  TO 

TT£pTTaTn|Ja  Tqg  Ypiag  apK0u5a^  k'  q  apK0u5a 

KOupaa|j£vn  TTop£U£Tai  |j£^  oir\  aocpia  Tq^  pova^id^  iriq,  \\r\y 

i^tpoymc;  yia  ttou  kqi  yiOTi  £X£i  (3apuv£i,  5£v  |jTTop£i  ttio  va 

XOp£U£i  QTO  TTiaiva  Tq?  TToSia 

5£v  |jTTop£i  va  (popa£i  ir\  5avT£A£via  QKOucpiTaa  Tq?  va 

5iaaK£5d^£i  to  ttoiSio,  tou^  apyoaxoAou^,  tou^ 

OTTaiTriTiKOu^,  KOI  TO  |j6vo  TTOU  9£A£i  £ivai  va  TTAaYida£i 

QTO  xw|ja  acpHvovTO^  va  Tqv  TTaTav£  qthv  koiAio,  TToi^ovTa^ 

£Tai  TO  T£A£UTaiO  TTOixviSi  Tq^, 

5£ixvovTa^  Tqv  Tpo|j£pr|  Tn<;  5uva|jn  yia  apaiTnan, 

Tqv  avuTTOKon  Tr|?  oia  au|j(p£povTa  tojv  aAAojv,  qtou^ 

KpiKOU^  TOJV  x£iAidJV  Tq?,  QTqv  avayKn  tojv  Sovtiojv  Tq?, 

Tqv  avuTTOKon  TH^  QTOV  TTOvo  KQI  oir]  ^cori  |j£  TH  aiyoupn 

au|j|jaxia  tou  9avdT0u-£aTaj  k'  £v6^  apyou  9avdT0u  Tqv 

T£AiKri  Tq^  avuTTOKon  QTO  9avaT0  |j£  ir\  auv£X£ia  kqi  ir\ 

yvcjan  Tr|<; 

^(jon^TTOu  avn(popd£i  |j£  yvwan  kqi  |J£  TTpd^q  ™v(jo  qtt' 

TH  aKAa(3id  Tq^.  Ma  ttoio^  |JTTop£i  va  TTai^£i  co^  to  itKoc; 

auTO  TO  TTOixviSi;  K'  q  apK0u5a  ar|Kd3V£Tai  ttoAi  koi 
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coral  and  pearls  and  treasures  of  shipwrecked  vessels, 

unexpected  encounters,  past,  present,  and  yet  to  come, 

a  confirmation  almost  of  eternity,  a  certain  respite,  a  certain 

smile  of  immortality,  as  they  say, 

a  happiness,  an  intoxication,  inspiration  even, 

coral  and  pearls  and  sapphires; 

only  I  don't  know  how  to  give  them  no,  I  do  give  them; 

only  I  don't  know  if  they  can  take  them  -  but  still,  I  give  them.  Let 

me  come  with  you.  One  moment  while  I  get  my  jacket.  The  way 

this  weather's  so  changeable,  I  must  be  careful.  It's  damp  in 

the  evening,  and  doesn't  the  moon 

seem  to  you,  honestly,  as  if  it  intensifies  the  cold? 

Let  me  button  your  shirt  how  strong  your  chest  is 

-  how  strong  the  moon  the  armchair,  I  mean  -  and  whenever  I  lift 

the  cup  from  the  table 
a  hole  of  silence  is  left  underneath.  I  place  my  palm  over  it 

at  once  so  as  not  to  see  through  it  -1  put  the  cup  back  in  its 

place;  and  the  moon's  a  hole  in  the  skull  of  the  world  -  don't  look 

through  it,  it's  a  magnetic  force  that  draws  you  -  don't  look,  don't 

any  of  you  look, 

listen  to  what  I'm  telling  you  you'll  fall  in.  This  giddiness, 

beautiful,  ethereal  you  will  fall  in  the  moon's  marble  well, 

shadows  stir  and  mute  wings,  mysterious  voices  don't  you  hear 

them?  Deep,  deep  the  fall,  deep,  deep  the  ascent,  the  airy 

statue  enmeshed  in  its  open  wings, 

deep,  deep  the  inexorable  benevolence  of  the  silence  - 

trembling  lights  on  the  opposite  shore,  so  that  you  sway  in 

your  own  wave,  the  breathing  of  the  ocean.  Beautiful, 
ethereal  this  giddiness  be  careful,  you'll  fall.  Don't  look  at  me, 
for  me  my  place  is  this  wavering  this  splendid  vertigo.  And 
so  every  evening  I  have  little  headache,  some  dizzy  spells. 
Often  I  slip  out  to  the  pharmacy  across  the  street  for  a  few 

aspirin,  but  at  times  I'm  too  tired  and  I  stay  here  with  my 

headache  and  listen  to  the  hollow  sound  the  pipes  make  in 

the  walls,  or  drink  some  coffee,  and,  absentminded  as 

usual,  I  forget  and  make  two  who'll  drink  the  other?  It's  really 

funny,  I  leave  it  on  the  window-sill  to  cool  or  sometimes  drink  them 

both,  looking  out  the  window  at  the  bright  green  globe  of  the 


TTOpEUETQI  UTTOKOUOVTa^  QTO  Aoupj  iq^,  QTOU^  KpJKOU^ 

TH?,  QTO  56vTia  TH^,  xaiJoysAajvia^  |j£  to  qkiqijevq  x^iAn 

Tq?  QTi^  TT£VTapo5£Kap£^  TTOu  Ti^  pJxvouvE  TO  (jopoia  Kl 

avuTToqjiaQTa  TTOiSid 

(ojpaia  aKpi(3dj^  yiaii  sivai  avuTToqjiaaTa)  kqi  Ktyoymc; 

EuxapiQTdj.  fiaii  oi  apK0u5£^  ttou  y£pdaav£ 

TO  |j6vo  ttou  £|ja9av  va  A£V£  £ivai:  £uxapiaTdj,  £uxapiaTd3. 

A(pna£  |j£  vap9(jb  pa^i  |JOu.  Touto  to  qttIti  |J£  TTviy£i. 

MdAiQTa  n  Kou^iva  £ivai  aav  to  (3u96  Tq?  9aAaaaa^.  To 

IJTTpiKia  Kp£|jaa|j£va  yuoAi^ouv 

aa  aTpoyyuAd,  |j£YdAa  ijotiq  aTTi9av(jov  qjapiojv, 

TO  TTidTQ  aaA£uouv  apya  aav  ti^  |j£5oua£^, 

CpUKia  Kl  OaTpOKO  TTldVOVTQI  QTO  IJOAAlO  |JOU  5£V  IJTTOpdj  VQ 

TO  ^£KoAAriaaj  ucrr£pa,  5£v  pTTopdj  v'  av£(3aj  ttqAi  QTqv 

£TTi(pdv£ia  0  bloKOc;  pou  tt£(pt£i  qtt'  to  x^pici  dnxo?, 

aajpia^o|jai  kqi  (SAmoj  ti^  (puaaAi5£^  ott'thv  avaaa  pou 

v'  av£paivouv,  v'  av£(3aivouv  kqi  TTpoaTTa9dj  va 
5iaaK£5dacjo  KOiTd^ovTO^  t£^  ki  avapajTi£|jai  ti  9a  A££i  av 

KdTTOlO^  PpiaK£Tai  otto  TTdVOJ  KQI  (3A£TT£I  aUT£^  Tl^ 

(puaaAi5£^, 

Tdxa  TTOJ^  TTViY£Tai  KdTTOlO^  n  TTOJ^  £va^  5uTr|?  avixv£U£i 

louc;  (3u9ou^;  Ki  aAri9£ia  5£v  £ivai  AiY£^  oi  (foptc;  ttou 

avaKOAUTTTOJ  £K£i,  QTO  pd9o5 

Tou  TTviyiJou,  KopdAAia  kqi  iJOpyapiTdpia  kqi  9r|aaupou^ 
vauaYia|j£V(jov  TTAoiwv,  aTTpdoTTT£^  auvavTria£i^,  kqi 

XT£aivd  KQI  an|J£pivd  kqi  |j£AAou|j£va,  piav  £TTaAri9£uan 
aX£5dvaiajvi6Tr|Ta5, 

KdTTOio  ^avdaaaiJO,  KdTTOio  xc(|J6y£Ao  a9avaaia^,  ottoj^ 
A£V£,  |jiav£UTuxia,  |jia  |j£9n,  k'  v9ouaiaa|jdvaKd|jn, 

KopdAAia  KQI  iJopyapiTdpia  kqi  ^a(p£ipia  povdxoTTOu  5£v 
^£paj  va  TO  SdjQOJ  dxi,  to  5ivaj  |jovdxa  ttou  5£v  ^£paj  av 

IJTTOpOUV  va  TO  TTdpOUV  TTdVTOJ^  £Ydj  TO  SIVOJ.  A(f)r](JZ  |J£ 

vap9(jo  |ja^i  aou.  Mia  QTiyijri,  va  TTdpoj  Tq  ^okho  |jou. 

Touto  tov  daTOTO  Koipd,  dao  vavai,  TTp£TT£i  va 

(puAaY6|jaaT£.  Ex£i  uypaaia  to  (5pd5ia,  koi  to  (p£YYdpi  5£ 

aou  (paiv£Tai,  aAri9£ia,  ttoj^  £TTiT£iv£i  Tqv  qjuxpa;  Aa£  va 

aou  KOU|JTT(jba(jo  TO  TTOUKd|jiao  TI  5uvaTd  to  aTri9o^  aou,  ti 

SuvoTO  (p£YYdpi,  n  TToAu9pdva,  A£aj  ki  otov  aqKajvoj  to 
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pharmacy 
that's  like  the  green  light  of  a  silent  train  coming  to  take  me  away 
with  my  handkerchiefs,  my  run-down  shoes,  my  black  purse, 
my  verses,  but  no  suitcases  -  what  would  one  do  with  them? 
Let  my  come  with  you. 
Oh,  are  you  going?  Goodnight.  No,  I  won't  come. 
Goodnight.  I'll  be  going  myself  in  a  little.  Thank  you.  Because,  in 
the  end,  I  must  get  out  of  this  broken-down  house.  I  must  see  a  bit 

of  the  city  -  no,  not  the  moon  - 

the  city  with  its  calloused  hands,  the  city  of  daily  work,  the 

city  that  swears  by  bread  and  by  its  fist, 

the  city  that  bears  all  of  us  on  its  back 

with  our  pettiness,  sins,  and  hatreds,  our  ambitions,  our 

ignorance  and  our  senility.  I  need  to  hear  the  great  footsteps 

of  the  city,  and  no  longer  to  hear  your  footsteps  or  God's,  or 

my  own.  Goodnight. 
The  room  grows  dark.  It  looks  as  though  a  cloud  may  have 
covered  the  moon.  All  at  once,  as  if  someone  had  turned  up 
the  radio  in  the  nearby  bar,  a  very  familiar  musical  phrase 
can  be  heard.  Then  I  realize  that  "The  Moonlight  Sonata", 
just  the  first  movement,  has  been  playing  very  softly  through 
this  entire  scene.  The  Young  Man  will  go  down  the  hill  now 
with  an  ironic  and  perhaps  sympathetic  smile  on  his  finely 

chiselled  lips  and  with  a  feeling  of  release.  Just  as  he 

reaches  St.  Nicolas,  before  he  goes  down  the  marble  steps, 

he  will  laugh  -  a  loud,  uncontrollable  laugh.  His  laughter  will 

not  sound  at  all  unseemly  beneath  the  moon.  Perhaps  the 

only  unseemly  thing  will  be  that  nothing  is  unseemly.  Soon 

the  Young  Man  will  fall  silent,  become  serious,  and  say: 

"The  decline  of  an  era. "  So,  thoroughly  calm  once  more,  he 

will  unbutton  his  shirt  again  and  go  on  his  way.  As  for  the 

woman  in  black,  I  don't  know  whether  she  finally  did  get  out 

of  the  house.  The  moon  is  shining  again.  And  in  the  corners 

of  the  room  the  shadows  intensify  with  an  intolerable  regret, 

almost  fury,  not  so  much  for  the  life,  as  for  the  useless 

confession.  Can  you  hear?  The  radio  plays  on: 

Translated  by:  Peter  Green  &  Beverly  Bardsley 


cpAiT^dvi 

OTT'TOTpaTTE^I  |J£V£I  OTTO  KOTOJ  |Jia  TpUTTQ  aiOJTTri,  (56^03 

a|j£aaj^  Tqv  TTaAd|jr|  tou  ettovoj 

va  ijqv  KOiTd^oj  |j£aa,-  acpnvoj  irdAi  to  cpAiT^dvi  oir]  Qtor] 

TOU  KOI  TO  (pEyyapi  pia  tputto  qto  Kpavio  tou  koqijou  ijqv 

KOiTQ^Ei^  |j£aa.£ivai  pia  Suvapn  iJayvriTiKri  ttou  qe  Tpa(3d£i 

Ijqv  KOiTQ^si^,  ijqv 

KOITdXTE,  QKOUaTE  |J£  TTOU  QQ^  IJlAoO)  00  TTEQETE  |J£aa. 

TouTO^  0  iAiyyo^  copaio^,  avoAacppo^  9a  tteqei^,  £va 

|jap|japivo  TTnyaSi  to  (psyyapi, 

iQKioi  qqAeuouv  KOI  (3ou(3d  cpTspd,  puaTripiaKE^  (pojvs^  5£v 

Ti^  qkoute;  Ba9u  (3a9u  to  tteqiijo, 
Pa9u  (3a9u  to  av£(3aa|ja,  to  aspivo  ayoAija  KpouQTO  |j£^ 

qt'  avoixTO  (pT£pd  TOU,  (3a9£id  (5a9£id  q  a|j£iAiKTn 

£U£pY£aia  Tq^  qicottii^,  Tp£|joua£^  (pajTaiiJi£^  Tq^  dAAq^ 

dx9n?,  OTTOJ^  TaAavT£U£aai  |j£^  qto  i5io  aou  to  Kupa, 

avdaa  ajK£avou.  Qpaio^,  avdAacppo^  o  iAiyyo^ touto^, 

TTpda£^£,  9a  TT£a£i^.  Mqv  KOiTd^  £|j£va,  £|j£va  q  9£an  |JOu 

£ivai  TO  TaAdvT£U|ja-  o  £^aiaio^  iAiyyo^.  Etqi  Kd9£ 

aTTd(3pa5o  £xaj  AiydKi  TTOvoK£(paAo,  KdTi  ^aAd5£^. 

Zuxvd  TT£TdYO|jai  qto  (pap|jaK£io  ottevovti  yia  KopiJidv 

aaTTipivq,  AAAote  TTdAi  (3api£|jai  kqi  ijevco  |J£  tov 

TT0V0K£(paA0  |JOU  V'  QKOUOJ  |J£^  QTOU^  TOJXOU^  TOV  KOUCpiO 

9dpu(3o  TTOU  Kdvouv  oi  aajAriv£^ 

TOU  v£pou,  n  ipHvoj  £vav  Ka(p£,  KOI,  TTdvTQ  acpHPniJ^vn, 

^£Xvi£|jai  k'  £TOi|jd^(jo  5uo  TTOio^  va  TOV  TTi£i  TOV  dAAo; 

acrr£io  aAri9£ia,  tov  acpnvoj  qto  TT£p(3d^i  va  Kpudjv£i 

n  KdTTOT£  TTiVOJ  KOI  TOV  5£UT£pO,  KOITd^OVTO^  OTT'  TO  TTapd9upO 

TOV  TTpdaivo  yAdiJTTO  tou  (pap|jaK£iou 

aav  TO  TTpdaivo  cpoj^  £vd^  a96pu(3ou  Tpaivou  ttou 

£pX£Tai  va  |j£  TTdp£i  |j£  TO  ijovtIAio  |jou,  to 

aTpaPOTTaTn|J£Va  pOU  TTOTTOUTQia,  TH  IJOUpn  TQdVTO 

|jou,  TO  TTOirnjQTa  |JOu,  xwpi^  Ka9dAou  (3aAiTa£^-  Tiva 

Ti^  Kdv£i^;  A(pna£  |j£vap9aj  pa^i  aou. 

A,  (p£UY£i^;  KaAnvuxTQ.  Oxi,  5£  9ap9(jo. 

KaAqvuxTa.  Eyoj  9a  (Syoj  oz  Aiyo.  EuxapiQTCj.  FiaTi, 

£TTIT£A0U^,  TTp£TT£l  VO  PyOJ  QTT'  QUTO  TO  TaaKia|J£VO  QTTiTI. 

np£TT£i  va  5aj  AiydKi  TToAiT£ia,  dxi,  oxi  to  (p£YYdpi  Tqv 
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TToAiTEia  |j£Ta  po^iaa|j£va  x^pia  iq^,  Tqv  TToAiT£ia  tou 

|j£poKa|jaTOu,  Tr|v  TToAiT£ia  ttou  opKi^£Tai  qto  ipaJiJi  kqi 

airi  YPo9ia  in?  Tr|v  TToAiT£ia  ttou  oAou^  pa^  avT£X£i  oir\ 

paxn  TH? 

|j£  tk;  iJiKpoTHTEi;  |ja^,  ti^  mmc;,  tk;  extp^?  pa^, 

|j£  tk;  (piAo5o^i£^,  Tqv  dyvoia  |ja^  kqi  to  Y£paT£ia  pag,  v' 

QKOuaaj  TO  |j£YaAa  PniJaTa  Tq?  TToAiT£ia5, 

va  ijqv  QKOuoj  ttiq  to  PnijaTa  aou  |jriT£Ta  PniJaTa  tou 

0£ou,  |jriT£  KOI  TO  SiKO  |JOu  PqiJaTa.  KaAqvuxTa. 

(To  5aj|jdTio  aKOT£ivia^£i.  $aiv£Tai  ttoj^  kqttoio  auvv£(po 

9aKpuiiJ£  TO  (p£YYdpi-  Movopid^,  aav  kqttoio  x£pi  va 

5uvd|jaja£  to  paSiocpojvo  tou  y£itovikou  ijttqp, 

aKOuaTr|K£  pia  ttoAu  YvwaTn  ijouqikh  (ppaar|.  Kai  t6t£ 

KOTdAapa  ttoj^  6Ar|  toutpi  ir\  OKr\yt\  ir\  auv65£U£ 

XapnAocpcova  q  «ZovdTa  tou  Z£Anv6(pajT09>,  |jdvo  to  ttpojto 

|j£po9  0  N£o^  9a  KaTn(popi^£i  Tojpa  |j'  £va  £ip(joviK6  k'  iaoj^ 

au|JTT0V£TiK6  xa|J6Y£Ao  qto  KaAoYpa|j|j£va  x£iAn  tou  kqi  |j' 

£va  auvaia9n|Ja  aTT£A£u9£pajan9  Otqv  9a  (pTda£i  aKpi(3dj^ 

QTOv  Aq-NiKoAa,  TTpiv  mitpz\  Tq  |jap|jdpivn  QKdAa,  9a 
Y£Ada£i,-  £va  y£Aio  Suvoto,  aauYKpdTr|TO.  To  y£Aio  tou  5£  9' 
aKOuaT£i  Ka96Aou  avdpiJOQTa  KdTOj  ott'  to  (p£YYdpi.  faoj^  to 

|j6vo  avdpiJOQTO  vavai  to  oti  5£v  £ivai  Ka9dAou 
avdpiJOQTO.  Z£  AiYO  o  N£o^  9a  aajTTda£i,  9a  ao(3ap£UT£i 

KOI  9a  TT£i:  «H  TTapOKpn  |jiaq£TT0xn9>.  Etqi,  oA6T£Aa 

qauxog  TTia,  9a  ^£KOU|JTTdja£i  TTdAi  ti  TTOUKd|jiao  tou  koi  9a 

Tpa(3ri^£i  TO  5pd|J0  tou.  Oqo  yio  Tq  yuvoIko  |J£  to  |jaupa, 

5£v  ^£paj  av  (3YriK£  T£AiKd  ott'  to  QTTiTi.  To  (p£YYC(p6(pajT0 

Ad|JTT£i  ^avd.  Kai  qti^  Ywvi£^  tou  5aj|jaTiou  oi  OK\t(; 

acpiYYOVTOi  otto  |jiav  a(3daTaxTr|  |j£Tdvoia,  ax£56v  opYH,  oxi 

Toao  Yia  Tq  ^co  q  ,  dao  Yia  Tqv  dxpncJTn  £^0|J0AdYncJn- 

Akout£;  To  paSiocpojvo  auv£xi^£i): 
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Sarantaris  Yioryos  (1907  - 1941) 


Sarandaris  George  was  born  on  1907  in  Istanbul  but  lived  with  his  family  in  Italy 
between  of  two  and  twenty  four.  He  died  in  Athens  on  1941.  There  he  studied  law  and  took 
his  degree  from  the  University  Macerata.  While  in  Italy  he  wrote  most  of  his  poetry  in  Italian, 
some  in  Greek,  and  some  in  French.  He  came  to  Greece  in  1931  to  fulfill  his  military  service, 
made  infrequent  trips  to  Italy,  and  died  oh  1941  FROM,  hardships  suffered  as  a  common 
soldier  in  the  war  with  Italy  In  addition  to  his  poetry  he  published  three  books  of 
philosophical  speculation.  Spurning  the  poetry  of  despair  typical  of  his  generation,  he  also 
broke  with  traditional  metrical  forms  of  the  neoromantic  movement  and  wrote  in  free  verse 
with  a  minimum  of  punctuation  promise. 
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O  Tmpjoq  2apavTdpr|(;  yswf|9r|KS  to  1907  axriv  KcovaxavxivomoXri  aXka  s^rjas  |is 
Tr|v  oiKoysvsid  tod  axriv  Ixakia  iisxa^-o  Svo  Kai  siKoaixsaadpcov  st6v.  HsGavs  axriv  A0f|va  to 
1941.  27ioi35aas  No|iiKd  axo  Havs7iiaTf||iio  ttjc;  MjioXovia  dEi'/yovxaq  ajio  vcopic;  Tr|v  xdarj  tod 
Tipoc;  Tr|v  7ioir|ar|.  Sxriv  Ixakia  sypa\|/s  to  |isyaXDTspo  [ispoc;  ttjc;  7ioir|af|(;  tod  axa  iTaXiKd 
lispiKd  axa  sXXrjviKd  Kai  |ispiKd  axa  yaXkiKa.  'Hp9s  gttiv  EXkaba  to  1931  va  SK7iXr|p6asi  ttj 
aTpaTicoTiKTi  TOD  9r|TSia,  KdvovTac;  Kai  |ispiKd  Ta^iSia  gttiv  iTaXia.  Hs9avs  to  1941  aTio  tk; 
KaKODxfe^;  TiOD  avTi|iST67ii^s  G)q  aTpaTi^TTjc;  GTOV  7i6Xs|io  |is  TTjv  iTaXia.  Hspav  Tr|(;  7ioir|ar|(; 
5r||ioaiSDas  Kai  Tpia  PipXia  ttjc;  (piXoaocpiKfjc;  KspSoGKOTiiac;.  AjispiTiTS  ttjv  7ioir|ar|  Tr|(;  jEviaq 
TOD  Kai  sPaXs  tk;  7iapa5oaiaKS(;  |iSTpiKS(;  |iop(pS(;  tod  vsopo|iavTiKOD  KivfjiiaTOc;  ypd(povTa(;  as 
sA.SD9spo  GTixo  |is  sXdxicJTa  ar||isia  aTi^r{q. 
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I  have  seen  eternity 
(1940) 

I  have  seen  eternity  in  the  forest  Come  toward  me 

trampling  on  corpses  But  when  all  were  raised  from  the 

dead  the  moment  glow  The  stars  smiled  And  the  sea  rose 

like  the  pulse  of  our  hearts  Then  eternity  appeared 

wearing  a  fustanella 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


'Exco  5£i  Tr|v  aicoviOTriTa 
(1940) 

Exo)  5£i  THv  aiajviOTnia  [itoo  qto  boooc;  fia  va  £p9£i 

TTpo^  £|j£va  £TTaTna£  TTTdj|jaTa  AAAa  q  aTiypri  £(p£^£ 

OTTOu  oAoi  avaainSriKav  T'  aaT£pia  xci|JOY£Aaaav  Ki 

n  9dAaaaa  av£(3nK£  aav  nxo^  ti^  Kap5i£^  pa^  T6t£  q 

aiojviOTriTa  (pavr|K£  vTU|j£vr|  (pouaTav£AAa. 
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Sahtouris  Miltos  (1919  -  2005) 


Sahtouris  Miltos  was  born  on  1919,  but  regards  the  illustrious  island  of  Hydra  as  his 
place  of  origin,  for  there  his  great-great-grandfather,  Yiorgios  Sahtouris,  assured  his  place  in 
history  as  one  of  the  admirals  of  the  Greek  War  of  Independence.  He  died  in  Athens  on  2005. 
He  enrolled  in  the  School  of  Law  at  the  University  of  Athens.  In  1956  he  won  the  first  prize  in 
an  international  contest  for  young  poets  sponsored  by  the  Italian  Radio  and  Television 
System,  and  in  1972  was  given  a  Ford  Foundation  Grant.  The  author  of  eleven  books  of 
poetry,  he  won  the  Second  State  Prize  for  1962,  and  a  joint  Slate  Prize  for  1964. 
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rswr||isvo(;  axriv  A9f|va  to  1919,  D7ir|psTr|as  |is  Tiiaxri  Kai  as|iv6Tr|Ta  xa  sXXr|viKd 
ypd|i|iaTa.  Kaxayoxav  ajio  Tr|v  'Y5pa  Kai  fjiav  diasyyovoq  tod  vaDdpxoi)  ttjc;  E7iavdaTaar|(; 
TOD  1821,  KaTiSTdv  ri6pyr|  2axT0Dpr|.  To  1937  ypdcpSTai  aTr|  No|iiKf|  Sx^^^  Havs7iiaTr||iioD 
A9r|v6v  aXka  to  1940  ttjv  syKaTsXsi\|/s  yia  v'  acpoaicoOsi  gtti  7ioir|ar|.  HsOavs  gttiv  A9f|va  to 
2005.  To  1956  KspSias  to  7ip6TO  PpaPsio  as  svav  5is9vf|  5iaycovia|i6  yia  xovq  VEOvq  7ioir|TS(; 
TioD  DTiOGTTipi^oTav  aTio  TO  iTaXiKo  paSiocpcovo  Kai  Tr|Xs6paar|,  Kai  to  1972  tod  SoOtjks 
S7iixopf|yr|ar|  aTio  to  i5pD|ia  Ford  Foundation.  Eivai  GDVTdKTTjc;  svSsKa  PipXicov  7ioir|ar|(;. 
KspSios  TO  SsDTspo  KpaTiKo  PpaPsio  to  1962,  Kai  sva  aK6|ir|  to  1964, 
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The  soldier  poet 
(1957) 

I  have  not  written  poems 

amid  alarms 

amid  alarms 

has  my  life  gone  its  way 

One  day  I  tremble 

the  next  day  I  shudder 

in  fear  in  fear  has  my  life  moved  on 

I  have  not  written  poems 

I  have  not  written  poems 

I  only  nail  crosses  on  graves 


Translated  by:  Kinom  Friar 


O  iTpaTicoTri^  noir|Tr|q 
(1957) 

A£v  £xw  Ypaqjsi  TTOirnjaTa 

|j£aa  a£  Kpoiou^ 

|j£aa  oz  KpoTou^ 

KuAna£  n  ^wr)  |jou 

Tnv|jiavri|j£pa  £Tp£|ja 

Tqv  aAAq  avaipixia^a 

|j£aa  QTO  (p6(3o 

|j£aa  QTO  (p6(5o  TT£paa£  q  ^wq  |jou 

A£v  £xaj  ypaiiJ£i  TTOirnjaTa 

5£v  £xa3  ypdiiJ£i  TTOirnjaia 

|j6vo  QTOupou^  oz  iJvrnjaTQKapcpwvco. 
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Seferis  Yiorgos  (1900  -  1971) 


Seferis  Yioryos  was  born  on  1900  in  Smyrna,  Turkey,  and  died  in  Athens  on  1971. 
His  family  moved  to  Athens  in  1914.He  took  his  degree  in  law  at  the  University  of  Paris, 
1918-24,  and  in  1926  was  appointed  to  the  Royal  Greek  Ministry  of  Foreign  Affairs  serving 
inmany  positions  in  Athens,  London,  Albania,  Pretoria  and  finally  as  Ambassador  to  Great 
Britain,  1957-62,  after  which  he  retired  from  diplomatic  service  and  settled  in  Athens.  He  was 
granted  honorary  degrees  by  many  Universities  of  Cambridge.  He  was  granted  in  1963  the 
Nobel  Prize  in  Poetry.  Seferis  is  a  poet  of  evocative  symbols  and  metaphysical  distinctions. 
All  of  his  mature  poetry  is  written  in  a  free  verse  of  great  sinuousness,  rhythmical  yet 
modulated,  which  never  rises  in  tone  or  diction  beyond  the  "conversation  between  intellectual 
men"  as  Ezra  Pound  has  it.  In  the  center  of  each  of  his  poems  is  the  poet  himself,  looking 
back  into  the  mythological  past  of  his  country  and  her  symbols,  retracing  her  history,  and 
telling  a  story  which  has  the  independent  validity  of  imaginative  fiction. 

[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  ri6pyo(;  2s(pspr|(;  yswf|9r|Ks  to  1900  axri  Sii-opvri  Kai  TisOavs  axriv  A0f|va  to  1971. 
H  oiKoysvsid  tod  |iSTavdaTSDas  aTr|v  A9f|va  to  1914.  Hf|ps  to  titdxio  vo[UKr\q  aTio  to 
Havs7iiaTf||iio  tod  HapiaioD,  to  1924,  Kai  to  1926  5iopiaTr|Ks  aTO  YTioDpysio  E^coTspiKd  Kai 
DTiripsTTjas  as  Siscpopsc;  Osgsk;  gttiv  A0f|va,  AovSivo,  AXPavia,  HpaiT^pia  Kai  TsXiKd  cdq 
7ipsaPsDTf|(;  GTTi  MsydXrj  BpsTavia,  to  1957-62,  otiod  |iSTd  a7ioaDp9r|Ks  aTio  ttj  5i7iXco|iaTiKf| 
DTirjpsaia  Kai  syKaTaaTdOrjKs  aTTjv  A9f|va.  Tod  xopr|yf|9r|Kav  oi  Ti|ir|TiKoi  Pa9|ioi  aTio  noXka 
7iavs7iiaTf||iia  tod  Kai|i7ipiT^.  Tod  xopr|yf|9r|Ks  to  1963  to  PpaPsio  N6|i7isX  aTr|v  7ioir|ar|.  O 
2s(pspr|(;  5sv  sivai  sdkoXo(;  7ioir|Tf|(;  aXka  5sv  sivai  aK0TSiv6(;.  H  yX6aaa  tiod  |iiXd  sivai 
SdgkoXti,  GTTI  yX6aaa  6|ico(;  aDTf|  r|  (pcovf|  tod  sivai  Ka9apf|  Kai  a7ispi(ppaaTr|.  Aivsi  gtov 
avayv6aTr|  GDxvd  ttjv  svTD7icoar|  ncdq  tistdxs  ttjv  Kaipia  SK(ppaar|,  tiod  5sv  |i7iopsi  va  si7rco9si 
aXkmq.  Adto  sivai  to  tiio  a^iayd7ir|T0  aTr|v  7ioir|af|  tod,  r|  aTiXoTrjTa  tiod  (pTdvsi  gtti 
9sp|i6Tr|Ta  [iiaq  s^o|ioX6yr|ar|(;.  H  7ioir|ar|  tod  Sscpsprj  5sv  sivai  PsPaia  xo^poD|isvr|.  Eivai 
aTiaiaioSo^Tj  Kai  |isXayxoXiKf|.  'Exsi  ttj  9Xi\|/r|  tod  av9p67ioD  tiod  GD^Xoyi^STai  tioXd  Tidvco  GTa 
av9p67iiva,  ki  aK6|ia  tod  'EXXrjva  |is  to  KaTaKd9i  Tr|(;  TiiKpac;  aTio  ttj  GK^aPid  Kai  tk;  s9viks(; 
TispiTiSTSisc;.  Qgtogo  Tj  5id9sGr|  aDTTj  5sv  oSriysi  gttjv  dpvrjGrj  r\  gttjv  KaTaGTpocpfj.  Atio  ttjv 
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aXkr[  TiXsDpd  tod  GKoxaSioD  sivai  to  (pcoc;,  [la-opo  Kai  ayysXiKo,  "aTio  to  |ispo(;  tod  fjXioD"  gto 
KdGTpo  Tr|(;  Aaivr[q  9a  avsPsi  gto  tsXoc;  "aG7ii5o(p6po(;  o  r\kioq  7ioXs|i6vTa(;".  KdTCO  ajio  ttjv 
dpvr|Gr|  DTidpxsi  |iia  TiiGTrj  tiod  TipoGTaTSDSi  aTio  Tr|v  aTisXTiiGia,  Kai  |iia  GTiPapfj  aiG9r|Gr|  tcov 
7ipay|idTC0v  tiod  TipocpD^dGGSi  aTio  ttj  Sid^DGrj  Kai  to  |ir|5sviG|i6. 
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The  king  of  Asine 
(1938) 

Aaivr|v  t£  . . . 

All  that  morning  we  looked  about  the  castle 

beginning  from  the  shadowy  side  where  the  sea 

green  and  without  brilliance,  breast  of  a  slain  peacock, 

received  us  like  time  without  break. 

Veins  of  rock  descended  from  high  above, 

twisted  vines,  bare,  many-branched,  coming  aiive 

at  the  touch  of  water,  while  the  eye  in  following  them 

strove  to  escape  the  fatiguing  undulation 

and  constantly  weakened. 

On  the  sunny  side  a  long  extended  coastline 

and  the  light  grating  diamonds  on  the  great  walls. 

Not  a  single  creature  alive,  the  wild  pigeons  flown, 

and  the  King  of  Asine,  for  whom  we  have  sought  two  years 

now  unknown,  forgotten  by  all,  even  by  Homer 

only  one  word  in  the  Iliad,  and  that  uncertain 

flung  here  like  a  gold  burial  mask. 

You  touched  it,  remember  the  sound?  hollow  in  the  light  like 

a  dry  jug  in  the  dug  earth 

and  the  same  sound  of  our  oars  on  the  sea. 

The  King  of  Asine  a  void  under  the  mask 

everywhere  with  us,  everywhere  with  us,  under  a  name: 

"Aaivnv  T£ . . .  Aaivnv  t£  . . ." 

and  his  children  statues  and  his  desires  the  fluttering  of 

birds,  and  the  wind  in  the  intervals  of  his  meditations  and  his 

ships  moored  in  a  vanished  harbor;  a  void  under  the  mask. 

Behind  the  large  eyes  the  curved  lips  the  curled  hair 
embossed  on  the  golden  covering  of  our  existence  a  spot  of 
darkness  that  glides  like  a  fish  in  the  dawning  calm  of  the 
sea,  and  you  watch  it:  a  void  everywhere  with  us.  And  the 
bird  that  in  another  winter  flew  away  with  broken  wing  the 
tabernacle  of  life,  and  the  young  woman  who  went  away  to 


O  paaiAidq  rrj^  Aaivnv 
(1938) 

Aaivnv  T£... 
KoiTd^a|j£  oAo  to  Trpoji  yupoj-yupaj  to  KoaTpo 

apxi^OVTO^  OTTO  TO  |J£pO^  TOU  JQKIOU  £K£i  TTOU  q 

9dAaaaa  TTpdaivq  kqi  X'^PK  avaAapTTn,  to  oir]Qo(; 

aKOTa)|j£vou  TToyoviou  pa^  5£XTr|K£  ottoj^  o  Koipo^ 

Xa3pi^  Kav£va  xdcj|ja.  Oi  (fktfizq  tou  (3paxou  KaT£(5aivav 

OTTO  ipqAd  aTpi|j|j£va  KArnjOTO  yu|jvd  ttoAukAcovo 

^(jovTav£uovTa^  qt'  ayyiyija  tou  v£pou,  KoBcog  to  ijqti 

OKOAouSdJVTa^  Tl^  TTaA£U£  Va   £(pUY£l  TO  KOUpaQTIKO 

AiKviQiJO  xdvovTO^  5uva|jn  oAo£va.  Atto  to  |j£po^  tou 

qAiou  £va^  iJOKpu^  yioAo^  oAdvoixTO^  kqi  to  cpco^ 

TpipovTQ^  5ia|javTiKa  qto  |j£YaAa  T£ixn-  Kav£va  TTAaa|ja 

^(jovtqvo  t'  aYpiOTT£piaT£pa  (p£UYaTa  ki  o  (SaaiAia^  Tq^ 

Aaivnv  TTOU  Tov  Yup£uou|j£  5uo  xpovia  Tojpa  dyvcoaTO^ 

Ana|J0vn|J£V05  qtt'  oAou^  ki  otto  tov  'OpHpo  |j6vo  pia 

A£^n  ^W  IAid5a  ki  £K£ivn  a(5£pain  piY|J£vn  £5dj  aav  Tqv 

£VTd(pia  xpucrn  TTpoaojTTiSa.  Tqv  dYYi^£^,  9u|jdaai  tov 

nxo  TH^;  Koucpio  |j£aa  qto  cpoj^  aav  to  aT£Yv6  TTi9dpi 

aTO  aKa|j|j£vo  xwpa. 
KI  0  \b\0(;  nxo^  |J£?  aTH  9dAaaaa  |j£  to  KOUTTid  ija^. 

.0  paaiAid^  Tq^  Aaivq?  £va  K£vd  KdTOj  dTT'  Tqv 

TTpoa(jOTTi5a  ttovtou  pa^i  |ja^  ttovtou  pa^i  pag,  KdTOj 

OTTO  £va  dvo|ja: 

«Aaivr|v  t£...  Aaivqv  t£...» 

KOI  TO  TTOiSid  TOU  aydAiJOTO  ki  oi  ttoBoi  tou 

(pT£pouYia|jaTa  ttouAiojv  ki  o  aY£pa^  aTO  5iaaTri|jaTa 

Tojv  aTOxaaiJOJv  tou  koi  to  Kapd(3ia  tou  apaY|j£va  a' 

dcpavTO  Ai|jdvi.  KdTOj  dTT'  Tqv  TTpoaojTTiSa  £va  K£vd. 

niaoj  OTTO  TO  |j£YdAa  pdTia  to  KopTTuAa  x^iAia  tou^ 

PoaTpuxou^  avdyAucpa  aTO  |jaAa|jaT£vio  aK£TTaa|ja  it\(; 

uTTop^n^  |ja^  £va  an|J£io  aKOT£ivd  ttou  Ta^i5£U£i  aav  to 
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play  with  the  dogteeth  of  summer,  and  the  soul  that  sought 
the  underworld  screeching  and  the  country  like  a  large  plane 

tree  leaf  that  the  torrent  of  the  sun  sweeps  away  with 
ancient  monuments  and  contemporary  sorrow.  And  the  poet 

looks  at  the  stones  and  lingers,  asking  himself 

are  there  I  wonder  among  these  broken  lines  peaks  edges 

hollows  and  curves  are  there  I  wonder 

here  at  the  meeting  place  of  wind  ram  and  rum 

are  there  the  movement  of  feature  the  form  of  the  affection 

of  those  who  have  so  strangely  dwindled  in  our  lives  of 

those  who  have  remained  wave-shadows  and  thoughts 

boundless  as  the  sea 

or  no,  perhaps  nothing  remains  but  the  weight  only 

nostalgia  for  the  weight  of  a  Jiving  existence 

there  where  we  live  now  without  substance,  bowed  under 

like  the  withes  of  the  dreadful  willow  heaped  up  in  a  duration 

of  despair  while  the  yellow  current  slowly  bears  away  reeds 

uprooted  from  the  mire, 

image  of  a  form  turned  to  stone  under  the  sentence  of  a 

bitterness  everlasting,  the  poet  a  void. 

The  shield-bearing  sun  rose  fighting 

and  from  the  depths  of  a  cavern  a  frightened  bat  crashed  on 

the  light  like  an  arrow  on  a  shield:  "Aaivnv  t£  . . .  Aaivnv  t£  . 

Was  this  the  King  of  Asine  for  whom  we  have  sought  so 

carefully  on  this  acropolis  feeling  at  times  with  our  fingers 

his  touch  upon  the  stones? 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


|j£aa  QTHv  auyivri  yciArivn  tou  TTsAdyou  kqi  to  (SAettei^: 

£va  K£v6  TTOVTOu  |ja^i  |ja^.  Kai  to  ttouAi  ttou  tteto^e  tov 

oAAo  x£i|Jwva  |j£  aTTaa|j£vn  cpTspouya  QKHvojiJa  ^wn^,  ki 

n  v£a  yuvaiKQ  ttou  scpuys  va  TToi^Ei  |j£  to  qkuAoSovto 

TOU    aAOKQipiOU  KI  n  qjUXn  ttou  yupSllJE  TQipi^OVTO^  TOV 
KOTOJ  KOapO  KI  0  TOTTO^  QQV  TO  IJEyoAo'  TTAOTOVOCpuAAo 

TTOU  TTapaa£pv£i  0  xsipcippo?  tou  qAiou  |j£  t'  apxaia 
|jvn|J£ia  KOI  TH  auyxpovn  SAiipn-  Ki  o  TTOiriTn^  apyoTTopsi 

KOITQ^OVTO^  Tl^  TT£Tp£^  KI  QVOpaJTimi  UTTOPXOUV  apaY£ 

avd|j£aa  qti^  xciAaa|j£V£5  iodize,  Ypa|j|j£^,  ti^  aK|j£^  ti^ 

aix|J£?  TO  KoiAa  kqi  ti^  Ka|JTTuA£^  uTTdpxouv  dpaY£  £5dj 

TTOU  auvavTi£Tai  to  TT£paa|ja  Tq^  (3poxn?  tou  aY£pa  kqi 

Tq?  (p9opa^  UTTopxouv,  t\  Kivqari  tou  ttpoqojttou  to 

axniJO  it\(;  QTopYn^  £K£ivajv  ttou  AiY6aT£iijav  toqo 

TTapd^£va  |j£^  oir]  ^ojri  pa^  auTcov  ttou  aTT6|j£ivav  aKi£^ 

KuiJdTOJv  KQI  QTOxaaiJoi  |j£  Tqv  aTT£pavToauvn  tou 

TT£AdYOU  n  PHTTOJ^  6X1  5£V  aTTO|J£V£l  TiTTOT£  TTOpd  |j6V0  TO 

Pdpo^  n  voQTaAyia  tou  (3dpou^  |jia^  UTTop^q?  ^covTOvri^ 

£K£i  TTOU  |J£VOU|J£  TOjpa  aVUTTOaTQTOI  AuyJ^OVTO^  aav  TO 

KAcovdpia  ir\q  (ppiXTH?  iTid^  a(jopiaa|j£va  |j£aa  oir\ 
5idpK£ia  Tq^  aTT£ATTiaia^  £vdj  to  p£|ja  KJTpivo  KaT£(3d^£i 
apyd  (3oupAa  ^£pi^aj|j£va  |j£^  qto  (3oupKO  £iK6va  |Jop(pri(; 

TTOU  |jap|jdpaja£  |j£  Tqv  OTTOcpaan  |Jia^  TTJKpa^ 

TTOVTOTivn^.  0  TTOiriTn^  £va  K£v6.  AQTTiSocpopo^  0  qAio^ 

av£(3aiv£  TToA£|jd)VTa^  ki  otto  to  (3d9o^  Tq?  aTTqAidi;  |jia 

vuxT£pi5a  Tpo|jaY|j£vn  XTUTTna£  TTdvoj  qto  (poj^  aav  ir] 

aaiTO  TTdvoj  qto  QKOUTdpi: 

«'  Aaivq  v  t£.:.  '  Aaivr|v  t£...». 

Nd  'tov  aoTH  5  (SaaiAia^  it\(; ,  Aaivq  c,  ttou  tov 

Up£UOU|J£  TOQO  TTpoa£XTIKd  OZ  TOUTq  TqV  OKpOTTOAn 

yyi^ovTog  KdTTOT£  |j£  TO  5dxTuAd  pa^  Tqv  acpq  tou  TTdvoj 

QTI^  TT£Tp£^. 
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Helen 
(1953) 

"The  nightingales  won't  let  you  sleep  in  Platres." 

Shy  nightingale,  amid  the  respiration  of  leaves, 

you  who  bestow  the  forest's  musical  coolness 

on  bodies  separated  and  on  the  souls 

of  those  who  know  they  will  not  return. 

Blind  voice,  who  in  the  night  glooming  memory  grope 

for  footsteps  and  gestures;  I  would  not  dare  say  kisses; 

and  the  bitter  turbulence  of  the  slave-woman  grown  savage. 

"The  nightingales  won't  let  you  sleep  in  Platres."  What  is 

Platres'!  Who  knows  this  island? 

I  have  lived  my  life  hearing  names  for  the  first  time  heard: 

new  places,  new  insanities  of  men  or  of  the  gods;  My  fate 

that  wavers  between  the  final  sword  of  an  Ajax  and  another 

Salamis  had  brought  me  here  to  this  shore.  The  moon  rose 

out  of  the  sea  like  Aphrodite,  covered  the  stars  of  the 

Archer,  now  goes  to  find  the  Heart  of  Scorpio,  and  changes 

everything. 

Where  is  truth?  I  too  was  an  archer  in  the  war; 

my  fate:  that  of  a  man  who  missed  the  target. 

Nightingale,  minstrel,  on  such  a  night  as  this  by  the  sea's 

rim  of  Proteus  the  Spartan  slave-girls  heard  you  and 

dragged  out  their  lament,  and  among  them-who  would  have 

thought  it?  was  Helen! 

She  whom  we  pursued  for  years  by  the  Scamander. 

She  was  there,  at  the  desert's  edge;  I  touched  her,  she 

spoke  to  me: 

"It's  not  true,  it's  not  true,"  she  cried. 

"I  never  boarded  that  blue-prowed  vessel. 

I  never  set  foot  on  valiant  Troy." 

With  full  breast-band,  sun  on  hair,  and  this  stature  of  hers. 

shadows  and  smiles  everywhere,  on  shoulders  on  thighs  on 

knees;  animated  skin,  and  those  eyes 


EA£vr| 
(1953) 

«T'  aqSovia  5£  a'  acpnvouvE  va  K0i|jn9£i?  aii^  nAaTp£9> 

Ar|56vi  vipoTToAo,  |j£^  qtov  avaaaa|j6  tojv  cpuAAwv, 

au  TTOu  5ajpi^£i^  iq  iJOuaiKr)  5poaid  tou  5daou^  . 

Old  xajpia|j£va  adj|jaTa  kqi  qti^  iiJux£?  auTOJv  ttou 

^£pouv  TTOJ^  5£  9a  yupiaouv.  TucpAq  (pcovq,  ttou 

ilJnAa(p£i5  |j£aa  oir\  vuxTa3|j£vn  pviipq  PniJaTO  kqi 

X£ipovo|ji£q,  5£  9a  ToA|jouaa  va  ttoj  cpiArnjOTa  koi  to 

TTiKpo  TpiKU|jia|ja  Tr)^  aypi£|j£vn?  QKAdpa^ 

«T'  aqSovia  5£  a'  a(privouv£  va  K0i|jn9£i^  qti^  nAaTp£9>. 

noi£^  £ivai  01  nAdTp£9  floio^  to  yv(jopi^£i  touto  to  vqai; 

'  E^r]OQ  TH  ^cor)  |jou  aKOuyovTO^  ov6|jaTa  TTpojTdKOUQTa: 

Kaivoupyioui;  tottou^  KaivoupYi£^  Tp£A£^  tojv 

av9pdjTTajv  t\  tcov  9£djv  n  ijoipa  pou  ttou  KU|jaTi^£i 

avd|j£aa  qto  aT£pv6  aTTa9i  evoq  Aiovto 

KQI  |jiav  dAAq  IaAa|jiva  |j'  £(p£p£  £5dj  a'  quto  to 

yupoyidAi.  To  (p£YYdpi  PYriK£  qtt'  to  TT£AaYO  aav 

A(ppo5iTn,  aK£TTaa£  t'  daTpa  tou  To^OTq,  Tojpa  TTd£i  vd 

'(3p£i  Tqv  KopSid  TOU  Zkopttiou,  ki  oAa  t'  aAAd^£i.  flou 

£iv'  n  aAri9£ia; '  H|Jouv  ki  £Ydj  qtov  tt6A£|jo  to^oth^  to 

pi^iKO  |JOu,  evo^  av9pdjTT0u  ttou  ^aaTdxncJ£,  AqSovi 

TTOiriTdpn,  aav  koi  pia  T£TOia  vuxto  qt'  aKpo9aAdaai 

TOU  np(jOT£a 

a'  dKOuaav  oi  aKAd(3£^  ZTTapTidTiaa£^  ki  £aupav  to 

9privo,  KI  avd|j£a6  tou^  ttoio^  9a  to  'A£Y£  q  EA£vn!  AuTq 

TTOU  KuvnYOuaa|j£  xpdvia  qto  ZKd|javTpo.  Htov  £K£i, 

QTO  x^iAia  Tr)^  £pri|jou,  Tqv  dyyi^a,  pou  |jiAna£:  «A£v  £iv' 

aAri9£ia,  5£v  £iv'  aAri9£ia»  (pdjva^£.  «A£  ptthko  qto 

YaAa^6TTA£upo  Kapd(3i.  noT£  5£v  TTdTqaa  Tqv 

avTp£iaj|j£vn  Tpoia». 

M£  TO  (3a9u  aTn965£a|JO,  tov  qAio  qto  |jaAAid,  ki  quto  to 

ovdaTHiJa  jqkioi  kqi  xci|JdY£Aa  ttqvtou 
QTOU^  dj|JOU^  QTOU^  WpOUC;  Old  yovoTa  ^(jovtovo  5£p|ja, 
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with  their  large  eyelids,  she  was  there,  on  the  bank  of  a 

Delta.  And  at  Troy?  Nothing  at  Troy-a  phantom. 

That's  how  the  gods  willed  it.  And  Paris  lay  with  a  shadow 

as  though  it  were  solid  flesh;  and  we  were  slaughtered  ten 

years  for  Helen.  Great  suffering  had  fallen  oq  Greece.  So 

many  bodies  cast 

into  the  jaws  of  the  sea,  the  jaws  of  the  earth; 

so  many  souls  given  over  to  the  millstones,  like  wheat. 

And  the  rivers  swelled  with  blood  amid  the  mire 

for  a  linen  indulation  for  a  cloud  for  the  fluttering  of  a 

butterfly,  the  down  of  a  swan  for  an  empty  garment,  for  a 

Helen.  And  my  brother?  Nightingale  nightingale  nightingale, 

what  is  a  god?  what  is  not  a  god?  and  what  is  between  the 

two?  "The  nightingales  won't  let  you  sleep  in  Platres." 

Tearful  bird,  on  sea-kissed  Cyprus  so  ordained  as  to  remind 

meof  my  country, 

I  anchored  alone  with  this  fable,  if  it's  true  that  this  is  a 

fable,  if  it's  true  that  men  will  qol  take  up  once  more  the 

ancient  deceit  of  the  gods;  if  it's  true 

that  some  other  Teucer,  years  afterwards,  or  some  Ajax  or 

Priam  or  Hecuba  or  someone  quite  unknown,  anonymous, 

yet  one  who  saw  a  Scamander  overbrimming  with  corpses  is 

not  fated  to  hear 

messengers  who  come  to  say  that  so  much  suffering  so 

much  life  plunged  into  an  abyss 

for  an  empty  garment  for  a  Helen. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


KOI  TO  iJOTia  |j£  TO  |j£ydAa  (SAscpapa,  niav  ekeI,  qthv 

6x9n  £v6^  AeAtq.  Kai  oir\y  Tpoia;  TIttote  oir\y  Tpoia  - 

£va  £i5ajAo.  'Etqi  to  KAav  oi  9£oi.  Ki  o  flapn?,  |J'  £vav 

JQKio  TTAoYia^E  OQ  vd  qiav  TTAda|ja  aiocpio'  ki  £|j£i^ 

Qcpa^oiJaaTav  yia  Tqv  EA£vn  5£Ka  xpovia.  M£ydAo^ 

TTOvo^  £iX£  TT£a£i  oir\y  "EAAa5a.  Toaa  Koppid  piy|j£va 

010  aayovia  iq^  9aAaaaa^  oio  aayovia  Tq?  yn?  T6a£^ 

qjux^ 

5oa|j£V£5  QTi^  |juA6tt£tp£5,  aav  to  aiiapi. 
Ki  01  TTOTQiJoi  (pouQKwvav  |j£5  oir\  AaaiTn  to  aipa 

yia  £va  Aivo  KU|jdTia|ja  yia  |jia  v£(p£An 

|jia^  TT£TaAou5a^  livayija  to  ttouttouAo  £v6^  kukvou 

yia  £va  TTOUKa|jiao  a5£iav6,  yia  piav  EA£vr|. 

Ki  0  a5£p(p6^  |JOu;  AqSovi,  aqSovi ,  aqSovi, 

t'  £ivai  9£6^;  tI  ijq  9£6^;  koi  tI  t'  dvd|j£a6  tou^; 

«T'  an^dvia  5£  a'  acpnvouvE  va  K0i|jn9£i^  qti^  nAdTp£9>. 

AaKpua|j£vo  ttouAI,  qthv  KuTTpo  ir\  9aAaaao(piAnTn  ttou 

£Ta^av  yia  va  |JOu  9u|ji^£i  Tqv  TTOTpiSa,  dpa^a  |JOvaxd^ 

|j' auTO  TO  TTapa|Ju9i, 

av  £ivai  aAri9£ia  ttoj^  outo  £ivai  TTapa|Ju9i,  av  £ivai 

aAri9£ia  ttoj^  oi  dv9pajTT0i  5£  9a  ^avoTTidaouv  tov  ttqAio 

5dAo  Tojv  9£djv  av  £ivai  aAri9£ia  ttoj^  KdTTOio^  dAAo^ 

T£UKpo9  uaT£pa  otto  xpdvia,  t\  KdTTOio^  AiavTO^  t\ 

ripiaiJO^  n  EKdPn  n  KdTTOio^  dyvajQTO^  avojvuiJO^  ttou 

coaToao  £i5£  £va  ZKd|javTpo  va  ^£X£iAd£i  Koucpdpia,  5£v 

TO  'x£i  |J£?  oir]  ijoipa  tou  v'  okouqei  .  iJavTOTOcpopou^ 

TTOU  EPXOUVTQI  VQ  TTOUVE  TTOJ^  TOQO^  TTOVO^  TOaq  ^(jOr] 

TTnyav  QTqv  d(3uaao  yia  £va  TTOUKd|jiao  a5£iavd  yia 
|jiav  EAevq. 
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Sikelianos  Angelos  (1884  - 1951) 


Angelos  Sikelianos  was  born  on  1884  on  the  loanian  island  of  Lefkadha  and  died  in 
Athens  1951.  In  1900  he  enrolled  in  the  School  of  Law  at  the  University  of  Athens  as  but  left 
after  two  years  to  devote  himself  exclusively  to  Poetry.  In  1907  he  married  Eva  Parlmer.  The 
focus  of  his  life  was  the  formation,  with  Eva,  of  the  Delphic  Festivals  in  1927  and  1930.  At 
Delphi,  where  the  Amphictyonic  council  used  to  convene,  Sikelianos  hoped  to  found  a  cosmic 
center  where,  through  a  dedication  into  a  religious  view  of  life  without  dogma,  he  nations  of 
the  world  might  meet  to  insure  peace  and  justice.  In  1929  the  Athens  Academy  awarded  him 
and  Eva  silver  medals  "for  their  courageous  efforts  to  resurrect  the  Olympic  games,"  but 
failed  to  elect  him  as  a  member  when  he  was  nominated  in  1951.  Sikejianos  was  a  poet  in  the 
grand  tradition,  a  prophet  and  seer,  a  man  of  high  vision  and  noble  actions,  one  who  had 
assimilated  the  cultural  traditions  of  his  own  nation  and  those  of  the  modern  world,  a 
revolutionary  democrat  and  mystic  who  acted  beyond  the  particular  creeds  and  religious  faiths 
of  the  world.  His  vision  was  pantheistic  and  panhellenic,  and  his  poetry,  with  it  wide 
rhetorical  sweep  and  philosophical  poem  and,  in  his  later  years,  the  poetic  drama. 
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O  AyjEkoq  SiKsXiavoc;  yswf|0r|KS  to  1884  axo  AscpKdSa  Kai  TisOavs  axriv  A0f|va  to 
1951.  To  1900  ypd(pTr|Ks  axri  vo|iiKf|  axoXf|  tod  navs7iiaTr||iioD  Tr[q  A9f|va(;  aXka 
syKaTsXsi\|/s  |iSTd  aTio  Svo  sttj  yia  va  acpispcoOsi  aTioK^siGTiKd  aTr|v  7ioir|ar|.  To  1907 
TiavTpsDTrjKs  TTjv  'EDa  naX|isp.  H  apxaiosXXr|viKf|  7rvsD|iaTiKf|  aT|i6a(paipa  aTiaaxo^irjas 
PaOid  TOY  SiKsXiavo  Kai  GDVsXaPs  ttjv  iSsa  va  5r||iioDpyr|9si  axovq  AsXcpouc;  svaq  7iayK6a|iiO(; 
7rvsD|iaTiK6(;  7iDpf|va(;  iKav6(;  va  gdvOsgsi  tk;  avTiOsasK;  tcov  Xa6v  ("AsXcpiKfj  ISsa").  Fia  to 
aKOTio  aDTO,  o  2iKsXiav6(;,  |is  ttj  aD|i7iapdaTaar|  Kai  oiKovo|iiKf|  apcoyfj  Tr|(;  yDvaiKa(;  tod, 
Sivsi  7iXf|9o(;  SiaXs^scov  Kai  5r||ioaisDsi  |isXsts(;  Kai  dpOpa.  YlapaXkr(ka,  opyav6vsi  tk; 
"AsXcpiKsc;  EopTS(;"  aTOD(;  AsXcpoDc;  |is  tk;  TiapaaTdasK;  tod  npo|ir|0sa  Asa|i6Tr|  (1927)  Kai 
TCOV  IkstiScov  (1930)  tod  AigxdXod  va  avsPaivoDV  gto  apxaio  OsaTpo.  H  "AsXcpiKfj  ISsa" 
EKxoq  aTio  tk;  apxais(;  TiapaaTdasK;  7ispisXd|iPavs  Kai  ttjv  "AsXcpiKfj  'Evcoarj",  |iia  7iayK6a|iia 
svcoarj  yia  ttj  GDvaSsXcpcoarj  tcov  Xa6v,  Kai  to  "AsXcpiKO  navs7iiaTf||iio",  gtoxoc;  tod  otioiod 
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9a  f|Tav  va  gdvGsgsi  as  svav  sviaio  |ii39o  tk;  TiapaSoasK;  oXcov  xcov  Xa6v.  Fia  tk; 
7ipcoToPoDXis(;  aDTS(;,  to  1929,  r|  AKa5r||iia  A0r|v6v  a7isvsi|is  axo  SiKsXiavo  apy-opo  iisxdXio 
yia  xri  yswaia  TipoGTidGsia  avaPicoarjc;  xcov  5sX(piK6v  ay6vcov.  Atio  xo  (piXoSo^o  aDxo  ax^^io 
xo  |i6vo  7101)  7ipay|iaxo7ioif|0r|Ks  xsXiKd  f|xav  oi  AsX(piKS(;  Eopxsc;,  aXXd  Kai  avxsq  o5f|yr|aav 
OS  oiKovo|iiKf|  Kaxaoxpo(pf|  Kai  x^^P^^M^o  xod  C^svyovq,  acpoij  r|  Ei3a  ndX|isp  syKaxaaxd9r|Ks 
aTTO  xoxs  axr|v  A|ispiKfi  Kai  S7isaxps\|/s  |i6vo  |isxd  xo  9dvaxo  xod  7ioir|xf|.  Kaxd  xr|  SidpKsia 
xr|(;  ysp|iaviKf|(;  Kaxoxrj^;,  o  2iKsXiav6(;  5ia5pa|idxias  arjiiavxiKo  poXo  axrjv  7rvsD|iaxiKf| 
avxiaxaari  xod  XaoD,  |is  KopDcpaia  SK5f|Xcoar|  xo  7ioir||ia  Kai  xo  Xoyo  tiod  SK(p6vr|as  axr|v 
KTjSsia  XOD  riaXaiid  xo  1943.  To  1946  s^sXsyrj  TiposSpoc;  xr|(;  Exaipsiac;  EXkr\vcdv  Aoyoxsxv6v 
sv6  xo  1949  f|xav  D7io\|/f|(piO(;  yia  xo  BpaPsio  No|i7isX.  To  6pa|id  xod  f|xav  TiavGsiaxiKo  Kai 
TiavsXXrjviKo,  Kai  r|  7ioir|af|  xod,  |is  xo  SDpsco(;  prjxopiKo  7ispaa|ia  Kai  (piXoaocpiKo  7ioir||ia  Kai, 
axa  xsXsDxaia  xod  xpovia,  xo  7ioir|xiK6  5pd|ia. 
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Greek  supper  for  the  dead 
(1941) 

(0  Dionysos-Hades,  my  divine  protector!) 

Because  my  friends  had  waited  long  to  hear 

flaming  new  songs  rise  to  my  lips,  as  once 

they  knew  the  artery  of  my  speech  would  burst 

and  flood  like  a  fiery  stream,  they  had  invited  me 

far  out  from  the  city  here  to  dine  in  this 

large  room  with  all  its  windows  opened  wide 

on  deep-set  gardens  and  all  the  stars  above  them. 

On  the  linen  cloth  between  the  crystal  cups 

they  had  set  scarlet  roses,  and  had  hung 

green  wreaths  upon  the  walls  from  which 

a  fragrant  and  languid  odor  emanated; 

in  silver  candelabra  they  had  lit 

candles  whose  flames,  in  a  slight  breeze  flickering, 

everywhere  leant  and  lengthened,  but  burnt  on. 

Then  of  the  frugal  meal  before  us  we  ate 

in  a  long  silence,  for  all  unwillingly 

our  minds  were  twisted  around  one  single  thought; 

but  when  the  black  wine  my  beloved  friend 

had  brought  for  me  was  served,  fragrant  and  brusque 

as  the  blood  of  Dionysos  spilled,  he  turned 

toward  me  with  his  great  glass  filled  to  the  brim, 

and  calling  me  by  name,  said:  "Angelos, 

now  if  you  wish,  give  voice  unto  the  night." 

But  I  replied:  "And  do  you  ask,  0  friend, 

that  I  give  voice  even  unto  this  night 
which  like  that  very  glass  you  hold  is  filled 
up  to  the  brim,  this  night  which  may  be  said 
to  set  a  last  circumference  round  our  souls 
and  is  the  same  circumference  of  our  silence? 
Tell  me,  who  was  it  took  such  careful  pains 
over  this  meal,  or  like  a  hierophant 


EAAnviKoq  v£Kp65£invoq 
(1941) 

(Q  Aiovuas  -  A5n,  0£i£  |JOu  TTpoaiaTn!) 
KapTspouaav  oi  cpiAoi  pou  v'  OKOuaouv 
v£a  (pAoy^pa  TpayouSia  v'  avaisiAouv 

QTO  X^iAn  |JOU,  OTTOJ^  ^£paV£  OTTO  TTQVTa 

Tqv  apiripia  tou  Aoyou  pou  va  acpu^Ei 
aav  TTupivo  ttotqiji  ki  ottoj^  |j'  sixav 

OZ  fJOKpiVO  TpOTTE^I  KOASQIJEVO 

£^(jo  qtt'  th  x^pa,  a£  |j£ydAo  5dj|ja, 

|j'  avoixTQ  TO  TTOpaSupa  as  khttou^ 

Pa9iou^  KOI  |j'  oAa  airdvajSE  tou^  to'  daipa. 

Kai  |j£  p65a  sixav  oAiko  QToAiasi 

TO  Aivo  |j£^  oir\  \\tor\  qtt'  to  KpouaiaAia 

KOI  QTECpdVia  £Kp£|jdaaV£  QTOU^  Toixou^, 

OTTOu  £uaj5i£^  AiycjOTiK£5  acpnvav 

KOI  a'  aan|J£viou5  |j£aa  K£poaTdT£5 

K£pid  £ixav  ava|j|j£va,  ttou,  oir\  Aiyn 

t'  a£pa  TTvor),  ti^  (fko^zc;  louq  Auyi^av 

|jaKpi£^,  £5dj  k'  £K£i,  x^pj^  vo  aPqaouv... 

Ki  aiJiAqTOi  'Y£u6|jaaT£  iJirpoaid  |ja^ 

TO  AiTO  5£iTTvo,  Ti  a9£Ad  pa^  oAoi 
Tqv  i5ia  aK£iijr|  £KAdj9a|j£v...  AAA'  otov 
avoixTH  £|jTTp6^  |ja^  to  Kpaai  to  |jaupo, 

TTOU  (piAo^  £TTiaTri9io^  to  'x£  (p£p£i 

yia  |j£va,  a5pd  yiOT'  qTOv  k'  £U(jo5oua£ 

aav  TOU  Aiovuaou  to  xu|J£vov  aipa, 

yupi^ovTO^  £K£iVO^  TTpo^  £|j£va 

TpaVO  TTOTHpi  ^£X£lA0,  |J£  TO  i5io 

KaAwvTaq  |j£  ovopd  pou:  «Ayy£A£,  |jou  'tt£, 

av  Tojpa  9£^,  5dja£  (pojvn  qthv  vuxTa...» 

Kai  t6t£  £Ydj :  «  Zth  vuxtq  touth,  (piA£, 

^qid^  (pojvn  va  Sojaoj,  tt'  ottoj^  to  15 io 

TTOTHpi  TTOU  KpOTd^,  OJ^  TO  aT£(pdVI 
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stood  over  it  and  so  adorned  it  that 
it  now  seems  meant  to  be  Pluto's  sacred  portion 

or  the  entowered  lonely  Supper  for  the  Dead 

and  where  deep  in  the  thoughts  of  each  before  it 

the  rites  of  their  memorial  service  glow? 

For  as  upon  an  ear  of  wheat  a  host 

of  winged  ants  falls,  so  have  the  souls  of  all 

the  dead  who  wake  within  our  hearts  enclosed 

this  feast,  those  souls  of  men  whose  steps  and  shapes 

we  and  the  eternal  night  still  deeply  hold 

within  us,  as  in  silence  once  they  climbed 

above  the  rocks  and  beyond  the  high  lookouts 

of  death  to  drink  deep  at  the  wells  of  courage. 

But  numberless  other  ancient  spirits  now, 

numerous  other  souls  that  fill  the  night 

are  swarming  still,  I  feel,  from  every  corner, 

drawn  by  the  fervor  of  our  silent  hearts, 

like  moths  attracted  to  the  candle's  flame, 

until  the  dead  by  far  outnumber  the  living. 

0  let  them  come  here  even  to  us,  0  friends, 

to  spread  invisibly  their  open  hands 

over  this  feast  of  Pluto's,  let  them  come 

to  this  entowered  Supper  for  the  Dead, 

even  here  among  us,  and  with  us  be  One. 

And  with  this  glass  you  gave  me,  friend, 

filled  to  the  brim,  wherein  now  if  I  bend 

I  see  my  face  as  if  reflected  from  out 

another  world,  and  with  this  wine  you  brought  me, 

fragrant  and  brusque  as  blood  of  Dionysos 

spilled,  let  us  like  the  Initiates  of  old 

from  the  great  goblet  of  Agathodemon 

drink  as  from  rites  of  holy  sacrament, 

and  keep  a  silence  profound  until  that  time 

(may  it  not  be  far  off,  my  friends)  when  all 

the  powers  of  God  shall  suddenly  begin 

to  groan  within  us  deeply,  when  his  roars, 

louder  than  sound  of  earthquake,  shall  rouse  up  living  and 

dead  together  in  full  array 


y£|jdTO,  A£^  TO  auvopo  £X£i  (3dA£i 

QTI^  11JUX£?  |Ja?  TO  OKpOTOTOV,  OTTOU  'VQI 

TO  auvopo  Tn<;  i5ia^  aiajTTn^  pa^; 

n£^,  TTOIO^  £yVOldaTn  £TOUTO  TO  TpaTT£^l, 

n  aTd9nK£  OTTO  TTdvoj  i£po(pdvTn^ 

va  TO  aToAia£i,  k'  £ivai  oo  |j£pd5i 

Tou  nAouTOJva  i£p6,  aav  TTupyaj|j£V05 

£pn|JIK6^  V£Kp65£ITTVO^  OTTOU  OAOJV 
IJTTpOQTQ  TOU  q  aK£liJr|  Kai£l  KOI  A£ITOUpyd£l 

|jvn|j6auvo  (3a9id  Tq?  ;  Ti,  ottw^  a'  £va 

QTTUpi  QTOpiOU  TO  (pT£pajTd  |Jup|jriYKi 

TT£(pT£l  CpOUadTO  OTTdVO)  TOU,  TTapd|Joia 

Aoyid^CO  £XOUV  KUKAcJba£l  OUTO  to  5£iTTV0 

iljux£?  a3£Kp(Jbv  TTOu  i\JiZ\(;  k'  n  aidjvia  vuxtq 

(3a9id  'xou|j£  t'  axvdpi  tou^  KpaTria£i, 

aav,  TTio  ijjriAd  ott'  ir\  piyAa  tou  BavdTOu, 

avncpopouaav  aiajTTr|Aoi  aTO  (3pdxia 

va  TTiouv  aTOu  9dppou^  Tqv  TTnyn-  |Ja  ki  dAA£^ 

TTOAA£^  liJUX£?  TH  VUXTO  OTTOU  Y£|ji^OUV 

-TI  TOJpa  £iv'  TTldT£pOI  V£Kpoi  KI  OTT'  oAoU^ 

TH?  YH?  TOU^  ^(jOVTOVOU^,  TTOU  OTTO  Tq  ^£aTa 

TH^  aiajTTnAn^  Kap5id^  pa^  Tpa(3nY|J£V£^, 

KOBdj^  01  TT£TaA0U5£^  qtt'  TI^  (pA6Y£^ 

Tpa(3l(ijVTai  TOJV  K£pldjV,  va  ^£KIVdV£ 

Tl^  VldjSoj  OTTO  TTOVTOU,  KI  a(pt\Om  1\C, 

va  (pTdaouv£  oj^  £5dj,  v'  aTTAox£ipiaouv 

adpaT£^  a£  touto  to  TpaTT£^i 
TOU  nAouTOJva,  a'  auTO  tov  TTupYaj|j£vo 

V£Kpo5£iTTVOV,  OJ  CpJAoi,  Q(pt\Oilt  Tl^ 

va  p9ouv£5dja'  £|jd^,  va  yivouiJ'  £va.... 

Kl  ott'  to  TTOTHpl,  (piA£,  TTOU  |JOU  5iV£l^ 
Y£|jdTO  OJ^  TO  aT£(pdVI  KOI  TTOU,  OV  aKUliJCO, 

Tqv  dipn  |JOu  (3a9id  tou,  ott'  dAAo  Kda|JO 

Aoyid^oj  TTOJ^  Tq  (3A£TTaj  avTiaTaA|j£vr|, 

KI  ott'  to  Kpaai  ttou  to  '(pzpzc;  yia  |j£va, 

yiOTi  £iv'  a5pdv,  co  (piA£,  k'  £U(jo5d£i 

aav  TOU  Aiovuaou  to  xu|J£vov  aipa, 

a^  |j£TaAdpou|j£  oAoi,  ad|JTTaj^  |juaT£5 
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for  the  divine  onslaught . . .  And  as  for  the  new 

and  flaming  songs  that  you  now  long  to  hear 

rise  to  my  lips,  they  too  shall  come,  my  friends, 

in  their  own  good  time."  I  spoke,  and  whether  or  not  they 

had  well  understood  all  I  had  sought, 

they  sipped  of  the  wine,  and  I,  the  last  of  all, 

drank  to  the  last  drop  also,  like  the  priest 

who  drains  the  holy  chalice  in  the  Inner  Sanctum;  and  then 

together  as  one  we  softly  turned  our  steps  -the  candles  one 

by  one  had  guttered  outtoward  the  wide-open  windows, 

beyond  which  lay  the  black  enstarred  vast  ocean  of  the 

night  that  on  its  pulse  upheld  us  iq  our  silence...  And  if  no 

one  within  that  darkness  spoke,  from  deep  within  us  the 

same  thought  and  vow  rose  upward  toward  the  vast  gloom 

and  the  stars:  "Hearken,  divine  protector,  0  Dionysos- 

Hades,  restrain  our  hearts  now  with  the  brusque  black  wine 

of  your  deep  pain,  guard  them  and  strengthen  them  and 

keep  them  still  untouched  until  that  hour 

when  suddenly  your  cry,  louder  than  roar 

of  earthquake,  shall  rouse  up  living  and  dead  together  with 

us  at  once  for  the  divine  onslaught!" 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


TToAioi,  qtt'  t'  Aya9o5ai|JOva  to  |j£ya 

TO  kutteAAo,  Pa9ia  aicoTTn  KpoTcovTO^ 

oj^  oir\  QTiyijri  (  ki  a^  ijq  apynasi ,  oj  cpiAoi) 

TTOu  9a  iJOuyKpiaouv  d^acpva  oi  5uvd|j£i^ 

(3a9id^  |ja^  tou  0£Ou,  ki  o  |JUKn9|j6^  tou, 

TTio  OTTO  a£ia|Jou  (Son,  9a  omoz\  ovtoijo 

(pOUaOTO,  ^(jOVTOVOU^  KOI  TT£9a|J£V0U^ 

a£  9£io  yioupouai...  Ki  oao  yia  to  v£a, 

TO  (pAoY£pa  TTOU  9£AaT£  TpayouSia 

v'  aKOua£T£  OTTO  TO  x^iAn  |JOu,  9a  p9ouv£ 

QTrjv  (jjpa  Tou^  KI  auTd...  Etq'  £iTTa-  ki  oAoi, 

aav  £viajaav  KoAd  to  tI  ^r|TOuaa 

KI  qtt'  to  Kpaai  Y£UTriKav£,  ki  qtt'  oAou^ 

aT£pv6^,  aav  o  i£p£a^  ttou  KaTaAu£i 

TO  SiaKOTTOTHpo  |j£^  qt'  A5uto,  HTTia 

k'  £Ydj  (jo^  Tqv  uaT£pr|  ir\  QTdAa,  |j6voi 

TO  PniJa  |jag  Tpa(3ri^a|j£v  aydAi 

£vcjj  £va-  £va  to  K£pid,  aPnvdvTav 

TTpo^  t'  avoixTd  TTapd9upa  ottou,  paupo^ 

£vaaTpo^  Tojpa  (jOK£avd^  q  vuxto, 

Pou(3ou^  IJO^  TTdTa£  |j£aa  qtov  ttqAijov  ir\q... 

Ma  QTO  QKOTdSia  |j£aa  ki  av  mytyoc, 

TTia  5£  |jiAoua£  otto  (3a9id  |ja^  oAojv 

TTpo^  TO  ^ocpo  KOI  t'  dQTpQ  avn(popoua£ 

|jiav  i5ia  £uxn  kqi  Yvajpn:  «EiadKOua£  pa^! 

Q  Ai6vua£-  A5n,  9£i£  |ja^  TTopaaTdTir 

QuyKpdTQ  Ti^  Kap5i£^  |ja^  |j£  to  paupo 

TOU  TTOvou  aou  Kpaai-  5uvd|jajv£  ti^- 

TTpo(puAa^£  Ti^  dYYixT£^  yia  K£ivn 

Tqv  ojpa  tt'  av£TTdvT£xa  r\  Kpauyn  aou, 

TTIO  OTTO  a£ia|Jou  (Son,  9a  pa^  anKdja£i, 

|j£  Tou^  v£Kpou^  |ja^i,  aTO  9£io  yioupouai! 
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Sinopoulos  Takis  (1917  - 1981) 


Sinopoulos  Takis  was  born  on  1917  in  the  Peloponnesean  village  of  Agoulinftsa  and 
died  on  April  21,  1981  in  the  nearby  town  of  Pirgos  Ihas.  In  1934  he  enrolled  in  the  School  of 
Medicine  at  the  University  of  Athens.  He  embarked  on  his  career  as  a  pathologist  in  the 
government's  Foundation  for  Social  Security.  Attended  a  symposium  of  Greek  and  Spanish 
resistance  writers  in  Barcelona,  and  the  poetry  Festival  in  Cyprus,  both  in  1979.  The  author  of 
fifteen  books  of  poetry,  he  has  been  translated  into  English,  Italian,  German  and  Russian. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  TaKr{q  llivonovXoq  yswf|9r|KS  axo  1917  axo  TieXoTiovrjaiaKO  x<^P^6  AyyoDXivcpxaa 
Kai  7is9avs  axiq  21  AjipiXioi)  1981  axriv  Kovxivf|  tioXtj  xod  n-opyoi)  YDdaq.  To  1934  ypd(pxr|KS 
axr|  laxpiKTi  axoXf|  axo  navs7iiaxr||iioD  xr|(;  A9f|va(;.  Apxias  xr|  axa5io5po|iia  xod  cdq 
TiaGoXoyoc;  axo  15pD|ia  KoivcoviKf|(;  Aa(pdXiar|(;.  napsDps9r|Ks  as  sva  aD|i7i6aio  EXXfjvcov  Kai 
Ia7iav6v  avxiaxaaiaK6v  aDyypacpscov  axr|  BapKsX6vr|,  Kai  axo  (psaxiPdX  Tioirjarjc;  axr|v 
KuTipo,  Kai  xa  Svo  xo  1979.  Eivai  avvTaKxr[q  SsKaTisvxs  PipXicov  7ioir|ar|(;,  Kai  sxodv 
lisxacppaaxsi  axa  ayyXiKd,  ixaXiKd,  ysp|iaviKd  Kai  pcoaiKd. 
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The  burning  man 
(1957) 

Look,  he's  entered  the  fire!  said  someone  from  the  crowd. 

We,  quickly  turned  our  eyes.  It  was  indeed  he 

who  turned  away  his  face  when  we  spoke  to  him. 

And  now  he's  burning.  But  he  doesn't  call  out  for  help. 

I  hesitate.  I  think  of  going  there.  Of  touching  him  with  my 

hand.  I  am  by  nature  a  man  easily  astonished. 

But  who  is  he  who  in  his  pride  is  being  consumed? 

Doesn't  his  mortal  body  pain  him? 

The  land  here  is  dark.  And  difficult.  I'm  afraid. 

Don't  poke  into  someone  else's  fire,  I've  been  told. 

Yet  there  he  was,  alone,  burning.  Utterly  alone. 

And  the  more  he  faded  away,  the  more  his  face  glowed.  He 

was  turning  into  a  sun.  In  our  time,  even  as  in  past  times, 

some  are  found  in  the  fire,  and  some  applaud.  The  Poet  is 

split  in  two. 


O  Kai6|j£voq 
(1957) 

KoiTdxT£  |JTTriK£  oir\  (pojTia!  eItte  evq^  qtt'  to  ttAhSo^. 

rupiaa|j£  TO  ijotiq  ypnyopa.  Htqv 
qt'  aAri9£ia  quto^  ttou  aTToaTpEqjE  to  ttpoqojtto  otqv 

Tou  iJiAqaaiJE.  Kai  Twpa  KaiyETai.  Ma  5£  (pojvd^Ei 
Pori9£ia.  AiQTa^co.  Aeoj  va  ttooj  skeI.  No  tov  ayyi^aj  |j£ 

TO  x^pi  pou.  Eipai  OTTO  (puaq  |JOu  cpTiayiJEvo^  va 

TTapa^£V£uo|jai.  floio^  sivai  touto^  ttou  avaAiaKETOi 

TTEpqcpavo^;  To  adj|ja  tou  to  av9pdjTTivo  5£v  tov  ttovo; 

H  xwpa  £5dj  £ivai  QKOTEivr).  Kai  SuaKoAq.  $o(3a|jai. 

z£vn  cpcoTid  ijqv  Tqv  avaKOTEUEi^  pou  eIttov.  0|jaj^ 

£K£ivo^  KaiyovTQv  ijovdxo^.  KoTOiJOvaxo^.  Ki  oao 

acpavi^ovTQv  toqo  aaTpacpTE  to  ttpoqojtto.  Fivotov 

qAio^.  ZTqv  sttoxh  |Ja^  ottoj^  kqi  qe  TT£paa|j£V£^  £ttox£? 

oAAoi  £ivai  |j£aa  oir]  (pojTid  ki  dAAoi  x£ipoKpoTOuv£.  0 

rioinTn^  |joipa^£Tai  qtq  5uo. 


Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 
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Dhionisios  Solomos  (1798  -  1857) 


Solomos  Dhionisios  was  born  on  Zakinthos  but  shut  his  eyes  on  this  Ufe  and  crossed 
the  threshold  to  eternity  on  Corfu,  beset  by  bitterness  and  ill  health.  The  Poet  Laureate  of 
Greece.  In  just  one  month,  May  of  1823,  he  wrote  Greece's  National  Anthem,  that  is  "Hymn 
To  Liberty"  (Imnos  Eis  Tin  Eleftherian)  ,  which  consists  of  158  trophes.The  greatest  modern 
Greek  poet..  He  was  the  son  of  Conte  Nikolaos  Solomos  and  Angkeliki  Nikli.  He  wrote  his 
first  poems  in  Italian,  influenced  by  the  people  he  had  met  while  studying  in  Italy.  When 
Spiridon  Trikoupis  heard  him  recite  his  poems,  he  advised  him  to  write  in  Greek.  Solomos 
then  started  studying  the  language  he  had  learnt  from  his  mother  but  which  he  had  half 
forgotten.  He  studied  folk  songs  and  started  to  write  verses  in  Greek.  His  early  lyrical  songs 
were  fresh,  simple,  genuinely  lyrical  and  moving,  and  had  idyllic  grace.  While  in  his  friend 
Stranis  headland  mansion  he  heard  the  guns  at  Mesolongki  and  shuddered  violently.  Tears 
welled  up  in  his  eyes  and  he  cried  out:  "Hold  on,  poor  Mesolongki.  Hold  on!".  With  the  sound 
of  the  guns  in  the  background  and  "with  Greece  locked  in  his  soul",  he  sensed  the  Greatness 
and  composed  his  "Hymn  to  Liberty".  Set  to  music  by  his  musician  friend  Nikolaos 
Mandjaros,  it  was  later  to  become  the  Greek  National  Anthem.  This  poem  impressed  with  its 
wealth  of  epic  imagery,  its  noble  meaning,  its  imagination,  power  and  warmth.  After  his  death 
everybody  expected  some  great  work  to  be  discovered.  But  all  that  was  found  was  fragments, 
drafts,  notes  and  a  few  unconnected  lines.  The  craving  for  perfection  which  had  tormented 
him  all  his  life  had  led  this  worthy  lyrical  poet  to  work  the  same  pieces  again  and  again 
without  ever  finishing  them.  Yet  even  so,  his  work  is  marked  by  simple  grandeur  and  superb 
brilliance. 
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O  Aiovoaioc;  2coXo|i6(;  yswf|9r|Ks  axri  ZolkdyGo  Kai  7is9avs  axriv  KspKDpa  7iiKpa|isvo(; 
Kai  dppcoaTO(;.  O  5a(pvoaTS(pfi(;  7ioir|Tf|(;  Tr|(;  EXkaSaq.  2s  sva  |i6vo  |if|va,  to  Mdio  tod  1823, 
sypa\|/s  TOY  sGviKO  t3|ivo  ttjc;  EXkadaq  «'Y|ivo(;  gttiv  EXsD9spia»,  o  otioioc;  ajiOTsXsiTai  aTio 
158  aTpo(pS(;.  O  |isyaX'6Tspo(;  a\)jxpovoq^EXkr[vaq  7ioir|Tf|(;.  'HTav  o  jioq  tod  Kovts  NiKoXdoD 
2oXo|iOD  Kai  Tr|(;  AyyEkiKX\q  NikXtj.  'Eypa\|/s  Ta  7ip6Ta  7ioif||iaTd  tod  axa  iTaXiKd, 
S7ir|psa^6|isvo(;  ajio  tod(;  av9p67ioD(;  tiod  sixs  aDvavTf|asi  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  tcov  a7ioD56v  tod 
GTTIV  iTaXia.  DTav  o  27iDpi5cova(;  TpDK0D7ir|(;  toy  dKODGS  va  aTiayysXXsi  Ta  TioifjiiaTd  tod,  toy 
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aD|iPoT3Xs\|/s  va  ypd\|/si  axa  sXXrjviKd.  O  2coXo|i6(;  dpxias  va  iisXsxd  ttj  yX6aaa  tiod  sixs 
|id9si  aTio  xri  |ir|Tspa  aXka  Tr|v  sixs  axsSov  ^sxdasi.  MsXsxrias  xa  TiapaSiaoaKd  xpayo-oSia  Kai 
dpxias  va  ypdcpsi  axixoDc;  axa  sXXrjviKd.  Ta  7ip6xa  X-opiKd  xpayoi35ia  xod  f|xav  (ppsaKa,  aTiXd, 
aDGsvxiKd  |is  Kivr|ar|,  Kai  sixav  Ei5vXkiaKx\  ax|i6a(paipa.  Ev6  PpiaKoxav  axo  |isyapoxoD 
(piXoD  XOD  SxpdvTj  dKODGS  xa  OTiXa  Gxo  MsGGoXoyyi  Kai  avaxpixiaGS.  AdKpDa  ys|iiGav  xa 
|idxia  XOD  Kai  (p6va^s:  «Kpaxf|GOD  MaGGoXoyyi  Kpaxf|GOD».  Ms  xov  f|xo  xcov  otiXcov  gxo 
D7i6Pa9po  Kai  "|is  xr|v  EXkada  Pa9id  gxtjv  \\fvxr\  xod",  aiG9dv9r|Ks  xo  |isyaXsio  Kai  gdv9sgs 
"xovT|ivo  7ipo(;  xr|v  EXsD9spia".  O  (piXoc;  xod  NiK6Xao(;  Mavx^dpo(;  syypa\|/s  xr|  |ioDGiKf|,  tiod 
apyoxspa  s|i|isXs  va  yivsi  o  EXkr[viK6q  E9vik6(;  T|ivo(;.  Adxo  xo  7ioir||ia  svxDTicoGiaGS  |is  xov 
TiXoDxo  S7iik6v  Gxoixsicov,  xa  SDysvf|  vof||iaxd  xod,  xr|  (pavxaGia,  xr|  5Dva|ir|  Kai  xr|  ^SGxaGid. 
Msxd  aTio  xo  9dvax6  ava|isv6xav  r|  a7ioKdXD\|/r|  |iia(;  s^aipsxiKf|(;  5oDXsid(;,  7ipdy|ia  tiod  5sv 
GDVsPri  710X8.  Bps9r|Kav  |i6vo  x|if||iaxa  Kai  Tipoxsips^;  Gr||isi6GSi(;  Kai  [ispiKsc;  aavvSETsq 
ypa|i|is(;.  O  7i69o(;  yia  xr|v  xsXsioxrjxa  tiod  xov  sixs  PaGaviGSi  6Xr|  xod  xr|  ^cof|  xov  SKavs  svav 
d^io  XDpiKo  7ioir|xf|  TIOD  7ipoG7ia96vxa(;  xa  xsXsi07ioif|GSi  xa  7ioif||iaxd  xod  aGxoX.i6xav  |is  xa 
iSia  Tidvxa  7ioif||iaxa  Kai  5sv  Kaxdcpsps  va  xa  sXsi07ioif|GS.  'Exgi  r|  SoD^sid  xod  xocpaKxrjpi^sxai 
aTio  xo  aTiXo  |isyaXsio  Kai  xr|  9aD|idGia  Xa|i7ip6xr|xa. 
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The  Free  Besieged 
(1826) 

Draft  III 

1 

Oh  you  Mother  magnanimous  in  suffering  and  glory, 

Even  if  your  children  always  live  in  a  mystery  hidden, 

In  meditation  and  in  dream,  what  has  graced  my  eyes. 

My  very  eyes  to  see  you  in  this  deserted  forest. 

Which  quite  suddenly  has  wreathed  your  deathless  feet 

(Look)  with  Easter  Palms,  the  greenery  of  Palm  Sunday!  My 

ears  missed  your  holy  step,  my  eyes  missed  your  figure. 

Serene  you  are  like  the  sky  enriched  by  all  its  beauties.  That 

show  in  many  places,  in  others  they  are  hidden;  But, 

Goddess,  may  I  hear  at  last  the  sound  of  your  voice.  At 

once  to  make  it  a  gift  to  the  Hellenic  nation?  On  its  black 

rocks  and  dried  grass  glory  dwells  forever. 


Deeds,  words,  and  deep  thoughts-motionless,  I  stare  - 

Myriads  of  blossoms,  colourful,  cover  the  grassy  carpet. 

White,  red,  blue  invite  bees  of  a  golden  hue. 

Away,  one  lives  among  friends,  but  here,  in  death's 

presence.  Often  upon  the  break  of  dawn  and  in  the  midst  of 

day.  When  the  waters  turned  dark,  and  the  stars  grew  in 

numbers.  Beaches,  rocks,  and  the  open  sea  suddenly  leap 

up  and  quiver.  Arabic  chargers,  English  guns,  Turkish  shots, 

French  minds! 

A  great  ocean  makes  war  and  strikes  the  tiny  cottage; 

*  Alas!  In  a  while  uncovered  the  few  bosoms  remain; 

Thunder  are  you  deathless,  have  you  never  known  rest? 

That's  what  a  sailor  from  abroad  says  bending  over  the 

prow.  All  round  in  fear  the  islands,  they  all  weep  and  pray. 

And  the  cross-shaped  domed  temple  and  the  most  modest 

shrine  Amid  incense  and  lit  candles  listen  to  their  pain. 


Oi  EAsuOEpoi  noAiopKriM^voi 
(1826) 

IX£5iaa|ja  f 

1 

Mnispa,  iJEyaAoqjuxn  cttov  ttovo  kqi  oir]  56^a, 

Ki  av  QTO  Kpucpo  iJUQinpio  ^ouv  TTdvia  TO  TTQiSid  aou  Me 

AoyiaiJO  kqi  |j'  ovsipo,  li  xdp'  sxouv  to  ijotiq.  To 

IJOTia  TOUTQ,  va  a'  i5ouv  |j£^  qto  ttqvepijo  5aao^,  flou 

^acpvou  aou  TpiyupiQE  t'  aSavaia  iroSapia  (Koiia)  |j£ 

(puAAa  TH^  AapTTpn^,  |j£  cpuAAa  tou  Baiajve!  To  Seiko  aou 

TTdiniJa  5£v  dKOuaa,  5£v  £i5a,  Aidpaxn  crav  oupavo^  |j' 

oAa  TO  KoAAn  tt6x£i,  Flou  |j£pn  Toaa  (paivoviai  kqi  |j£pn 

'vai  Kpu|j|j£va  ■  AAAd,  0£d,  5£v  niJTTopdj  v'  OKOuaoj  iq 

(pojvn  aou,  Ki'  £u9u^  £ydj  t'  EAAqviKOU  Koapou  va  iq 

Xapiaoj;  Ao^a  'x'  n  ijaupq  mipa  aou  kqi  to  ^£p6 

Xopiapi. 


Epya  KQI  Aoyia,  aioxaaijoi,  aT£KO|jai  kqi  koitq^w 

AouAou5a  |jupia  ttouAouSq,  ttou  Kpu(3ouv  to  xopidpi, 

Ki'  dairpa,  yaAd^ia,  kokkivq,  KoAouvxpuao  |j£Aiaai. 

EK£i9£  |j£  Tou^  a5£A(pou5,  £5d39£  |j£  TO  xctpo.  M£^  aia 

Xapdijaia  auxva,  kqi  [izq  am  |j£an|J£pia,  Kai  aa 

BoAojaouv  m  v£pd,  kqi  t'  daipa  aa  TTAr|9uvouv,  Edcpvou 

aKipiouv  01  OKpoyiaAiE^,  to  TTsAaya  ki'  oi  Ppdxoi.  «ApaTTid^ 

OTi,  FaAAou  vou^,  poAi  ToupKia^,  tott'  AyyAou!  nsAayo  \\t^o 

TToA£|ja,  papsi  to  KaAu(3dKi  Ki'  aAid!  as  Aiyo  ^saKETra  to 

Aiya  airiGn  |J£vouv  ASdvain  'aai,  ttou  ttote,  (SpovTr),  5£v 

r|auxd^£i^;»  ZTqv  TTAwpq,  ttou  aKipTO,  yupTO^,  touto  'tt'  o 

^£vo^  vauTn?.  AEiAid^ouv  yupou  to  vqaia,  TTopaKoAouv 

KOI  KAaivE,  Kai  |j£  Ai(3dvia  Sexstoi  koi  cpajTO  tov  KoqiJO 

Tou^  0  aTaupo96AajTO^  vao^  koi  to  cpTOJXo  ^wKAnai.  To 

|jiao^  6|jaj^  sfByaAE  koi  ksIvo  ir\  (pojvn  tou;  «'+'apou,  t' 

oyKiaTpi,  tt'  acpias^,  dAAou  va  pi^q?  a|j£». 
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Hatred,  though,  made  heard  its  odious  voice  also: 
"Fisherwoman,  tal<e  your  hool<  and  go  cast  elsewhere". 

2a 
Often  at  the  break  of  dawn,  and  in  the  midst  of  day. 
When  the  waters  turn  dark,  and  the  stars  grow  in  numbers, 
Beaches,  rocks,  and  the  open  sea  suddenly  leap  up  and 
quiver.  An  old  man,  who  had  stuck  his  life  to  the  fish-hook. 
Cast  it  away,  missed  his  mark,  and  pacing  he  cried:  "Arabic 
chargers,  English  guns,  Turkish  shots,  French  minds!  Alas, 
a  great  ocean  strikes  hard  the  tiny  cottage;  In  a  little  while 

uncovered  the  few  bosoms  remain;  Thunder  are  you 

deathless,  have  you  never  known  rest?  Oh  desolation  I  can 

see,  come,  let  us  weep  together". 


The  war  has  not  exhausted  them,  it  has  become  their  life,. . 

cannot  prevent 

The  girls  from  singing  songs,  the  boys  from  playing  games. 


Out  of  clouds  ever  black,  out  of  the  pitch  of  darkness. 

But  sunlike  then,  invisible  ether  of  a  world  in  symbol 

The  flagpole  appears,  the  brave  warriors  underneath  it. 

And  up  there,  on  its  highest  end,  the  banner  in  full  glory. 

That  speaks  and  murmurs  and  its  Cross  waves  in  the  air  In 

all  the  space  around  it,  the  brave  wind  of  valor,The  sky 

looked  on  proudly  and  all  the  earth  applauded;  And  every 

voice  stirring  then  toward  the  light  echoed.  Most  noble 

flowers  of  love  scattering  all  around;*  "Unconquered,  rich, 

and  beautiful,  venerable  too,  and  holy!" 


Translated  by:  K.  Mitsakis 


2a 

M£^  010  xapaijaia  auxva,  kqi  |J£^  oio  |j£an|J£pia,  Ki' 

OTOv  9oAdjaouv  to  vspd,  ki  otqv  TTAr|9uvouv  t  daipa, 

Edcpvou  QKipiouv  01  OKpoyiaAiE^,  to  TTsAaya  ki'  oi 

Ppaxoi. 

fspo^  IJQKpid,  tt'  OTTiSajas  oY  ayKiaipi  ir\  ^con  tou. 

To  TTETQ^E,  T'  OOlOX^Oi  KOI  TTSpiTpiyupvdjVTa^:  « 

ApOTTia^  QTi,  FaAAou  vou^,  (36Ai  ToupKia^,  tott'  AyyAou! 

FlEAayo,  |J£y'  aAi|jovov!  (3ap£i  to  KaAupdKi»  Iz  Aiynv 

(jjpa  i,toKZJ\o  10  Aiyn  airiBn  |J£vouv  ASdvain  'aai, 

TTOu,  PpovTii,  TTOT£  5£v  ncruxd^£i^;  nav£pn|Jid  ir](; 

yvdjpa^  |jou,  9£Aaj  |j'  £|j£  va  KAdipq^)- 


A£v  Tou^  (3apaiv'  6  tt6A£|J05,  dAA'  £yiv£  q  TTVor)  tou^, 

ki'  £|jTT65ia|ja  5£v  £ivai  Zt£^  Kopaai£^  va  ipayouSouv 

KOI  010  TTQiSid  va  TTai^ouv. 


Atto  to  ijaupo  auYV£(po  ki'  otto  iq  paupn  iriaaa, 
AAA'  qAio^,  dAA'  adpaio^  ai9£pa^  Koaijocpopo^ 

0  QTUAO^  (paV£pdjV£Tai,  |J£  KdTOU  |Ja^(jO|J£Va 

To  TToAAriKdpia  to  KoAd,  |j'  airdvou  Tq  ar||Jaia, 

Flou  |JOup|JOupi^£i  KOI  |jiA£i  kqi  to  Ziaupdv  aTTAdjv£i 

FlavToyupa  qtov  6|Jop(pov  a£pa  ir\(;  avTp£ia^,  Ki'  o 

oupavo^  Ka|jdp(jov£,  ki'  q  yq  x£poKpoTOua£  Kd9£ 

(pojvq  Kivou|j£vq  Koid  to  cpoj^  |jiAoua£,  Ki'  £aKdpTTa  to 

Tpia£UY£va  AouAou5ia  iq^  aydirq^:  «0|Jop(pq, 

TTAouaia,  ki'  dirapiq,  kqi  ozf>ooit\,  ki'  ayia!)) 
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Hymn  To  Liberty 

(extract) 

(1822) 

1 

I  know  you  by  the  sharp  blade 

of  your  terrifying  sword, 

I  know  you  by  the  form  you  made 

taking  the  earth  as  victor  lord. 


Sprung  from  Grecian  bones  scattered 

hallowed  on  every  vale, 

with  your  old  valor  unshattered. 

Liberty,  hail  to  you,  hail! 

15 

Yes,  but  your  sons,  your  offspring 

now  fight  with  all  their  breath, 

and  unceasingly  are  seeking 

either  victory  or  death. 

155 

"Images  of  the  Most  High 

can't  you  hear  this  cry  of  pain? 

Centuries  have  passed  it  by 

but  its  echo  does  remain. 

157 

What  then?  Will  you  allow  us 

to  struggle  and  become  freed? 

Or  will  you  disavow  us 

due  to  politicians'  need? 

158 


T|jvoq  £iq  Tr|v  EA£u6£piav 
(anoanaaija) 

(1822) 

1 

Iz  yvcopi^oj  OTTO  Tqv  KOipq 
Tou  QTTaSiou  Tqv  Tpo|j£pri, 
l£  Yvcopi^oj  OTTO  Tqv  oijjri 
riou  |j£  pia  |j£Tpa£i  iq  yn- 


Att'  to  kokqAq  (3yaA|j£vr| 

Tojv  EAAqvajv  to  i£pa, 

Kai  aav  Trpdjia  av5p£iaj|j£vr|, 

Xaip£,  a)xciip£>  >  EA£u9£pid! 

15 

Nai-  oAAa  Tojpa  avTiTTaA£U£i 

Ka9£T£Kvoaou  |J£op|jri, 

riou  aKaTOTTauaTa  yup£U£i 

H  Tq  viKH  n  Tq  9avr|. 

155 

A£V  aKOUT£,  £a£i^  £IK6V£^ 

Tou  0£ou,  T£TOia  (pojvn; 
TdjpaTT£paaavaidjv£^ 
Kai  5£V£TTaua£aTiY|jri. 

157 

Ti  9a  Kd|j£T£;  9'  Q(ft\OK 

No  aTTOKTria(jO|j£v  £|j£ig 

A£u9£piav,  n  9a  inv  AuaT£ 

'E^aiTia^rioAiTiKri^; 

158 
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If  this  is  then  your  decision 

here,  before  you  stands  the  Cross! 

Crush  it,  IVIonarchs,  to  oblivion, 

crush  it,  help  to  wreak  our  loss." 

Translated  by!  Hellenic  Chronicle 


TouTO  dviaw^  ijeAetote, 

l5ou,  £|JTTp6^  ooc;  tov  Ziaupo- 

BaaiAei^!  eAqte,  zkoit, 

Kai  KTUTTnaSTE  Kl'  £5dj. 
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Epigram  to  Psara 
(1824) 

On  Psara's  blackened,  charred  stone 

Glory  silently  walks  all  alone 

meditating  her  sons'  noble  deeds, 

and  wears  a  wreath  on  her  hair 

made  of  such  few  scattered  weeds 

on  the  desolate  earth  left  to  spare 

Translated  by:  Hellenic  Chronicle 


H  KaTaoTpocpn  tcov  M^apcbv 
(1824) 

Ztojv  '^'apdjv  THv  oA6|jaupn  paxn  nspTTOTCjovTa^  r\  Ao^a 

povaxn 

MeAeto  to  Aa|JTTpd  TToAiKapia 

Kai  QTHv  K6|jn  QTEcpdvi  (popsi 

r£va|j£vo  OTTO  Aiya  xopiapia 

riou  £ixav  |j£iv£i  oir\y  tpr\\}r\  yq. 
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Stasinopoulos  Michael  (1917  -  2002) 


Stasinopoulos  Michael  was  born  in  Kalamata,  Peloponnese,  in  1903  and  died  in 
Athens  on  2002.  He  received  his  degree  in  law  from  the  University  of  Athens  in  1924  and  he 
has  had  a  great  career  as  jurist.  In  1974  he  became  President  of  the  Republic.  He  has  written 
poems,  novels,  essays  and  has  translated  French  poetry  into  Greek. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  MixdXrjc;  2Taaiv67ioDXo(;  yswf|9r|K8  axri  KaXaiidxa  to  1903  Kai  TisOavs  axriv  A9f|va 
GTO  2002.  'EXaPs  to  titdxio  vo|iiKf|(;  ajio  to  Havs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v  to  1924  Kai  sixs  |iia 
SKaipsTiKTi  Tiopsia  (j)q  5iKr[y6poq.  To  1974  syivs  Hp6s5po(;  Tr|(;  ArnioKpaTiac;.  'Exsi  ypd\|/si 
7ioif||iaTa,  |iD9iaTopf||iaTa,  vov^sksq  Kai  sxsi  |iSTa(ppdasi  yaXkiKr\  7ioir|ar|  axa  sXXr|viKd. 
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The  knight  of  chess 

Alert,  calm,  and  silent,  lost  in  his  thoughts,  the  Knight 

onto  back  or  white  spaces  readily  jumps  and  waits. 

While  deep  thoughts  fix  him  onto  squares,  black  or  white, 

the  sad  and  speechless  game's  turns  he  sees  and 

calculates.  A  move,  another  move,  a  thought,  another 

thought.  Round  him  wooden  enemies  and  their  devious 

goals.  What  can  he  think  of,  devise,  consider  with  care? 

The  narrow  squares  heavily  have  taxed  his  thought  and  his 

life  turned  monotonous  with  a  familiar  air.  A  move,  another 

move;  a  thought  -  the  same  thought!  He  counts  and  reckons 

silently  the  game's  every  move,  but  well  he  knows  that 

destiny  his  life  did  ordain  to  charge  his  wooden  enemies 

and  among  them  to  fall,  onto  black  or  white  squares,  bravely, 

beside  his  sovereign. 

Translated  by:  Byron  Raizis 


[Index] 


To  dAoyo  tou  QKaKiou 

npoQEXTiKO  Ki'  aadAsuTO,  pou(56  ki  a(paip£|j£vo 

QTO  ijoupo  n  qt'  dairpo,  uttokouo  TTn5d£i  kqi 

TT£pi|j£V£i,  Zto  paupo  q  qt'  dairpo,  aadA£UTO,  (3a9id 

auAAoyia|j£vo,  to  QKuSpajiTO  ki  apiAriTO  TTaiyviQi 

Aoyapid^£i.  Mia  Kivr|an>  ctAAq  Kivr|an>  P'ci  aK£iijr|,  ki 

dAAq  aK£iiJn-  Tpiyupco  oi  ^uAivoi  tou  £x9poi  ki  oi 

£TTi(30UA0l  QKOTTOi  TOU^. 

Ti  va  aK£(pT£i,  va  oo(p\oiz\  kqi  tI  va  AoYapida£i; 

M£^  QTO  aT£vd  T£TpdY(jova  £adj9nK£v  n  aK£iiJn 

KI  £Yiv£  TTia  iJOvoTOvq  KOI  yvojpiiJn  n  ^ojri  tou. 

Mia  Kivr|an>  Q^^H  Kivr|an>  M'ci  aK£iijr|  -  q  i5ia  aK£iijr|! 

To  QicoTTnAo  TTOiyviSi  TOU  |j£Tpd  KOI  AoYapid^£i,  |ja 

6|jaj^  TO  ^£p£i  TTOJ^  YpacpTO  a'  oAq  £ivai  Tq  ^(joq  tou,  va 

op|jd  |j£aa  aTOu^  ^uAivou^  £x9pou^  tou,  koi  va  tt£(pt£i, 

QTO  IJaupO  n  qt'  dQTTpO,  npWIKd,  KOVTd  QTO  (BoQiAid 
TOU. 
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Stoyannidhis  Yioryos  (1912  - 1994) 


Stoyannidhis  Yioryos  was  born  on  1912  in  Xanthus,  Thrace,  when  the  town  was  still 
in  Turkish  hands.  The  following  year  the  family  moved  to  Kavala.  Until  he  finally  settled  in 
Thessaloniki  in  1970.  Since  both  words  and  form,  he  feels,  have  undergone  an  ethical 
corruption,  he  has  tried  to  restore  them  to  their  freshness  under  the  given  conditions  of 
contemporary  times,  and  to  delineate  a  state  of  loneliness  in  an  equal  corruption  of  human 
relations. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  Tmpyoq  2Toyiavi5r|(;  yswf|9r|KS  to  1912  axri  Sdv9r|,  oxav  fjiav  aK6|ia  r|  tioXtj  axa 
TODpKiKd  x^P^^-  Tr|v  S7i6|isvr|  xpovid  r|  oiKoysvsia  tod  |iSTaK6|iias  axriv  KaPdXa.  TsXiKd 
syKaxaaxdGriKs  axri  0saaaXoviKr|  xo  1970.  AiaOavoxav  oxi  sixs  DTioaxsi  |iia  r|9iKf|  5idPpcoar|, 
TipoGTidOsas  5s  va  aTioKaxaaxfjasi  xr|  cppsaKdSa  xcov  Xs^scov  |is  6poD(;  xcov  a-oyxpovcov  sx6v 
Kai  va  GKiaypacpfjasi  xr|  Kaxdaxaar|  xr|(;  [lova^idc;  as  |iia  Kaxd  avaXoyia  5idPpcoar|  xcov 
av9p67iivcov  axsascov. 
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The  fragments 

With  a  clumsy  move,  as  I  was  shaving, 

I  shattered  the  mirror  spraying  myself  with 

Tiny  splinters  of  glass.  I  am  no  longer  alone,  reflected  by  a 

myriad  particles. 

How  long,  though,  will  I  bear  this? 

At  times,  I  think  that  I  am  followed 

by  my  dismembered  limbs 

and  that  frightens  me. 

It  reminds  me  of  those  men  in  dark  glasses 

who  watch  your  every  move. 

No,  I  prefer  myself  intact. 


Translated  by:  University  of  Oklahoma,  Booksa 
Abroad,  49,  No.  3  (Summer,  1975),  588 


[Index] 


Ta  OpuiiiaAa 

Me  |jia  a5£^ia  Kivqan  zotjooo  tov 

Ka9p£(pTn  TTOu  ^upi^6|JOuvy£|ji^ovTa^  to  Koppi 

|jou  iJiKpa  iJiKpa  yuoAiva  SpuqjaAa. 

A£v  £i|jai  TTia  |j6vo^,  Ka9p£(pTia|j£vo^  a'  dmipa  popia 

Xaipo|jai  t'  o5uvnp6  pou  KO|j|jdTiaa|ja. 

0|jaj^  TToao  9'  avT£^aj;  Kottote,  9apdj  ttoj^  |J£ 

TTapaKoAou9ouv  to  5ia|j£Aia|j£va  pou  |j£An 

Kl  aUTO  |J£TpO|jd^£l. 

Mou  9u|ji^£i  £K£ivou^  |j£  TO  paupa  yuoAid 
TTOU  £A£yxouv  Tqv  Kd9£  aou  Kivqan. 

0X1,  TTpOTipOJ  TOV  aK£paiO  £aUT6  |JOU. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 
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Frangopoulos  Theofilos  (1923  - 1998) 


Frangopoulos  Theofilos  was  born  in  Athens  on  1923  and  died  there  on  1998.  He 
obtained  his  law  degree  from  the  University  of  Athiens  in  1947.  During  the  Occupation  he 
took  part  in  the  resistance  movement,  serving  with  the  right-wing  National  Armed  Forces  of 
General  Zervas  in  Epiros.  He  has  taught  modern  Greek  literature  in  several  colleges  in 
Athens,  in  the  University  of  Bochum  in  West  Germany,  at  Boston  University  and  at  Queens 
College  in  the  United  States.  He  has  written  several  plays  and  ten  books  of  poetry,  including 
his  collected  poems  in  two  volumes. 


[Index]  [Greek  Poets] 


O  0s6(piXo(;  OpayKOTioD^oc;  yswf|9r|Ks  axriv  A9f|va  to  1923  Kai  7is9avs  to  1998. 
'EXaPs  TO  TiTDxio  voiiiKx\q  ajio  to  Havs7iiaTf||iio  A9r|v6v  to  1947.  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  ttjs 
KaTOXTj^;  aD|i|iSTsixs  cjTr|v  avTiaTaarjc;,  D7ir|psTr|as  axiq  ds^isq  5Dvd|isi(;  tod  aTpaTriyoD  ZspPa 
aTr|v'H7isipo.  'Exsi  SiSd^si  ttj  vsosXXr|viKf|  XoyoTSxvia  as  Sidcpopa  KoXXsyia  aTr|v  A9f|va,  aTO 
Hav87iiaTf||iio  tod  Mtioxod)!  axr]  Adtikti  Fspiiavia,  gto  7iavs7iiaTf||iio  Tr|(;  BoaT6vr|(;  Kai  aTO 
Queens  College  axiq  Hvco|isvs(;  YloXmiEq.  'Exsi  ypd\|/si  Sidcpopa  spya  Kai  5sKa  PipXia 
7ioir|ar|(;,  aD|i7ispiXa|iPavo|isvcov  tcov  7ioir|TiK6v  avXkoycdv  as  5do  t6|iod(;. 
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Christ  in  revolt 
(1956) 

I 

In  the  evenings,  at  the  hour  when  the  windows 

Awaken  and  the  lights  of  expectation 

emerge  on  the  ridges  of  houses 

in  the  working-class  districts, 

the  lights  of  the  tired  father  who  from  his  hands 

washes  the  toil  and  cunning  of  day 

and  enters  the  room  with  its  sleeping  children 

and  the  trembling  smile  of  their  mother; 

at  that  hour,  gliding  away  from  his  gilded  churches 

that  have  kept  him  imprisoned, 

Christ  descends  with  a  cigarette  over  his  ear, 

his  fingernails  filthy  with  machine  oil, 

then  looks  on  these  houses  here  of  the  poor, 

and  smiles. 


These  districts  constantly  revolt.  Angry  mothers 

beat  their  dry  breasts  as  their  courageous  sons 

light  their  cigarettes  or  follow  those  who  play  checkers  with 

a  gun  between  their  legs 

in  a  corner  of  the  street  barricade. 

These  districts  are  not  beautiful. 

Revolution  is  not  beautiful.  And  when  they  win, 

they  too  become  repulsive  like  all  the  others. 

And  yet  when  on  the  last  night  of  their  insurrection 

fires  flare  up  everywhere  and  the  fighters  see  that  their  end 

is  here  waiting  for  them  with  the  next  onslaught  of  law  and 

order  which  the  loudspeakers  are  already  announcing; 

when  the  last  glance  is  shared 

together  with  their  last  bullets  and  they  mark  off  their 

positions,  decimated  revolutionaries  without  a  tomorrow 


O  £navaoTaTr||J£voq  Xpioroq 
(1956) 

I 

To  Ppa5ia,  Tqv  ojpa  ttou  ^uttvove  to  TTOpaSupa 

KQI  PyaiVOUV  01\C,  KOpcpS^  TOJV  QTTITldjV 

TO  (pojia  TH^  TTpoaiJOvri^,  as  quvoikIe^  Aqike^, 

Tou  KOupaa|j£vou  TraTspa  ttou  ttAevei  ott'  to  x^pici  tou 

Tov  KdiJOTO  KOI  Tqv  TTOvripia  Tq^  pspa^ 

KOI  iJTToivEi  QTO  5aj|jdTio  |j£  TO  KOi|jia|j£va  TTai5ia 

KOI  TO  Tp£|ja|j£vo  xc(|J6y£Ao  ir\c;  pava^  tou^, 

K£ivr|  Tqv  wpa,  yAiQTpojvTa^  otto  ti^  xpucja3|j£v£5  tou 

£KKAr|ai£^  TTOU  TOV  paQTOuaav  (puAaKia|j£vo, 

KaT£(3aiv£i  o  XpiQTO^  |j£  £va  TQiydpo  qto  qutI, 

|j£  TpayiaaKQ  ipapa  kqi  vuxio  y£|JaTa  Aa5i  Tq?  |jrixcivri^, 

KOI  KOiTQ  TO  QTTiTia  TOUTOJV  £5dj  TOJV 

(pTajxaJvxa|JOY£AdjvTa^. 


Oi  auvoiKi£^  auxvd  £TTavaaTaTouv£. 

0u|jaj|j£V£^  |javd5£^  XTUTTav£  to  aT£Yvd  QTnSia  tou^  kqi 

TO  TToAiKdpia  ava(3ouv  TQiyapo 

n  TTapoKoAouSouv  auTOu^  ttou  ttqI^ouv  TpiAi^a 

|j£  t'  ottAo  avd|j£aa  qto  5uo  tou^  ttoSiq 

a£  |jia  yojvia  tou  oSocppayiJaTO^. 

A£v  £ivai  6|Jop(p£^  oi  auvoiKi£g. 

A£v  £ivai  6|Jop(pn  n  £TTavdaTaan. 

Ki  OTQv  viKav£,  yivovTOi  kqi  toutoi  avTiTTa9£i^ 

aav  oAou^  tou^  qAAou^.  0|jaj^  otqv,  Tqv  T£A£UTaia 

vuxTQ  TH^  avuTTOTayn^,  avdiijouv  oAou9£  oi  (p(jOTi£5 

KQI  50UV  01  |JaxnT£?  TTOJ^  TO  T£p|ja  lOUC, 

£ivai  £5dj,  KQI  TOU^  TTpoa|J£V£l 

|J£  TqV  £TT6|J£Vn  £(po5o  Tq^  £VV6|J0U  Td^£aj^ 

TTOU  avaYY£AAouv  kioAq^  to  |j£Yd(pajva, 
aav  |joipaaT£i  ki  q  T£A£UTaia  poTia 
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then  from  the  darkness  a  shabily  dressed  man  slips  out 

armed  with  an  old  blunderbuss 

and  takes  his  place  among  them,  silently, 

and  begins  to  shoot  with  them  at  his  crucifiers 

Jesus  Christ,  son  of  Joseph  and  Mary,  carpenter, 

class  of  1944. 

Translated  by:  Kimon  Friar 


IJO^i  |j£  TO  AiyoQTd  tou^  (36Aia  ki  £TTian|Javouv  ti^  Qtoi\c, 

Tou^,  aTTo5£KaTia|j£voi  £TTavaaTaT£^  X^P'?  aupio  t6t£ 

|j£a'  qtt'  to  QKOTdSi  ^£YAiaTpa£i  (pTajxovTU|j£vo^, 

OTTAia|J£VO^  |J'  £Va  IJOKpUKOVO 

KOI  TTaipv£i  TH  Qtor]  avd|j£aa  tou^,  aiajirnAd, 

KI  apxi^£i  va  vTOU(p£Ka£i  |ja^i  tou^  tou^  aTaupajTri5£5 

Tou  0  Iqaou^  Xpiaio^,  tou  lojancp  koi  Tq?  Mapia^, 

^uAoupyo^,  KAda£aj^  1944. 
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Italian  Literature 


Overview 

During  the  first  half  of  the  nineteenth  century  the  pubUc  Ufe  in  Italy  was  characterized 
by  many  riots  and  the  first  independence  war. 

The  reasons  of  this  patriotic  fervour  were  the  craving  of:  setting  the  country  free  from 
foreign  powers  and  reuniting  all  the  different  regions,  setting  up  a  political  power  across  the 
country  based  on  a  constitution  in  opposition  to  the  absolutism  prevailing  in  some  regions  of 
Italy,  overcome  all  the  economical  and  commercial  hurdles,  which  were  the  consequence  of  a 
political  fragmentation. 

The  intellectuals  such  as  Mazzini  and  Foscolo  and  some  patriotic  personalities  such  as 
Ciro  Menotti  and  Santorre  di  Santarosa  were  all  animated  by  a  deep  conviction  that  Italy 
already  had  its  own  cultural  and  religious  identity.  Therefore  they  all  fought  hard  to  achieve  a 
national  unity. 

The  literary  and  artistic  atmosphere  is  characterized  by  the  German  Romanticism 
strong  influence  and  all  the  works  of  this  period  are  pervaded  by  emotional  bursts,  often 
patriotic  and  amorous  at  the  same  time. 

Love  for  his  own  Country  nourishes,  together  with  the  insurrectionary  tumults,  a 
renewed  interest  for  his  national  identity  and  for  the  country  history.  In  the  poems  and  novels 
we  can  find  a  new  religious  feeling  that,  in  the  preceding  century  had  been  surpassed  by  the 
Illuminist  Rationalism. 

During  the  second  half  of  the  nineteen  century  the  national  unification  moved  on  with 
the  second  and  the  third  independence  war. 

Cavour's  diplomatic  skills  and  the  courage  shown  by  personalities  such  as  Pisacane 
and  Garibaldi,  followed  by  volunteers  and  professional  soldiers,  succeeded  in  creating  the 
United  Kingdom  of  Italy  with  Vittorio  Emanuele  the  second  as  the  reigning  king. 

However  the  newly  born  Kingdom  was  supposed  to  overcome  several  social 
problems,  such  as:  reach  a  break-even  point  in  the  Kingdom  assets,  overcome  the  deep 
cultural  and  economical  differences  across  all  the  regions,  eradicate  the  local  criminal 
organisation  crippling  the  social  and  economical  stability. 

Over  the  last  years  of  the  nineteenth  century  and  during  the  first  years  of  the  twentieth 
century  the  social  and  economical  problems  will  worsen,  causing  the  migration  of  large  part 
of  the  population  towards  North  and  South  America. 

The  seriousness  of  the  economical  and  social  problems  which  afflicted  Italy  caused, 
automatically,  some  deep  changes  in  the  artistic  and  literary  fields  as  well:  the  poetry  of  the 
Romantic  models  was  overcome  by  the  descriptive  prose  of  the  Verism,  which  was  more 
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devoted  to  the  people's  life,  to  their  suffering  ,  to  the  hard  work  in  the  countryside  and  in  the 
mines. 

During  the  first  years  of  the  twentieth  century  Italy  will  be  affected  by  nationalistic 
and  imperialistic  ideas,  very  diffused  all  over  Europe,  which  will  lead  Italy  to  the  first  world 
war.  The  victory  which  will  follow  will  be  a  fictitious  victory,  due  to  the  high  number  of 
casualties. 

The  social  and  economical  upheaval  that  will  later  take  place,  will  be  affected  by  a 
political  turmoil  and  frequent  riots  which  will  be  the  breeding  ground  for  a  dictatorial 
government:  the  Mussolini  Government. 

His  imperialistic  ideas  will  lead  Italy  to  participate  to  the  Second  World  War  sharing 
the  same  responsibilities  as  the  Hitler  Government. 

In  the  literary  field,  the  period  suffers  from  the  degeneration  of  the  nineteen-century 
patriotism,  which  was  animated  of  a  great  love  for  his  own  Country  and  able  to  spread 
through  other  Countries  (in  fact  a  lot  of  Italian  patriots  went  to  fight  and  die  for  other 
Countries  freedom,  such  as  Greece). 

In  the  twentieth-  century  this  elevated  feeling  becomes  nationalism  and  nourishes 
rhetoric  literary  forms,  often  linked  to  the  political  power.  In  these  forms,  the  Futurism  stands 
out ,  due  to  its  exaltation  of  an  extreme  modernity,  identified  in  machines,  cars,  speediness,  in 
the  contempt  for  the  past  and  the  instigation  to  war. 

Once  the  Second  World  War  was  over,  this  time  with  a  defeat  for  Italy,  the  Italian, 
under  the  leadership  of  charismatic  political  personalities  such  as  De  Gasperi,  will  be  able  to 
achieve  a  new  moral,  economical  and  social  balance. 

The  literary  and  artistic  works,  in  particular  the  cinematography,  completely 
abandoned  every  rhetoric  and  triumphalistic  behaviours  and  devoted  themselves  to  an 
scrupulous,  often  bitter,  consideration  about  a  reality  infiuenced  by  a  lot  of  political  mistakes 
Italy  then  will  start  a  new  journey  which  will  lead  the  country  to  be  one  of  the  founder  of  the 
European  Union. 


[Index] 


Introduzione 


Durante  la  prima  meta  dell'Ottocento  la  vita  pubblica  italiana  fu  scossa  da  molti  moti 
insurrezionali  e  dalla  prima  Guerra  d'indipendenza. 

I  fini  di  tanto  fervore  patriottico  erano  i  seguenti:  liberare  il  paese  dal  potere  straniero 
ed  unificare  tutte  le  diverse  regioni,  istituire  un  potere  politico  basato  su  una  costituzione  per 
tutto  il  paese  in  luogo  dell'assolutismo  ancora  regnante  in  alcune  regioni  dTtalia,  superare 
tutte  le  barriere  economiche  e  commerciali,  conseguenza  della  frammentazione  politica. 

Gli  intellettuali,  come  Mazzini  e  Foscolo,  ed  i  patrioti,  come  Ciro  Menotti  e  Santorre 
di  Santarosa,  erano  tutti  animati  dalla  profonda  convinzione  che  ITtalia  avesse  gia  una  sua 
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propria  identita  culturale  e  religiosa  ed  erano  pronti  a  lottare  fmo  alia  morte  per  conseguire 
anche  I'unita  nazionale. 

L'atmosfera  artistica  e  letteraria  e  caratterizzata  da  una  forte  influenza  del 
Romanticismo  tedesco  e  le  opere  di  questo  periodo  sono  tutte  pervase  da  slanci  sentimentali, 
sovente  patriottici  ed  amorosi  al  tempo  stesso. 

L'amore  per  il  proprio  paese  alimenta,  insieme  ai  moti  insurrezionali,  anche  un 
rinnovato  interesse  per  la  propria  identita  nazionale  e  per  la  sua  storia.  Rinasce  nei  romanzi  e 
nelle  poesie  anche  il  sentimento  religioso,  che  nel  secolo  precedente  era  stato  sovrastato  dal 
razionalismo  illuministico. 

Durante  la  seconda  meta  dell'Ottocento  il  processo  di  unificazione  nazionale  prosegui 
con  la  seconda  e  la  terza  Guerra  d'indipendenza. 

L'abilita  diplomatica  di  Cavour  ed  il  coraggio  dimostrato  in  combattimento  da  uomini 
come  Pisacane  e  Garibaldi,  seguiti  da  volontari  o  soldati,  portarono  alia  formazione  del  Regno 
Unito  d'ltalia  con  Vittorio  Emanuele  II  come  sovrano. 

Tuttavia  lo  stato  appena  costituito  doveva  risolvere  diversi  problemi  sociali,  in 
particolare  i  seguenti:  raggiungere  il  pareggio  del  bilancio,  superare  le  profonde  differenze 
culturali  ed  economiche  che  intercorrevano  tra  le  diverse  regioni,  sradicare  le  associazioni 
criminali  locali,  che  minavano  la  stabilita  economica  e  sociale. 

Durante  gli  ultimi  anni  dell'Ottocento  ed  i  primi  del  Novecento  vi  fu  un 
peggioramento  dei  problemi  economici  e  sociali  che  causo  I'emigrazione  di  gran  parte  delle 
popolazioni  piu  povere  verso  1' America  settentrionale  e  meridionale. 

La  gravita  dei  problemi  economici  e  sociali  che  affliggevano  I'ltalia  provoco, 
inevitabilmente,  profondi  cambiamenti  anche  in  ambito  artistico  e  letterario:  alia  poesia  degli 
ideali  romantici  segui  la  prosa  descrittiva  del  Verismo,  attenta  alia  vita  del  popolo,  alle  sue 
sofferenze,  al  duro  lavoro  dei  campi  e  delle  miniere. 

Fin  dagli  inizi  del  Novecento  I'ltalia  fu  presa  dagli  ideali  nazionalistici  ed 
imperialistici  che  si  erano  gia  diffusi  e  profondamente  radicati  in  Europa  e  che  condussero  il 
paese  a  combattere  la  prima  Guerra  mondiale.  La  vittoria  che  seguira  sara  tale  solo  di  nome,  a 
causa  dell'elevatissimo  prezzo  umano  pagato. 

Ne  seguirono  gravi  agitazioni  sociali  ed  economiche  che  turbarono  profondamente  il 
paese  e  costituirono  il  terreno  favorevole  per  I'affermarsi  di  un  governo  forte:  la  dittatura  di 
Mussolini. 

Le  sue  aspirazioni  imperialistiche  porteranno  I'ltalia  a  partecipare  alia  seconda  Guerra 
mondiale,  condividendo  gli  errori  e  gli  orrori  di  Hitler. 

In  ambito  letterario  questo  periodo  risente  della  degenerazione  del  patriottismo 
ottocentesco,  che  era  stato  un  amore  per  la  propria  patria  capace  di  estendersi  anche  ad  altri 
paesi  (molti  patrioti  italiani  sono  andati  a  combattere  e  morire  anche  perla  liberta  di  altri 
paesi,  come  la  Grecia). 

Nel  Novecento  questo  nobile  sentimento,  si  trasforma  in  nazionalismo  ed  alimenta 
forme  letterarie  retoriche,  spesso  legate  al  potere  politico.  Si  distinse  il  Futurismo  per  la  sua 
esaltazione  di  una  modernita  esasperata,  identificata  con  le  macchine  e  la  velocita,  unita  al 
disprezzo  del  passato  ed  all'incitamento  alia  guerra. 
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Terminata  la  seconda  Guerra  mondiale,  questa  volta  con  la  sconfitta  per  1' Italia,  il 
popolo  italiano,  sotto  la  guida  di  uomini  di  altissimo  valore,  come  Alcide  De  Gasperi,  trovera 
la  forza  di  attuare  una  rinascita  morale,  sociale  ed  economica. 

Le  opera  letterarie  ed  artistiche,  in  particolare  la  cinematografia,  abbandonarono 
completamente  ogni  atteggiamenti  retorico  e  trionfalistico  e  si  dedicarono  ad  un'attenta,  e 
spesso  amara,  riflessione  sulla  realta  dovuta  a  tanti  errori  politici. 

L' Italia,  quindi,  iniziera  un  nuovo  percorso,  che  la  portera  ad  essere  uno  dei  paesi  fondatori 

deirUnione  Europea. 


[Index] 
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Italian  Poets 


Alvaro  Corrado 
Buzzati  Pino 
Cardarelli  Vincenzo 
Carducci  Giosue 
Cattaneo  Carlo 
D'Annunzio  Gabriele 
De  Amicis  Edmondo 
De  March!  Emilio 
Deledda  Grazia 
Foscolo  Ugo 
Giusti  Giuseppe 
Gozzano  Guido 
Leopardi  Giacomo 
Luzi  Mario 
Mameli  Goffredo 
Manzoni  Alessandro 
Marinetti  Filippo  Tommaso 
Mazzini  Giuseppe 
Montale  Eugenio 
Negri  Ada 
Nievo  Ippolito 
Palazzeschi  Aldo 
Pascoli  Giovanni 
Pavese  Cesare 
Penna  Sandro 
Pisacane  Carlo 
Quasimodo  Salvatore 
Rodari  Gianni 


Saba  Umberto 

Sereni  Vittorio 

Silone  Ignazio 

Solmi  Sergio 

Tomasi  di  Lampedusa  Giuseppe 

Tozzi  Federigo 

Trilussa 

Ungaretti  Giuseppe 

Verga  Giovanni 

Vittorini  Elio 


Italian  Painters 


Banti  Cristiano 
Bechi  Luigi 
Boldini  Giovanni 
Borrani  Odoardo 
Cabianca  Vincenzo 
Fattori  Giovanni 
Lega  Silvestro 
Signorini  Telemaco 
Zandomeneghi  Federico 


Italian  Sculptors 


Canova  Antonio 
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Ruffini  Giovanni 
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Corrado  Alvaro  (1895  -  1956) 


He  was  born  in  San  Luca,  a  little  village  in  the  Aspromonte  mountains,  the  heart  of 
Calabria  region.  He  received  his  basic  education  by  his  father  who  made  him  aware  of  the 
primitive  nature  of  his  land  and  its  inhabitants,  mainly  countrymen  and  shepherds.  He  began, 
in  his  early  youth,  to  write  poems  and  short  stories. 

He  was  an  heated  interventionist  and,  called  for  military  service,  he  fought  bravely 
and  hurt  his  arms.  In  this  period  he  wrote  Poesie  Grigioverdi,  the  result  of  his  war  experience. 
He  wrote  for  the  most  important  newspaper  of  his  times:  in  Bologna,  where  he  got  married 
and  had  a  son,  he  wrote  for  the  Resto  del  Carlino;  in  Milano  for  the  Corriere  della  sera  and  in 
Rome  for  La  Stampa.  He  was  a  strict  critic  and  opponent  of  the  Fascist  dictatorship  and  for 
this  he  had  to  take  refuge  in  Berlin,  where  he  took  part  to  the  German  cultural  life,  also 
devoting  himself  to  translation  activities. 

His  masterpiece  is  the  novel  Gente  di  Aspromonte,  dedicated  to  his  native  hard  and 
primitive  land,  which  was  remembered  by  the  author  with  deep  homesickness,  either  for  the 
faraway  childhood  or  for  a  world  which  was  inevitably  changing.  He  died  in  1956,  consoled 
by  his  brother  Massimo,  a  priest. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artists] 


Nacque  a  San  Luca,  piccolo  paesino  sui  monti  dell' Aspromonte,  nel  cuore  della 
Calabria.  Ricevette  la  sua  prima  istruzione  dal  padre,  che  gli  fece  conoscere  la  natura 
primitiva  della  sua  terra  e  dei  suoi  abitanti,  per  lo  piu  contadini  e  pastori.  Comincio  ancora 
giovanissimo  a  scrivere  poesie  e  racconti. 

Acceso  interventista,  fu  chiamato  alle  armi,  combatte  con  valore  e  fu  ferito 
gravemente  alle  braccia.  Scrisse  le  Poesie  grigioverdi,  frutto  di  questa  sua  esperienza  di 
guerra.Collaboro  con  i  piu  importanti  quotidiani  del  tempo:  a  Bologna,  dove  si  sposo  ed  ebbe 
un  figlio,  scrisse  per  il  Resto  del  Carlino;  a  Milano  scrisse  per  il  Corriere  della  sera  ed  a  Roma 
per  La  Stampa.  Severo  critico  ed  oppositore  del  regime  fascista,  si  rifugio  per  un  certo 
periodo  a  Berlino,  dove  partecipo  alia  vita  culturale  tedesca,  dedicandosi  anche  ad  attivita  di 
traduttore. 
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La  sua  opera  piu  famosa  e  Gente  di  Aspromonte,  dedicata  alia  sua  terra  nativa,  aspra  e 
primitiva,  ma  ricordata  con  profonda  nostalgia  per  I'infanzia  lontana  e  per  un  mondo  che 
stava  ormai  scomparendo.  Si  spense  nel  1956,  confortato  dalle  cure  del  fratello  sacerdote, 
Don  Massimo. 
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Awareness 
(1917) 

This  poem  is  an  hymn  to  awareness,  that  awareness  which 

the  author  longs  for.  Even  if  awareness  is  never  complete 

and  not  everybody  can  reach  it,  it  is  still  the  condition 

humans  should  try  to  experience. 

According  to  the  poet,  the  awareness  is  in  fact  is  able  to 

transform  a  simple  information  in  a  thinking  activity  and 

only  through  the  awareness  it  is  possible  to  fully  benefit  of 

the  opportunity  to  pass  from  a  simple  reading  of  the  reality 

to  an  effective  self-advertisement. 
The  poem  seems,  at  first  reading,  addresses  to  the  beloved 
woman:  in  fact  the  poet  says  he  trembles  when  "she"  is  next 

to  him,  he  shudders  when  "she"  talks,  he  suffers  when 

"she"  is  absent;  only  in  the  last  sentence  of  the  poem  the 

word  "awareness"  is  pronounced  and  all  the  sense  of  the 

poem  changes. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Consapevolezza 
(1917) 

Tremo, 
se  lei  mi  e  vicina 

sorrido, 

al  solo  guardaria, 

sussulto, 

se  sento  la  sua  voce, 

ma  soffro 

se  lei  non  c'e, 

se  la  cerco  e  non  la  trovo, 

se  la  chiamo  e  non  risponde 

non  dico  oggi  il  nome  di  questo  accadimento 

perche  c'e'  una  parola  detta  troppe  volte 

soprattutto  da  colore  che  non  sanno  cos'e 

io  oggi  la  chiamero 

magia 

ma  che  mistero  e  mai  questo  ? 

che  razionalita  c'e  in  essa  ? 

nessuna, 

la  sola  parte  di  razionalita  che  riesco  a  trovare 

ma  che  sempre  avra  una  parte  in  ombra 

e 

la  consapevolezza. 
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Dino  Buzzati  (1906  - 1972) 


He  was  born  in  Belluno  in  1906  in  a  middle-class  family.  He  carried  out  humanistic 
studies,  graduated  in  Law  and  after  that  he  started  writing  for  the  Corriere  della  Sera. 

He  was  a  journalist  and  committed  himself  to  this  activity  with  passion  and  devotion 
(during  the  second  world  war  he  was  a  navy  correspondent  and  took  part  in  the  battle  of 
Matapan)  and  was  always  highly  regarded  by  a  big  number  of  readers. 

He  wrote  many  novels  among  which  there  are  Barnabo  delle  montagne,  in  1933,  II 
segreto  del  bosco  vecchio,  in  1935,  the  collection  II  croUo  della  Baliverna,  in  1954,  and  II 
colombre,  in  1966.  However,  his  greatest  success  was  the  romance  II  deserto  dei  Tartari  in 
1940. 

All  his  pieces  of  work  are  pervaded  with  the  perception  of  the  sense  of  living  as  a  vain 
waiting  for  a  great  mysterious  event  which  should  give  a  sense  to  the  years  passing  by  but 
which  never  takes  place. 

The  background  of  his  writing  is  the  mountain,  the  desert  or  the  seaside.  They  are 
symbols  of  the  human  loneliness  and  of  his  vain  never-ending  tension  to  some  limit  which 
can  reassure  the  humans,  such  as  a  horizon  which  always  remains  unreachable. 

Although  it  is  quite  different,  the  city  is  also  perceived  as  a  labyrinth  in  which  the  man 
gets  lost  and  his  expectations  are  never  satisfied.  In  his  last  years  he  expressed  these  issues  in 
his  paintings  too.  He  died  in  1972. 
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Nato  a  Belluno  nel  1906  da  una  famiglia  borghese,  compi  gli  studi  classici,  si  laureo  in 
Giurisprudenza  e,  subito  dopo,  inizio  a  scrivere  per  il  Corriere  della  Sera. 

Egli  svolse  per  tutta  la  vita  questa  attivita  di  giornalista  con  grande  passione  ed 
impegno(durante  la  seconda  guerra  mondiale  fu  anche  corrispondente  della  flotta  e  partecipo 
alia  battaglia  di  Matapan),  sempre  corrisposto  dall'ammirazione  di  un  vasto  pubblico  di 
lettori. 


.^ 


_^      _,     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  282 

Scrisse  molti  racconti  (fra  cui  Barnabo  delle  montagne,  nel933,  II  segreto  del  bosco 
vecchio,  nel  1935,  e  le  raccolte  II  crollo  della  Baliverna,  del  1954,  e  II  colombre,  del  1966), 
ma  il  suo  piu  grande  successo  I'ottenne  nel  1940  con  il  romanzo  II  deserto  del  Tartari. 

Le  sue  opere  sono  tutte  pervase  dal  senso  della  vita  come  I'attesa  vana  di  un  grande 
evento  misterioso,  che  dovrebbe  dare  senso  alio  scorrere  inesorabile  degli  anni,  ma  che  non 
accade  mai. 

Lo  sfondo  del  suo  narrare  e  spesso  la  montagna,  il  deserto  od  il  mare:  simboli  della 
solitudine  dell'uomo  e  del  suo  vano  ed  eterno  tendere  verso  un  limite  rassicurante,  un  con- 
fine, che  resta  sempre  irraggiungibile. 

Anche  la  citta,  pur  tanto  di  versa,  e  sentita  come  un  labirinto  nel  quale  I'uomo  si  perde 
ed  ogni  attesa  e  destinata  ad  essere  delusa. 

Nei  suoi  ultimi  anni  espresse  queste  tematiche  anche  con  I'attivita  di  pittore.  Si  spense 
nel  1972. 
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Song  shaped  like... 
(1941) 

This  is  a  poem  written  by  the  author  for  the  woman  he 

beloved.  The  structure  of  its  lines  represents  the  shape  of  a 

bird  which  hides  some  love  words  which  the  bird  has  to  take 

and  disclose  to  the  beloved  one.  The  truth  is  that  the  bird 

might  never  arrive  at  destination. 
In  effect  the  bird  is  lazy,  wastes  its  time,  limps  and  lingers, 
it  even  falls  asleep.  The  poet  urges  it,  scolds  it,  whips  it  but 

all  is  useless  The  poet,  in  his  poetry  considers  some 

themes  such  as  distress,  fear  of  death,  magic,  mistery,  the 

research  of  the  Absolute,  the  desperate  expectations  and 

the  ineluctability  of  destiny.  The  great  protagonist  of 

Buzzati's  poetry  is  actually  the  destiny,  almighty  and 

inscrutable,  often  derisory;  in  this  poem  we  can  feel  exactly 

this  mood,  in  particular  in  the  last  sentences  when  the  poet 

understands  the  uselessness  of  his  struggle. 


Fotaga   che   batte 
rail  5uii'3CCiuitrino 
del  41  (Jkembne  lunga 
lunga  nolle  lu  dlcevji  che 

s^resti  venuta  quel  glomo 
0  quftiraltns,  gjuravi  e  invece'  con  fa  mia 

Cod  le  ho  date  da  pcmare  a  questo  sol  Ha  ingenuitA? 

capricdoso  uocello  certe  paroie  per  le«  che  sona  per6  poco  leggJblli  pench^  nascaste  sotlo  )e  pkume.  Ma 
II  volatile  p^nta  grane,  it  volatile  si  attarda,  zoppica  qua  e  la,  si  posa,  si  addormenta  p«rfino  e  ronfa- 
ddre  maledette  lo  lo  s^nao.  Id  suppiico,  id  rmsto 

QfUftt  Id  Frusto  5ulle  aii,  forte,  forte 

nella  speranza  si  riscuota 
t  coffa  e  si  precipitin  Ma 
i  stanco,  dice  che  no 
che  no.  Tutto  inutile 
arnore  mlo.  Adieu. 
(Un'ala  lunga 

I'^ItT^  pill 

corta 
si). 


Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Canzonetta  in  forma  di 
(1941) 

una 

stanca 

disillusa 

folagache  batte 

I'ali  suH'acquitrino 

del  41  dicembre  lunga 

lunga  notte  tu  dicevi  che 

saresti  venuta  quel  giorno 

0  quell'altro,  giuravi  e  invece!  con  la  mia 

Cos]  le  ho  date  da  portare  a  questo  solita  ingenuita! 

capriccioso  uccello  certe  parole  per  lei  che  sono  pero 

poco  leggibili  perche  nascoste  sotto  le  piume.  Ma 

il  volatile  pianta  grane,  il  volatile  si  attarda,  zoppica  qua 

e  la,  si  posa,si  addormenta  perfino  e  ronfa. 

delle  maledette  lo  lo  sgrido,  lo  supplico,  lo  frusto 

grane  lo  frusto  sulle  ali,forte,  forte 

nella  speranza  si  riscuota 

e  corra  e  si  precipiti.  Ma 

e  stance,  dice  che  no 

che  no.  Tutto  inutile 

amore  mio.  Adieu. 

(Un'ala  lunga 

I'altra  piu 

corta 

si). 

da  Poesie,  ed.Neri  Pozza,  Venezia 
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Vincenzo  Cardarelli  (1887  - 1959) 


He  was  born  in  Tarquinia  in  1887  but,  still  very  young,  he  moved  to  Rome  where  he 
carried  on  some  humble  trades  before  beginning  to  write  for  some  prestigious  literary 
reviews,  such  as  the  Voce  and  the  Marzocco. 

He  was  one  of  the  founders,  and  later,  the  director  of  the  Ronda,  a  literary  review 
proposing  a  poetry  and  an  art  prose  which  had  to  be  the  result  of  an  accurate  study  and  refined 
sensitivity. 

He  wrote  poems  and  novels  full  of  lyrical  tones,  such  as  Viaggi  nel  tempo,  in  1916, 
and  II  sole  a  picco,  in  1929.  The  most  recurring  theme  in  his  works,  is  the  passing  of  the  time, 
with  some  leopardian  echoes.  He  passed  away  in  Rome  in  1959. 
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Nacque  a  Tarquinia  nel  1887,  ma  si  trasferi  giovanissimo  a  Roma,  dove  esercito  umili 
mestieri  prima  di  cominciare  a  collaborare  con  prestigiose  riviste  letterarie,  come  la  Voce  ed  il 
Marzocco. 

Fu  tra  i  fondatori  e,  successivamente,  il  direttore  della  Ronda,  rivista  letteraria  che 
proponeva  una  poesia  ed  una  prosa  d'arte  che  fossero  frutto  di  studio  accurato  e  di  raffinata 
sensibilita. 

Scrisse  poesie  e  prose  di  intonazione  lirica,  come  Viaggi  nel  tempo,  del  1916,  ed  II 
sole  a  picco,  del  1929.  II  tema  che  ricorre  piu  frequentemente  nei  suoi  scritti  e  quello  dello 
scorrere  del  tempo,  con  echi,  talvolta,  leopardiani.  Si  spense  a  Roma  nel  1959. 
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Seagulls 
(1929) 

This  poem  expresses  the  author's  sensations  and  emotions. 

He  is  like  the  seagulls,  they  fly  everywhere  and  never  stop 

anywhere.  The  author  doesn't  know  whether  or  not  they 

have  a  home  and  where  and  whether  or  not  they  find  peace 

and  where.  They  long  for  the  quiet  and  peaceful  horizons  of 

the  sea.  However,  the  author  cannot  find  peace  anywhere 

and  his  destiny  is  to  survive  the  storms  of  life. 

His  poetry  is  a  kind  of  descriptive  and  linear  poetry,  either 

when  he  describes  landscapes  or  animals,  or  when  he  talks 

about  people  or  feelings:  the  use  of  the  language  is  always 

chatty  but  deep  and  impetuous  at  the  same  time. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Gabbiani 
(1929) 

Non  so  dove  i  gabbiani  abbiano  il  nido, 

ove  trovino  pace. 

lo  son  come  loro 

in  perpetuo  volo. 

La  vita  la  sfioro 

com'essi  I'acqua  ad  acciuffare  il  cibo. 

E  come  forse  anch'essi  amo  la  quiete, 

la  gran  quiete  marina, 

ma  il  mio  destine  e  vivere 

balenando  in  burrasca. 
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Giosue  Carducci  (1835  -  1907) 


Great  poet  and  man  of  letters,  he  was  born  in  Val  di  Castello,  a  small  town  in  the 
northwest  corner  of  Tuscany,  near  Lucca  in  1835,  in  a  family  pervaded  by  passionate  patriotic 
ideals.  His  father,  formerly  affiliated  to  the  Carbonarism,  was  a  doctor  who  practised  his 
career  in  the  Tuscan  Maremma,  a  land  that  Carducci  will  remember  all  life  long  with  a  deep 
yearning  and  of  which  he  will  talk  in  the  poem  "Davanti  a  San  Guido". 

For  a  long  period,  from  1860  to  1904,  he  has  been  teaching  at  the  University  of 
Bologna,  where  he  had,  among  his  students,  the  famous  poet  Giovanni  Pascoli.  He  was  able 
to  combine  his  poetical  and  teaching  careers  with  the  literary  critic  activity.  In  1906,  one  year 
before  his  death,  he  was  awarded  the  Nobel  prize  in  Literature. 

During  his  youth  he  had  kept  the  republican  ideals  of  his  family  but  at  the  height  of 
maturity  he  drew  near  to  monarchy,  becoming  its  official  poet  because  of  the  nationalistic 
contents  of  many  of  his  compositions. 

He  didn't  loved  neither  the  Romanticism,  too  much  sentimental  in  his  opinion  nor  the 
Realism,  too  much  poor  in  heroical  bursts;  on  the  contrary  he  preferred  the  glorious  historical 
recollections,  using  a  mock-classical  and  high  language. 

Despite  this,  the  poet  sometimes  indulged  in  poems  inspired  by  the  familiar  affection, 
as  "Pianto  antico",  dedicated  to  his  child,  dead  at  a  tender  age. 

Having  a  materialistic  vision  of  the  reality,  the  poet  perceived  death  as  the  loss  of  the 
vital  force  and  the  deprivation  of  the  light,  that  is  the  same  vision  of  the  Latin  authors  he 
beloved. 
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Grande  poeta  e  letterato,  nacque  a  Valdicastello,  nei  pressi  di  Lucca,  nel  1835,  da  una 
famiglia  di  ferventi  ideali  patriottici.  II  padre,  che  era  stato  affiliato  alia  Carboneria,  era  un 
medico  ed  esercitava  la  sua  professione  nella  Maremma  toscana,  terra  che  Carducci  ricordera 
sempre  con  profonda  nostalgia,  come  nella  poesia  "Davanti  a  S.  Guido". 

Per  lunghi  anni,  dal  1860  al  1904,  insegno  aH'Universita  di  Bologna,  dove  ebbe  fra  i 
suoi  allievi  anche  Giovanni  Pascoli.  Seppe  unire  alia  sua  attivita  di  poeta  e  di  insegnante 
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anche  quella  di  critico  letterario  e  nel  1906,  I'anno  precedente  a  quello  della  sua  morte,  fu 
insignito  del  premio  Nobel  per  la  Letteratura. 

Durante  gli  anni  della  giovinezza  aveva  conservato  gli  ideal!  repubblicani  della  sua 
famiglia,  ma  nella  maturita  si  avvicino  alia  monarchia  e  ne  divenne  il  poeta  ufficiale  per  il 
contenuto  nazionalistico  di  molti  suoi  componimenti. 

Non  amo  il  Romanticismo  eccessivamente  sentimentale,  ne  il  Verismo,  troppo  povero 
di  slanci  eroici,  e  predilesse  rievocazioni  storiche  di  momenti  gloriosi  della  storia  italiana, 
usando  un  linguaggio  classicheggiante  ed  elevato. 

Tuttavia  si  abbandona  anch'egli,  talvolta,  a  poesie  ispirate  agli  affetti  familiari,  come 
"Pianto  antico",  dedicata  al  suo  bambino,  morto  in  tenera  eta. 

Egli,  avendo  una  concezione  materialistica  della  realta,  considera  la  morte  come  la 
perdita  della  forza  vitale  e  la  privazione  della  luce,  proprio  come  la  vedevano  quegli  autori 
latini  che  tanto  ha  amato. 
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San  Martino 
(1883) 

In  this  poem,  very  well  known  and  loved  in  Italy,  the  poet 

describes  the  typical  atmosphere  of  autumn:  the  nature 

which  takes  the  characters  of  cold  months  and  the  men  who 

rejoice  with  the  new  wine  smell  and  the  heath  of  the 

fireplace  on  which  the  roasting-spit  turns. 

They  are  feelings  of  domestic  life  and  country  life  from 

which  the  mind  sometimes  flies  away,  as  birds  which  fly  in 

the  sky. 
The  cheerfulness  of  the  village  contrasts  with  the  gloom   of 
the  autumn  atmosphere,  shrouded  in  fog  and  captured  at 

sunset  "in  the  reddish  clouds". 

In  the  first  strophe  there  is  a  description  of  the  landscape, 

with  fog  which  covers  the  bare  and  withered  trees  on  the 

hills;  in  the  second  one  the  attention  is  switched  to  the 

village,  its  strrets,  the  smell  of  wine  which  cheers  up 

people's  souls;  in  the  third  strophe  the  attention  is  devoted 

to  the  hearth  with  the  fireplace  and  the  roasting-spit,  the 

hunter  on  the  doorstep,  looking  at  the  clouds  and  the  birds 

which  fly  away,  just  as  the  men  thoughts,  despite  the 

cheerfulness  of  wine  and  the  heat  of  the  situation.  It's  a 

poem  which  describes  in  few  verses,  a  whole  world. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


San  Martino 
(1883) 

"La  nebbia  agli  irti  colli 
Piovigginando  sale, 
E  sotto  il  maestrale 

uria  e  biancheggia  il  mare; 

Ma  per  le  vie  del  borgo 

Dal  ribollirde' tini 

Va  I'aspro  odorde  i  vini 
L'anime  a  rallegrar. 
Gira  su'  ceppi  accesi 

Lo  spiedo  scoppiettando: 

Sta  il  cacciatorfischiando 

Su  I'uscio  a  rimirar 

Tra  le  rossastre  nubi 

Stormi  d'uccelli  neri, 

Com'esuli  pensieri, 

Nel  vespero  migrar." 
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Carlo  Cattaneo  (1801  -  1869) 


Illustrious  exponent  of  the  Italian  Risorgimento,  Carlo  Cattaneo  was  born  in  1801  in 
Milan,  the  city  where  the  French  culture  of  the  Enlightenment  was  spreading  fast. 

Strongly  influenced  by  the  encyclopedism,  typical  of  this  movement  ,  Cattaneo 
devoted  himself  to  several  disciplines  and  his  works  range  over  Literature,  Legislation, 
Sciences,  Economy. 

His  masterpiece,  anyway,  is  not  due  to  a  single  work,  but  to  a  prestigious  review,  the 
"Politecnico"  that,  from  1839  to  1845  offered  the  readers,  thousands  of  extensive  and  rigorous 
dissertations. 

In  particular,  it  is  still  modern  his  conception  of  economy  ,  in  which  he  asserted  the 
importance  of  the  human  factor  in  economy,  claiming  that  "...once  closed  the  ideas  circle,  it 
is  also  closed  the  circle  of  richness. . .". 

He  was  a  man  of  culture,  but  he  also  was  a  soldier,  able  to  fight  valorously  against  the 
Austrian  troops  during  the  so  called  "Five  Days  of  Milan"  in  which  the  town  resisted  to  the 
Austrian  storm. 

Obliged  to  the  exile  by  the  return  of  the  Austrian  in  Milan,  he  escaped  in  Switzerland 
where  he  died  in  1869. 
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Illustre  rappresentante  del  Risorgimento  italiano,  nacque  nel  1801  a  Milano,  citta  nella 
quale  si  era  diffusa  la  cultura  illuministica  di  origine  francese. 

Fortemente  infiuenzato  daU'enciclopedismo  proprio  di  questo  movimento,  Cattaneo 
voile  dedicarsi  a  numerose  discipline  ed  i  suoi  scritti  spaziano  dalla  Letteratura  al  Diritto, 
dalle  Scienze  all'Economia. 

II  suo  capolavoro,  tuttavia,  non  e  costituito  da  una  singola  opera,  ma  dal  "Politecnico", 
prestigiosa  rivista  che  dal  1839  al  1845  offri  trattazioni  esemplari  per  ampiezza  di  interessi  e 
rigore  di  metodo. 


:^        J    ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adufts  290 

Ancora  oggi,  in  particolare,  e  attuale  la  sua  concezione  economica,  per  rimportanza 
che  vi  attribuiva  aU'elemento  umano,  sostenendo  che  "..chiuso  il  circolo  delle  idee,  resta 
chiuso  il  circolo  delle  ricchezze". 

Oltre  ad  esser  uno  uomo  di  cultura,  egli  seppe  anche  combattere  strenuamente  contro 
le  truppe  austriache  durante  le  Cinque  Giornate  di  Milano. 

Costretto  all'esilio  dal  ritorno  degli  Austriaci,  si  rifugio  in  Svizzera,  dove  mori  nel 
1869. 
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From  ^^About  the  revolt  of  Milan  in 

1848  and  the  subsequent  war  " 

Chapt.  I  -  Precedents  until  1847 

(1849) 

With  these  words,  inspired  by  deep  patriotic  feelings,  the 
author  tells  the  events  of  the  glorious  "5  days  of  Milan",  in 
which  the  whole  Milanese  population,  in  particular  students 

and  workers,  rose  up  against  the  Austrian  tyranny.  The 

author  took  part  to  the  revolt,  bravely  fighting  on  the 

barricades  and  contributing  to  the  final  victory.  It  was  during 

these  battles  that  it  was  sung  the  Mameli  anthem  for  the  first 

time.  This  work  is  one  of  the  most  important  texts  of  the 

Italian  Risorgimento.  The  author  wrote  it  during  the  exile, 
after  the  faiSlure  of  the  uprisings  of  the  1 848.  Besides  the 

description  of  the  Five  Days  of  Milan,  it  is  a  disillusioned 

analysis  of  the  general  political  situation,  in  favour  of  the 
population  and  his  struggle  for  freedom  and  not  only  as  a 
liberation  from  Austrians  sought  by  the  king  Carlo  Alberto. 
The  last  objective,  for  Cattaneo,  was  the  construction  of  a 

modern  and  democratic  State  in  the  framework  of  the 
"United  States  of  Europe",  the  only  opportunity  for  assuring 

freedom.  This  work,  far-sighted  and  intense,  comes  back 
today  to  the  reader  with  all  its  surprising  clarity  and  sense. 


Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Da  ^^Deirinsurrezione  di  Milano  nel 

1848  e  della  successiva  guerra'' 
Cap.  I  -  Antecendenti  fino  al  1847 

(1849) 

"AH'uopo  di  chiarire  da  quali  sentimenti  movesse  la 
nostra  insurrezione,  conviene  adombrare  alcuni  fatti  del 

quali  fu  naturale  e  semplice  conseguenza. 
Nel  1814  la  Francia  era  solamente  vinta;  I'ltalia  rimase 
conquistata.  L'occupazione  straniera  in  Francia  era  solo 
un  case  fortuito  e  transitorio;  in  Italia  venne  perpetuata 
dal  Congresso  di  Vienna;  ed  oggidi  ancora  si  decanta 
come  un  diritto  dell'Austria  e  come  una  condizione  alia 

paced'Europa..." 

Una  fazione  retrograda  sopravissuta  a  tutte  le  glorie  di 

Napoleone,  accolse  come  una  buona  ventura  I'invasione 

austriaca;  vide  nolle  armi  straniere  la  salvezza  d'ogni 

vieto  pregiudicio;  vi  spero  perfino  uno  strumento  di 

dominio.  Ignara  delle  alte  ragioni  di  State,  immemore 

della  dignita  nazionale,  ella  sogno  di  tenersi  gli  Austriaci 

a  mode  d'una  guardia  di  svizzeri.  Vedendo  i  lore 
battaglioni  invadere  le  sue  citta,  plaudiva  dicendo:  ecco  i 

nostri  soldati;  essi  ci  salveranno  dalla  rivoluzione. 
Codesta  fazione  pago  prodigamente  d'essere  protetta 

dall'esercito  imperiale.  Abbandono  senza  riserva 

all'Austria  il  pubblico  patrimonio;  non  patteggio  misura 

alcuna  all'esorbitanza  delle  imposte.  II  denaro  nostro  fu 

trasportato  con  annua  rapina  a  Vienna;  il  tesoro 

imperiale  pote  ingoiarci  a  quest'ora  due  mila  milioni. 

Cos]  lasciavasi  svenare  la  patria  dallo  straniero,  purche 

difendesse  la  causa  dell'ignoranza. 
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Gabriele  D'Annunzio  (1863  - 1938) 


Gabriele  D'Annunzio  was  born  in  Pescara  in  1863  in  a  family  that  became  rich  thanks 
to  a  rich  inheritance.  He  was  attending  the  prestigious  senior  high  school  specializing  in 
classical  education  "Cicognini  "in  Prato,  a  town  near  Florence,  when  he  still  young  started  his 
literary  activity  by  publishing  his  first  poetries  collection  called  Primo  Vere.  We  can  catch  in 
those  poetries  an  influence  of  Carducci,  but  they  were  already  inspired  by  new  sensual 
naturalism. 

Since  his  youth  he  showed  a  big  passion  for  both  old  and  contemporary  literatures 
together  with  a  keen  desire  to  move  in  fashionable  circles,  by  enjoying  sophisticated  and 
transgressed  life,  away  from  any  mediocrity  form. 

He  lived  in  Rome  from  1881  to  1997,  where  he  shaped  his  image  of  artist  living  his 
life  as  a  Master  Piece,  rich  of  adventures  and  big  loves. 

His  relationship  with  the  actress  Eleonora  Duse  was  famous  and  they  moved  to  Villa 
Capponcina  next  to  Florence  in  1897.  He  lived  in  a  refined  excessive  luxury,  so  that  in  1910 
he  was  obliged  to  move  to  France  in  order  to  elude  his  creditors. 

During  the  period  he  spent  in  Rome  he  worked  and  wrote  for  magazines  and 
newspapers  and  he  published  a  collection  of  poetries  called  Canto  Novo  and  two  collection  of 
tales  called  Terra  Vergine  and  Novelle  della  Pescara. 

Then,  by  the  novels  called  //  Piacere  and  Le  Vergini  delle  Rocce  he  became  one  of  the 
European  Decadents  by  sharing  his  ideals  and  aestheticism  and  supermanism  according  to  his 
own  interpretation  of  the  Nietzsche's  thought,  such  as  the  exaltation  of  the  instinctive  vitality 
and  the  intellectual  superiority.  These  were  the  peculiarities  of  the  exceptional  man,  the  one 
able  to  rise  over  the  mass  of  people,  whose  he  despaired  the  miserable  and  poor  daily  nature. 

The  friendship  with  Eleonara  Duse  leaded  him  to  write  successful  theatrical  works  like 
La  Figlia  di  lorio  in  1903. 

During  the  period  spent  in  Florence  he  wrote  the  Alcyone,  a  poetic  diary  of  a  summer 
spent  in  Tuscany  which  includes  La  Pioggia  nel  Pineto  a  poetry  gifted  with  an  extraordinary 
musicality,  by  which  the  poet  sings  his  deep  unity  with  the  nature. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  first  world  war  he  involved  himself  with  a  fired  interventionist 
policy  and  he  bravely  fought  looking  for  fantastic  and  risky  attempts,  as  La  Beffa  di  Buccari, 
II  Volo  su  Vienna  and  the  occupation  of  the  Fiume  town  together  with  a  team  of  volunteers. 
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During  the  above  attempts  he  was  seriously  injured  on  one  eye  and  in  this  black  period 
he  wrote  the  contemplative  prose  called  Notturno, 

At  the  beginning  he  was  supporter  of  B.  Mussolini,  but  then  he  distanced  himself  from 
him,  and  he  retired  at  the  Vittoriale  a  villa  on  the  Garda  Lake,  where  he  lived  until  his  death 
in  1938. 
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Nacque  a  Pescara  nel  1863,  da  una  famiglia  divenuta  ricca  grazie  ad  un'eredita.  Fu 
iscritto  al  prestigioso  Liceo  Cicognini  di  Prato,  nei  pressi  di  Firenze,  dove  inizio,  ancora 
giovanissimo,  la  sua  attivita  letteraria,  pubblicando  la  raccolta  di  poesie  Primo  Vere.  Vi  si 
avverte  una  certa  influenza  di  Carducci,  ma  gia  con  spunti  di  un  nuovo  naturalismo  sensuale. 

Fin  dai  suoi  anni  giovanili  mostro  una  grande  passione  per  le  letterature  antiche  e 
contemporanee,  unitamente  al  vivo  desiderio  di  frequentare  il  bel  mondo,  godendo  di 
raffmatezze  e  trasgressioni,  lontano  da  ogni  forma  di  mediocrita. 

Visse  a  Roma  dal  1881  al  1897,  costruendovi  la  sua  immagine  di  artista  che  vive  la 
sua  vita  come  se  fosse  un' opera  d'arte,  ricca  di  avventure  e  grandi  amori. 

Famosa  fu  la  lunga  amicizia  con  I'attrice  Eleonora  Duse,  con  la  quale,  nel  1897,  si 
trasferi  nei  pressi  di  Firenze,  nella  villa  La  Capponcina,  vivendo  circondato  da  un  lusso 
raffmato  ed  eccessivo,  tanto  che  nell910  dovette  trasferirsi  in  Francia,  per  sfuggire  ai 
creditori. 

Durante  il  periodo  romano  aveva  coUaborato  con  giornali  e  riviste  e  pubblicato  una 
raccolta  di  poesie.  Canto  Novo,  e  due  raccolte  di  novelle.  Terra  Vergine  e  Novelle  della 
Pescara. 

Successivamente,  con  i  romanzi  II  piacere  e  Le  vergini  delle  rocce  entro  a  far  parte  del 
Decadentismo  europeo,  condividendone  gli  ideali  deU'Estetismo  e  del  Superomismo,  secondo 
una  sua  personale  interpretazione  di  alcuni  aspetti  del  pensiero  di  Nietzsche,  quali 
I'esaltazione  della  vitalita  istintiva  e  della  superiorita  intellettuale,  caratteristiche  dell'uomo 
d'eccezione,  capace  di  elevarsi  sulle  masse,  disprezzandone  la  misera  quotidianita. 

L' amicizia  con  Eleonora  Duse  lo  indusse  a  scrivere  anche  opere  teatrali  che  ebbero 
grande  successo,  come  la  Figlia  di  lorio  del  1903. 

Durante  il  periodo  fiorentino  scrisse  1'  Alcyone,  diario  poetico  di  un'estate  trascorsa  in 
Toscana,  di  cui  fa  parte  La  pioggia  nel  pineto,  poesia  dotata  di  una  straordinaria  musicalita 
con  la  quale  il  poeta  canta  la  fusione  con  la  natura. 

Alio  scoppio  della  guerra  mondiale  si  impegno  in  un'accesa  propaganda  interventista, 
combattendo  poi  coraggiosamente,  anche  alia  ricerca  di  imprese  spettacolari  e  rischiose,  come 
la  beffa  di  Buccari,  il  volo  su  Vienna  e  I'occupazione,  con  un  corpo  di  volontari,  della  citta  di 
Fiume. 

In  tali  imprese  fu  ferito  gravemente  ad  un  occhio  e,  in  questo  periodo  buio,  scrisse  la 
bella  prosa  meditativa  Notturno. 
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Inizialmente  sostenitore  di  Mussolini,  ne  prese  poi  le  distanze,  ritirandosi  a  vivere  nel 
Vittoriale,  villa  sul  lago  di  Garda,  fmo  alia  morte,  avvenuta  nel  1938. 
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The  rain  in  the  pine  forest 
(from  "Alcyone"  1903) 

Through  these  verses  the  poet  relives  and  conveys  us  the 
emotions  he  lived  during  a  walk  in  the  rain  with  his  loved 

one,  amid  the  grass,  the  shrubs  and  the  trees  of  a 
pinewood.  They  feel  in  the  nature  the  palpitations  of  their 

own  lives,  to  such  an  extent  that  it  is  created  a  kind  of 
mysterious  fusion  between  the  vegetation  and  their  bodies, 
while  their  thoughts  open  up  towards  wonderful  dreams. 
In  the  poem  the  themes  of  metamorphosis,  love,  music  as 
evocator  of  the  poetic  words  are  strictly  linked  and  mixed 
up.  The  poet  invites  Hermione  to  be  silent  and  listen  to  the 
music  of  rain.  He  is  attentive  in  order  to  catch  the  different 
gradations  and  the  variuos  modulations  that  the  rain  drops 

on  the  leaves.  Also  the  cicadas  with  their  song  and  the 

frogs  with  their  dull  and  hoarse  cry  take  part  to  this  concerto 

and  the  sounds  get  lost  in  the  shadows  of  a  faraway  place 

(the  sentence  "who  knows  where"  wants  to  create  an 

impression  of  remote  and  faboulous  distance). 

The  symphony  of  the  sounds  leads  the  man  and  his  woman 

in  a  dimension  of  dream,  in  which  the  metamorphosis  rites 

takes  place.  At  first  the  protagonists  merge  with  the  wood, 

then  Hermione  is  likened  to  the  nature  elements  (the  face 

as  a  leave,  the  hair  as  genistas);  she  becomes  more  and 

more  a  wood  nymph,  their  heart  is  like  a  peach,  their  eyes 

like  sources,  the  teeth  like  unripe  almonds. 

Another  of  the  main  themes  of  the  poem  is  the  naturism 

(defined  in  Italian  "Panismo"  from  Pan,  greek  god  of  nature, 

a  sort  of  satyr  with  beard,  horns  and  goat  legs),  that  is  the 

identification  with  the  vegetal  life.  The  "panismo"  of 

D'Annunzio  tends  to  the  humanization  of  nature;  in  the 

nature  the  individual  expands  his  senses  and  converges,  at 

first  phisically  and  then  spiritually. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


La  pioggia  nel  pineto 
(da  "Alcyone"  1903) 

Taci.  Su  le  soglie 

del  bosco  non  odo 

parole  che  did 

umane;  ma  odo 

parole  piu  nuove 

che  parlano  gocciole  e  foglie 

lontane. 

Ascolta.  Piove 

dalle  nuvole  sparse. 

Piove  su  le  tamerici 

salmastre  ed  arse, 

piove  sui  pini 

scagliosi  ed  irti, 

piove  sui  mirti 

divini, 

su  le  ginestre  fulgenti 

di  fieri  accoiti, 

sui  ginestri  foiti 

di  coccole  aulenti, 

piove  sui  nostri  voiti 

silvani, 

piove  sulle  nostre  mani 

ignude, 

sui  nostri  vestimenti 

leggieri, 

su  i  freschi  pensieri 

che  I'anima  schiude 

novella, 

su  la  favola  bella 

che  ieri 

rilluse,  che  oggi  m'illude, 

0  Ermione 

Odi?  La  pioggia  cade 
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su  la  solitaria 

verdura 

con  un  crepitio  che  dura 

e  varia  nell'aria 

secondo  le  fronde 

piu  rade,  men  rade. 

Ascolta.  Risponde 

al  pianto  il  canto 

delle  cicale 

che  il  pianto  australe 

non  impaura, 

ne  il  del  cinerino. 

E  il  pino 

ha  un  suono,  e  il  mirto 

altro  suono,  e  il  ginepro 

altro  ancora,  stromenti 

diversi 

sotto  innumerevoli  dita. 

E  immersi 

noi  siam  nello  spirto 

silvestre, 

d'arborea  vita  viventi; 

e  il  tuo  volto  ebro 

e  molledi  pioggia 

come  un  foglia, 

e  le  tue  chiome 

auliscono  come 

le  chiare  ginestre, 

0  creatura  terrestre 

che  hai  nome 

Ermione. 

Ascolta,  ascolta.  L'accordo 

delle  aeree  cicale 

a  poco  a  poco 

piu  sordo 

si  fa  sotto  il  pianto 

che  cresce; 

ma  un  canto  vi  si  mesce 
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piu  roco 

che  di  laggiu  sale, 

dairumida  ombra  remota. 

piu  sordo  e  piu  fioco 

s'allenta,  si  spegne. 

Sola  una  nota 

ancora  trema,  si  spegne, 

risorge,  treme,  si  spegne. 

Non  s'ode  voce  del  mare. 

Or  s'ode  su  tutta  la  fronda 

crosciare 

I'argentea  pioggia 

che  monda, 

il  croscio  che  varia 

secondo  la  fronda 

piu  folta,  men  folta. 

Ascolta. 

La  figlia  dell'aria 

e  muta;  ma  la  figlia 

del  limo  lontane, 

la  rana, 

canta  nell'ombra  piu  fonda, 

chi  sa  dove,  chi  sa  dove! 

E  piove  su  le  tue  ciglia, 

Ermione. 
Piove  su  le  tue  ciglia  nere 

si  che  par  tu  pianga 

ma  di  piacere;  non  bianca 

ma  quasi  fatta  virente, 

par  da  scorza  tu  esca. 

E  tutta  la  vita  e  in  noi  fresca 

aulente, 

il  cuor  nel  petto  e  come  pesca 

intatta, 

tra  le  palpebre  gli  occhi 

son  come  polle  tra  I'erbe, 

i  denti  negli  alveoli 
son  come  mandorle  acerbe. 
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E  andiam  di  fratta  in  fratta, 

or  congiunti  or  discioiti 

(e  il  verde  vigor  rude 

ci  allaccia  i  malleoli 

c'intrica  i  ginocchi) 

chi  sa  dove,  chi  sa  dove! 

E  piove  su  i  nostri  voiti 

silvani, 

piove  sulle  nostre  mani 

ignude, 

sui  nostri  vestimenti 

leggieri, 

su  i  freschi  pensieri 

che  I'anima  schiude 

novella, 

su  la  favola  bella 

che  ieri 

m'illuse,  cheoggi  t'illude, 

0  Ermione. 
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Edmondo  De  Amicis  (1846  -  1908) 


Born  in  Oneglia  in  1 846,  he  has  been  a  writer  who  has  deeply  influenced  the  ethical 
and  civil  ideas  of  Italians. 

He  came  round  the  Socialism  and  was  able  to  express  the  philanthropic  ideals  of  the 
enlightened  middle  class  of  the  end  of  the  800.  In  this  period  Italy,  after  having  achieved  the 
independence  and  being  under  the  Savoias,  was  trying  to  solve  its  grave  social  problems 
caused  by  the  beginning  of  the  industrialization  process. 

His  masterpiece,  translated  all  over  the  world,  is  the  novel  "Cuore''  ("Heart"  in 
English)  which  is  dedicated  to  the  education  of  the  young  pupils  (who  are  also  the  ideal 
characters  of  the  tales  constituting  the  writing)  and  animated  by  a  deep  and  true  ethical  and 
patriotic  strain.  De  Amicis  died  in  Bordighera  in  1908. 
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Nato  ad  Oneglia  nel  1846  e  morto  a  Bordighera  nel  1908,  e  stato  uno  scrittore  che  ha 
molto  influenzato  la  formazione  morale  e  civile  degli  Italiani. 

Aderi  al  Socialismo  e  seppe  esprimere  gli  ideali  filantropici  della  borghesia  illuminata 
della  fine  dell'Ottocento. 

La  sua  opera  piu  famosa,  tradotta  in  tutto  il  mondo,  e  il  libro  "Cuore":  e  dedicato  alia 
educazione  dei  giovani  scolari  (che  sono  i  personaggi  ideali  dei  diversi  racconti  che 
costituiscono  I'opera)  ed  animato  da  una  profonda  e  sincera  tensione  morale  e  patriottica. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artists] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


300 


[Index] 


From  "Heart"-  The  first  day 
of  school  (1886) 

In  this  selected  passage  from  his  most  famous  novel 
(Heart),  the  author,  who  often  sets  his  stories  in  the  school 
world,  describes  the  sensations  and  feelings  experienced 

the  first  day  of  the  school  year. 
The  protagonist  in  fact,  while  walking  to  the  school,  misses 

the  holidays  in  the  countryside,  the  games,  the  open 

landscapes.  Once  arrived  at  school  he  is  stunned  because 

of  the  noise  and  disappointed  for  having  a  new  teacher.  The 

new  teacher,  in  fact,  seems  to  be  more  severe  and  the 

protagonist  is  afraid  to  have  to  bear  a  school  year  full  of 

heavy  obligations. 

Nevertheless,  at  the  end  of  the  first  lesson,  he  finds  solace 

in  his  mother's  loving  words,  who  has  promised  to  help  him 

to  study. 

Cuore  is  the  most  famous  novel  for  children  in  Italy.  It  was 

issued  on  October  1 886,  the  first  day  of  school  in  Italy.  Its 

success  was  immense:  over  a  few  months,  it  had  been 

printed  in  40  Italian  editions  and  translated  into  tens  of 

languages.  At  least  until  the  fifties,  the  novel  has  been  an 

inevitable  text  in  the  education  of  generations  of  youth.  With 

this  novel  the  writer  tried  a  national  unification  undertaking 

through  a  literary  work,  by  researching  an  accessible 
common  language  for  everybody,  easily  assimilable  but,  at 
the  same  time,  a  work  able  of  taking  on  it  the  ideal  charge, 
necessary  for  the  foundation  of  a  new  nation.  An  operation 
that,  thanks  to  its  extraordinary  outcome,  can  be  compared 
with  the  role  the  television  had,  in  Italy,  after  the  second 

world  war. 

The  book  is  constructed  as  a  diary,  composed  by  enrico  a 

young  student  of  the  elementary  school;  the  child  narrates 

his  days  and,  at  the  end  of  each  month,  the  diary  reports  a 

short  story  (9  in  total)  dictated  by  the  teacher,  in  order  to 

instruct  and  edify  the  students.  Main  characters  of  these 


Da  Cuore  -  II  primo  giorno 
di  scuola  (1886) 

Oggi  primo  giorno  di  scuola.  Passarono  come  un  sogno 

quel  tre  mesi  di  vacanza  in  campagna!  Mia  madre  mi 

condusse  questa  mattina  alia  Sezione  Baretti  a  farmi 

inscrivere  per  la  terza  elementare:  io  pensavo  alia 

campagna  e  andavo  di  mala  voglia.  Tutte  le  strade 

brulicavano  di  ragazzi;  le  due  botteghe  di  libraio  erano 

affollate  di  padri  e  di  madri  che  compravano  zaini, 
cartelle  e  quaderni,  e  davanti  alia  scuola  s'accalcava 
tanta  gente  che  il  bidello  e  la  guardia  civica  duravan 
fatica  a  tenere  sgombra  la  porta.  Vicino  alia  porta,  mi 

sentii  toccare  una  spalla:  era  il  mio  maestro  della 

seconda,  sempre  allegro,  coi  suoi  capelli  rossi  arruffati, 

che  mi  disse:  -  Dunque,  Enrico,  siamo  separati  per 

sempre?  -  Io  Io  sapevo  bene;  eppure  mi  fecero  pena 

quelle  parole.  Entrammo  a  stento.  Signore,  signori, 

donne  del  popolo,  operai,  ufficiali,  nonne,  serve,  tutti  coi 

ragazzi  per  una  mano  e  i  libretti  di  promozione  nell'altra, 

empivan  la  stanza  d'entrata  e  le  scale,  facendo  un 

ronzio  che  pareva  d'entrare  in  un  teatro.  Lo  rividi  con 

piacere  quel  grande  camerone  a  terrene,  con  le  porte 

delle  sette  classi,  dove  passai  per  tre  anni  quasi  tutti  i 

giorni.  Cera  folia,  le  maestro  andavano  e  venivano.  La 

mia  maestra  della  prima  superiore  mi  saluto  di  sulla 

porta  della  classe  e  mi  disse:  -  Enrico,  tu  vai  al  piano  di 

sopra,  quest'anno;  non  ti  vedro  nemmen  piu  passare!  -  e 

mi  guardo  con  tristezza.  II  Direttore  aveva  intorno  delle 

donne  tutte  affannate  perche  non  c'era  piu  posto  per  i 

lore  figliuoli,  e  mi  parve  ch'egli  avesse  la  barba  un  poco 

piu  bianca  che  I'anno  passato.  Trovai  del  ragazzi 

cresciuti,  ingrassati.  Al  plan  terrene,  dove  s'eran  gia 

fatte  le  ripartizioni,  c'erano  del  bambini  delle  prime 

inferiori  che  non  volevano  entrare  nella  classe  e 

s'impuntavano  come  somarelli,  bisognava  che  li 
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tirassero  dentro  a  forza;  e  alcuni  scappavano  dai  banchi; 

altri,  al  veder  andar  via  i  parenti,  si  mettevano  a 

piangere,  e  questi  dovevan  tornare  indietro  a  consolarii 

0  a  ripigliarseli,  e  le  maestro  si  disperavano.  II  mio 

piccolo  fratello  fu  messo  nella  classe  della  maestra 

Delcati;  io  dal  maestro  Perboni,  su  al  prime  piano.  Alle 

died  eravamo  tutti  in  classe:  cinquantaquattro:  appena 

quindici  o  sedici  del  miei  compagni  della  seconda,  fra  i 

quali  Derossi,  quelle  che  ha  sempre  il  prime  premio.  Mi 

parve  cosi  piccola  e  triste  la  scuola  pensando  ai  boschi, 

alle  montagne  dove  passai  Testate!  Anche  ripensavo  al 

mio  maestro  di  seconda,  cosi  buono,  che  rideva  sempre 

con  noi,  e  piccolo,  che  pareva  un  nostro  compagno,  e  mi 

rincresceva  di  non  vederlo  piu  la,  coi  suoi  capelli  rossi 

arruffati.  II  nostro  maestro  e  alto,  senza  barba  coi  capelli 

grigi  e  lunghi,  e  ha  una  ruga  diritta  sulla  fronte;  ha  la 

voce  grossa,  e  ci  guarda  tutti  fisso,  I'un  dope  I'altro, 

come  per  leggerci  dentro;  e  non  ride  mai.  Io  dicevo  tra 

me:  -  Ecco  il  prime  giorno.  Ancora  novo  mesi.  Quanti 

lavori,  quanti  esami  mensili,  quante  fatiche!  -  Avevo 

proprio  bisogno  di  trovar  mia  madre  all'uscita  e  corsi  a 

baciarle  la  mano.  Essa  mi  disse:  -  Coraggio  Enrico! 

Studieremo  insieme.  -  E  tornai  a  casa  contento.  Ma  non 

ho  piu  il  mio  maestro,  con  quel  sorriso  buono  e  allegro, 

e  non  mi  par  piu  bella  come  prima  la  scuola. 
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Emilio  De  Marchi  (1851  - 1901) 


The  writer  is  deeply  linked  to  the  town  of  Milan,  where  he  was  born  in  1851  and 
where  he  has  been  living  almost  all  life  long.  He  is  one  of  the  most  important  exponents  of 
the  Lombard  Realism. 

This  literary  movement,  growing  up  in  the  second  half  of  the  nineteenth  century,  was 
progressively  replacing  the  Romanticism  ideals  with  the  economical  categories  of  the  second 
industrial  revolution,  bringing  the  authors  to  replace  the  lyrical  expression  of  their  feelings 
with  the  description  of  the  reality. 

De  Marchi  wrote,  in  1890,  the  novel  "Demetrio  PianellF,  in  which  he  doesn't  narrate 
any  heroic  or  exceptional  facts,  but  only  little  and  simple  daily  events  with  an  intentionally 
modest  style  in  order  to  participate  to  the  described  reality. 

The  tone  of  his  works  is  sometimes  melancholic  because  of  the  emotional  sufferings 
and  the  social  difficulties  the  characters  have  to  face.  Besides  the  writing  activity,  the  author 
devoted  himself  to  the  teaching;  he  also  had  some  administrative  assignments  by  the 
municipality  of  Milan,  the  town  where  he  died  in  1901. 
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E  uno  scrittore  profondamente  legato  alia  citta  di  Milano,  dove  nacque  nel  1851  e 
dove  trascorse  quasi  tutta  la  sua  vita,  divenendo  il  rappresentante  del  Verismo  lombardo. 

Questo  movimento  letterario  si  andava  affermando  nella  seconda  meta  dell'Ottocento, 
quando  a  molti  degli  ideali  del  Romanticismo  si  sono  sostituite  le  categoric  economiche  della 
Seconda  Rivoluzione  Industriale  e  gli  scrittori  hanno  sostituito  I'espressione  lirica  dei  loro 
sentimenti  con  la  descrizione  della  realta. 

De  Marchi  ha  scritto,  nel  1890,  il  romanzo  "Demetrio  Pianelli",  nel  quale  non  sono 
narrate  vicende  eroiche  od  eccezionali,  bensi  piccoli  e  semplici  fatti  quotidiani,  con  uno  stile 
volutamente  modesto  per  aderire  alia  realta  descritta. 
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II  tono  delle  pagine  di  questa  e  delle  altre  opere  dello  stesso  autore  e  talvolta 
malinconico,  per  le  sofferenze  sentimentali  e  le  difficolta  social!  che  i  personaggi  devono 
affrontare.  Oltre  aH'attivita  di  scrittore,  egli  si  dedico  anche  airinsegnamento  ed  ebbe 
incarichi  amministrativi  per  il  Municipio  di  Milano,  citta  dove  mori  nel  1901. 
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Boredom 
(1899) 

In  these  verses  the  poet  describes,  using  sometimes  sad 

words,  his  inner  attitude:  the  boredom. 

It  is  not  a  pain,  which  would  allow  him  to  feel  alive,  but  a 

sense  of  existential  void  which  seems  to  deprive  meaning  to 

life.  His  lack  of  hope  represents  the  vision  of  future  like  a 

desert  sea.  The  poem  belongs  to  the  collection  "Old  poems 

and  new  ones"  in  which  the  author,  even  though  sometimes 

is  attracted  by  the  refinement  of  the  "new  style"  never 

deserts  the  style  forms  and  procedures  of  the  old  times;  in 

fact  he  respect  only  a  precept:  the  good  writing,  the 

necessity  of  writing  when  there  is  the  good  inspiration. 

The  collection  is  divided  in  three  parts,  each  one  with  a 

suggestive  title.  The  first  one  is  entitled  "The  secret 

thoughts",  the  second  one  "The  wandering  images",  the  third 

one  "The  innermost  senses".  The  reader,  in  the  poems  can 

follow  the  unconfortable  feelings  and  the  continous 
struggling  of  the  modern  spirit,  facing  questions,  problems, 
misteries  which  sound  insoluble  and  incomprehensible;  in 
the  poet's  work,  the  reader  can  experience  heart  beat  of  a 

man  who  has  passed  by  the  life  troubles  and  is  able  to 

transmit  his  emotion,  deep  but  not  daunting,  not  hopeless, 

not  desperate. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Ora  di  tedio 
(1899) 

Non  il  piangere,  no,  tedio  e  il  sentire 
Morire  in  mezzo  al  core  la  speranza: 
Non  il  morir,  ma  il  non  poter  morire, 

Quando  non  piu  che  la  memoria  avanza. 
Non  I'onda  umana,  non  la  furibonda 
Tempesta  al  marinar  reca  tormento: 

Ma  il  deserto  del  mar  senza  una  sponda. 

Ma  il  legno  infranto  e  non  un  fil  di  vento. 
Non  dir  tu  che  la  man  stendi  per  via 

Che  il  chieder  pane  e  una  miseria  infame, 

E  piu  miseria,  e  piu  malinconia 

Viver  tra  i  vivi  e  non  aver  piu  fame. 

Arder  nel  fuoco  e  far  dal  fuoco  uscire 

Una  fiammante  idea,  gemer  in  croce 

E  dalla  croce  il  mondo  benedire 

Come  Gesu  colla  morente  voce, 

Questa  che  il  cor  distrugge  od  affatica 

Od  altra  ancora  piu  nemica  sorte 

Ti  salvi  dal  languir  misera  ortica, 

Non  morto,  no,  ma  segno  della  morte. 

Pur  ch'io  senta  il  mio  cor,  fategli  intorno 

Di  spine  una  corona  e  pur  ch'io  viva 

Mi  basta  il  breve  luccicar  d'un  giorno 

Di  grande  incendio  scintilluzza  viva. 
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Grazia  Deledda  (1871  - 1936) 


Grazia  Deledda  was  born  in  Nuoro,  Sardinia,  in  1871,  in  a  family  of  landowners.  She 
achieved  her  literary  education  as  an  autodidact,  encouraged  by  her  father  who  dabbled  in 
dialectal  poetry  and  used  to  organize  cultural  debates. 

In  1900,  thanks  to  her  marriage  with  a  government  employee,  she  moved  to  Rome 
where  she  became  more  and  more  famous  and  well  know;  in  fact,  in  1926,  she  won  the  Nobel 
prize  for  literature.  This  award  contributed  to  make  her  works  well  known  all  over  the  world. 

Her  writings  are  characterized  by  strong  themes,  such  as  hidden  or  troubled  passions, 
great  loves  and  great  sorrows,  lived  in  the  background  of  the  Sardinian  land,  rich  in  contrasts 
as  a  lot  of  her  characters. 

Her  best  novels  are  Elias  Portolu,  written  in  1900,  Canne  al  vento  written  in  1913  and 
Cosima,  an  autobiographical  novel  which  was  published  after  the  author's  death.  Grazia 
Deledda,  in  fact,  had  passed  away  in  1936  in  Rome.  The  leading  characters  of  her  works  are 
characterized  either  by  some  Verism  features  such  as  the  hardness  of  life,  or  by  some 
Decadentism  ones,  with  reference  to  their  delicate  sensitivity. 
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Nacque  a  Nuoro  nel  1871,  da  una  famiglia  di  piccoli  proprietari  terrieri.  Compi  la  sua 
formazione  letteraria  da  autodidatta,  favorita  dal  padre  che  si  dilettava  di  poesia  dialettale  ed 
organizzava  dibattiti  culturali. 

Nel  1900,  grazie  al  suo  matrimonio  con  un  funzionario  dello  stato,  si  trasferi  a  Roma, 
dove  divenne  ben  presto  famosa,  fmo  ad  ottenere,  nel  1926,  il  Premio  Nobel  per  la 
Letteratura.  Questo  riconoscimento  contribui  a  far  conoscere  le  sue  opere  in  tutto  il  mondo. 

I  suoi  scritti  sono  caratterizzati  da  tematiche  forti,  quali  passioni  nascoste  o 
tormentate,  grandi  amori  e  grandi  dolori,  vissuti  suUo  sfondo  della  terra  sarda,  ricca  di 
contrasti  come  molti  suoi  personaggi. 
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I  suoi  romanzi  piu  belli  sono  Elias  Portolu,  del  1900,  Canne  al  vento,  del  1913,  e 
Cosima,  romanzo  autobiografico  che  fu  pubblicato  postumo  nel  1937.  Infatti  la  scrittrice  si 
era  spenta  a  Roma  nel  1936. 1  protagonisti  delle  sue  opere  sono  caratterizzati  sia  da  tratti  tipici 
del  Verismo,  quali  la  durezza  della  loro  vita,  sia  da  tratti  propri  del  Decadentismo,  quali  la 
loro  delicata  sensibilita. 
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While  the  East  Wind  Blows 
(1905) 

According  to  an  ancient  Sardinian  legend,  the  bodies  of 
those  who  are  born  on  Christmas  Eve  will  never  dissolve 

into  dust  but  are  preserved  until  the  end  of  time. 

Now  this  was  the  natural  subject  of  conversation  in  the 

house  of  the  rich  peasant  Diddinu  Frau,  called  Zio  (uncle) 

Diddinu.  His  daughter's  fiance,  Predu  Tasca,  raised  the 

objection: 

"But  for  what  purpose?  To  what  use  is  our  body  to  us  when 

we  are  dead?" 

"Well,"  answered  the  peasant,  "isn't  it  a  divine  grace  not  to 

be  reduced  to  ashes?  And  when  we  arrive  at  the  universal 

judgment,  would  it  not  be  wonderful  to  find  one's  body 

intact?" 

"Pooh,  would  it  really  be  that  great?"  Predu  replied,  looking 

very  skeptical. 

"Listen,  my  son-in-law,"  the  peasant  exclaimed,  "the  topic  is 

a  good  one.  Shall  we  sing  about  it  tonight?" 

We  ought  to  be  aware  that  Uncle  Diddinu  was  an 

extemporaneous  poet,  like  his  father  had  been  and  his 

grandfather,  too.  Joyfully  he  seized  every  opportunity  to 

propose  a  contest  of  extemporaneous  song,  especially 

whenever  there  were  poets  around  who  were  less  skillful 

than  himself. 
"Oh,"  Maria  Franzisca  observed,  making  herself  as  graceful 
as  she  could  since  her  beloved  looked  at  her,  "the  argument 

is  a  little  gloomy." 
"Shut  up!  You  can  go  to  bed!"  the  father  shouted  rudely  at 

her. 
Although  he  was  a  poet,  Diddinu  was  a  wild  and  brutal  man 

who  dealt  severely  with  his  family,  in  particular  with  his 
daughters.  His  family  respected  him,  but  they  all  feared  him. 
In  the  presence  of  her  father,  Maria  Franzisca  would  hardly 


Mentre  soffia  il  levante 
(1905) 

Un'antica  leggenda  sarda  afferma  che  il  corpo  degli 
uomini  nati  nella  vigilia  di  Natale  non  si  dissolvera  mai 

fino  alia  fine  del  secoli. 
Si  parlava  appunto  di  cio  in  casa  di  zio  Diddinu  Frau, 

ricco  contadino,  e  Predu  Tasca,  il  fidanzato  della 

figliuola  di  zio  Diddinu,  domandava:  -  Ed  a  che  serve 

cio?  Che  possiamo  farcene  del  corpo,  dopo  che  siamo 

morti? 

-Ebbene,  -  rispose  il  contadino,  -  non  e  una  grazia  divina 

non  essere  ridotti  in  cenere?  E  quando  arrivera  il 

giudizio  universale,  non  sara  una  cosa  bellissima 

ritrovare  intatto  il  proprio  corpo? 
-  Poh,  chi  lo  sa?  -  disse  Predu  con  fare  scettico. 

-  Senti,  genero  mio,  -  esclamo  il  contadino,  - 

I'argomento  e  buono;  vogliamo  stanotte  cantarlo? 

Bisogna  sapere  che  zio  Diddinu  e  un  poeta 

estemporaneo,  come  lo  erano  suo  padre  e  suo  nonno; 

egli  coglie  con  gioia  tutte  le  occasioni  per  proporre  una 

gara  di  canto  estemporaneo  a  poeti  meno  abili  di  lui. 

-  Oh,  -  osservo  Maria  Franzisca,  facendo  la  graziosa 
perche  il  fidanzato  la  osservava,  I'argomento  e  poco 

allegro. 

-  Tu,  stai  zitta!  Tu  andrai  a  letto!  -  grido  il  padre  con 
voce  rude.  Benche  poeta,  egli  era  un  uomo  rozzo,  che 

trattava  la  famiglia,  specialmente  le  figliuole,  con 
severita  quasi  selvaggia.  E  la  famiglia  lo  rispettava  e  lo 

temeva.  In  presenza  del  padre  Maria  Franzisca  non 
osava  neppure  sedersi  accanto  al  suo  Predu  (del  resto 

la  moda  del  paese  voleva  che  i  fidanzati  stessero  a 
rispettosa  distanza)  e  si  contentava  di  civettar  con  lui  da 

lontano,  affascinandolo  con  le  mosse  della  bella 
persona  fiorente  entro  il  pittoresco  vestito  di  scarlatto  o 
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have  dared  to  sit  down  close  to  her  dear  Predu.  According 

to  the  custom  of  engaged  couples,  she  kept  a  distance  from 

her  fiance,  only  to  charm  him  more,  enticing  him  with  the 

lovely  movements  of  her  body,  veiled  in  the  fleecy  scarlet 

vest  embroidered  with  flowers,  and  the  blazes  of  her 

turquoise-green,  almond-shaped  eyes. 

From  the  collection  "I  giuochi  della  vita"  (1905) 

Translated  by:  Anders  Hallengren 


di  orbace,  e  soprattutto  con  gli  sguardi  degli  ardenti 

occhi  d'un  turchino  verdognolo,  grandi  come  due 

mandorle  mature. 

Dalla  raccolta  "I  giuochi  della  vita"  (1905) 
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Ugo  Foscolo  (1778  -  1827) 


Ugo  Foscolo  was  born  in  Zante  in  1778,  a  little  island  in  the  Ionian  sea  which 
belonged  to  the  Venetian  Republic,  he  spent  there  his  first  youth  and  he  always  missed  it  (as 
in  his  "SonettF),  when  he  left  it  for  ever.  He  moved  to  Venice,  where  he  joined  the  liberal 
ideals;  he  believed  in  them  all  life  long  ,  fighting  for  their  achievement  and  facing  poverty  and 
the  exile  (he  in  fact  died  in  London  in  1827;  in  this  town  where  at  first  he  had  great  social 
success  and  later,  having  spent  his  earnings,  he  was  forced  to  give  lessons  and  write  articles 
and  for  several  years). 

His  struggle  for  the  liberation  of  the  Lombardo-Veneto  region  from  the  Habsburgs 
domination  will  be  one  of  the  major  subjects  of  his  works. 

He  had  been  living  in  Milan,  Pavia,  Boulogne  and  Florence:  in  this  last  town,  rich  in 
works  of  arts,  he  devoted  himself  to  the  composition  of  a  poem  dedicated  to  the  "Graces",  in 
which  he  summons  up  the  classical  beauty  and  the  civilizing  mission  of  the  Art. 

Part  of  his  literary  production  is  in  fact  linked  to  the  Neo-Classicism,  a  cultural 
movement  contemporary  to  the  Napoleonic  Empire,  which  exalts  and  imitates  the  formal 
perfection  of  the  classical  works,  either  Greek  or  Roman  . 

In  some  other  important  works,  instead,  the  Romanticism  inspiration  prevails  and  it  is 
particularly  bonded  to  the  themes  of  Love,  Homeland  and  Death,  which  is  not  seen  as  the  end 
of  all  but  as  a  reality  which  can  nourish  the  memories  of  he  beloved  people  and  the  wish  to 
follow  their  examples  (in  1807  Foscolo  wrote  the  poem  I  sepolcri,  which  may  be  described  as 
a  sublime  effort  to  seek  refuge  in  the  past  from  the  misery  of  the  present  and  the  darkness  of 
the  future). 

Another  important  work  of  Foscolo  is  the  novel  "Le  ultime  lettere  di  Jacopo  Ortis'' 
which  was  described  by  the  1911  Encylopedia  Britannica  as  a  more  politicized  version  of 
Goethe's  "The  Sorrows  of  Young  Werther,  for  the  hero  of  Foscolo  embodies  the  mental 
sufferings  and  suicide  of  an  undeceived  Italian  patriot  just  as  the  hero  of  Goethe  places  before 
us  the  too  delicate  sensitiveness  embittering  and  at  last  cutting  short  the  life  of  a  private 
German  scholar."  The  story  of  Foscolo,  like  that  of  Goethe,  had  a  groundwork  of  melancholy 
fact. 
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Nacque  e  trascorse  la  sua  prima  giovinezza  a  Zante,  piccola  isola  del  Mare  lonio,  che 
ricordera  con  nostalgia  (come  nei  suoi  "SonettF),  quando  ne  sara  ormai  lontano. 

Si  trasferi,  infatti,  a  Venezia,  dove  aderi  agli  ideali  liberali,  ai  quali  resto  fedele  per 
tutta  la  vita,  combattendo  per  la  loro  realizzazione  ed  affrontando  per  essi  la  miseria  e  I'esilio 
(morra  a  Londra  nel  1827). 

Visse  a  Milano,  Pavia,  Bologna  e  Firenze:  in  questa  citta,  ricca  di  opere  d'arte,  si 
dedico  alia  composizione  di  un  poema  dedicato  alle  "Grazie",  nel  quale  rievoca  la  bellezza 
classica  e  la  funzione  civilizzatrice  dell' Arte. 

Una  parte  della  sua  produzione  letteraria,  infatti,  e  legata  al  Neo-classicismo, 
movimento  culturale  contemporaneo  all'Impero  napoleonico,  che  esalta  ed  imita  la  perfezione 
formale  delle  opere  classiche,  sia  greche  che  romane. 

In  altre  opere,  invece,  prevale  I'ispirazione  romantica,  legata  ai  temi  dell'Amore,  della 
Patria  e  della  Morte,  interpretata  non  come  la  fine  di  tutto,  bensi  come  quella  realta  che 
alimenta  il  ricordo  delle  persone  amate  ed  il  desiderio  di  imitare  i  loro  grandi  esempi. 
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To  Zakynthos 
(1802-1803) 

Nor  ever  more  to  touch  the  sacred  shores 

Where  I  was  cradled  as  a  tiny  boy, 

Zakynthos  mine,  mirroring  in  the  waves 

Of  the  Greek  sea  whence  Venus,  virgin,  rose 

And  with  her  first  smile  fecundated  all 

Those  islands,  so  thy  fronds  and  limpid  clouds 

Entered  unsilenced  the  illustrious  tale 

Of  him  who  sang  the  fateful  waters  and 

The  roaming  exile  from  whose  changing  paths 

Ulysses,  splendid  with  ill-luck  and  fame. 

Returned  to  kiss  his  rocky  Ithaca. 

Naught  else  thy  son  can  give  thee  but  his  song, 

0  my  maternal  earth:  for  us  stern  fate 

Prescribed  an  unlamented  burial. 

Translated  by:  Carl  Selph,  1999 


A  Zacinto 
(1802-1803) 

Ne  piu  mai  tocchero  le  sacre  sponde 

ove  il  mio  corpo  fanciulletto  giacque, 

Zacinto  mia,  che  te  specchi  nell'onde 

del  greco  mar  da  cui  vergine  nacque 

Venere,  e  fea  quelle  isole  feconde 

col  suo  prime  sorriso,  onde  non  tacque 

le  tue  limpide  nubi  e  le  tue  fronde 

I'inclito  verso  di  colui  che  I'acque 

canto  fatali,  ed  il  diverse  esiglio 

per  cui  bello  di  fama  e  di  sventura 

bacio  la  sua  petrosa  Itaca  Ulisse. 

Tu  non  altro  che  il  canto  avrai  del  figlio, 

0  materna  mia  terra;  a  noi  prescrisse 

il  fato  illacrimata  sepoltura. 
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Giuseppe  Giusti  (1809  - 1850) 


Tuscan  satirical  poet,  he  was  born  in  1809  in  a  small  village  near  Pistoia  in  a  rich  and 
cultivated  family.  At  twelve  Giusti  was  sent  to  school  at  Florence,  and  afterwards  to  Pistoia 
and  Lucca  and  during  those  years  he  wrote  his  first  verses.  In  1826  he  went  to  study  law  in 
Pisa  but,  disliking  the  study,  he  spent  eight  years  in  the  course,  instead  of  the  customary  four. 

Having  at  last  entered  the  legal  profession,  he  left  Pisa  to  went  to  Florence,  nominally 
to  practise,  but  really  to  enjoy  life  in  the  capital  of  Tuscany.  It  was  then  he  wrote  his  finest 
verses,  by  means  of  which,  although  his  poetry  was  not  yet  collected  in  a  volume,  but  for 
some  years  passed  from  hand  to  hand,  his  name  gradually  became  famous.  The  greater  part  of 
his  poems  were  published  clandestinely  at  Lugano  in  Switzerland,  at  no  little  risk,  as  the  work 
was  destined  to  undermine  the  Austrian  rule  in  Italy. 

The  poetry  of  Giusti,  under  a  light  trivial  aspect,  has  a  lofty  civilizing  significance. 
The  type  of  his  satire  is  entirely  original,  and  it  had  also  the  great  merit  of  appearing  at  the 
right  moment,  of  wounding  judiciously,  of  sustaining  the  part  of  the  comedy  that  "castigat 
ridendo  mores."  Hence  his  verse,  apparently  jovial,  was  received  by  the  scholars  and 
politicians  of  Italy  in  all  seriousness. 

He  shared  the  liberal  principles  of  the  Florentine  and  Milanese  middle  class  and  was  a 
close  friend  of  Manzoni,  who  is  mentioned  in  his  celebrated  composition  "Sant'Ambrogio'\ 
Manzoni  himself  in  some  of  his  letters  showed  a  hearty  admiration  of  the  genius  of  Giusti. 

In  this  poem,  the  verses  of  which  are  at  times  humorous  and  at  times  emotional,  he 
meditates  on  History  which  often,  because  of  some  kings  thirsty  of  power  and  richness, 
breaks  up  people  who,  instead,  could  live  in  peace  and  friendship.  In  his  poetry  we  can  also 
find  a  lot  of  allusions  to  the  oppression  wielded  by  the  Habsburg  Empire  in  Italy  and  in  some 
other  central  Europe  Countries  (such  as  Bohemia). 
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Poeta  satirico  toscano,  nacque  nel  1809  nei  pressi  di  Pistoia,  studio  a  Pisa  e  mori  a 
Firenze  nel  1850. 
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Condivise  gli  ideali  liberali  della  borghesia  fiorentina  e  milanese  e  fu  amico  di 
Alessandro  Manzoni,  che  egli  ricorda  nel  suo  componimento  poetico  piu  celebre: 
"Sant'Ambrogio". 

In  questa  poesia,  i  cui  versi  sono  talvolta  scherzosi  e  talaltra  commossi,  egli  medita 
suUa  Storia  che  spesso  divide,  con  la  complicita  di  sovrani  avidi  di  ricchezze  e  di  potere, 
popoli  che  potrebbero  essere  amici  e  vivere  in  pace. 
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Sant'Ambrogio 
(1845) 

In  this  poem  ,  deep  and  humorous  at  the  same  time,  the 

Tuscan  poet  expresses  the  feelings  of  humanity  and 

brotherhood  he  felt  in  his  heart  one  morning,  in  an 

unpredictable  way,  towards  the  soldiers  of  the  Austrian  army 

that  occupied  the  Lombardy  in  that  period. 

That  day,  he  had  entered,  by  pure  chance,  the  Saint 

Ambrogio's  church  in  Milan  and  found  it  full  of  those  enemy 

soldiers;  but  listening  to  their  heartsick  chants,  full  of 

nostalgia  for  the  far  homeland,  he  had  realized  that  those 

soldiers  were  victims  of  an  oppression  policy,  just  as  as 

Italians.  The  poetry  of  Giusti  under  a  light  trivial  aspect,  has 

a  lofty  civilizing  significance.  The  type  of  his  satire  is  entirely 

original  and  it  had  also  the  great  merit  of  appearing  at  the 

right  moment,  of  wounding  judiciously,  of  sustaining  the  part 

of  the  comedy  that  "punishes,  by  laughing,  habits".  Hence 

his  verses  apparently  jovial,  was  received  by  the  scholars 

and  politicians  of  Italy  in  all  seriousness  .  Alessandro 
Manzoni  in  some  of  his  letters  showed  a  hearty  admiration 
of  the  genius  of  Giusti;  and  the  weak  Austrian  and  Bourbon 
governments  regarded  them  as  of  the  gravest  importance. 
His  poetry  is  directed  against  social  abuses  of  many  sorts, 
and  at  the  same  time  they  express  a  longing  for  political  and 

moral  regeneration.  In  view  of  the  frankness  and  the 
acritude  with  which  he  assailed  the  grand-ducal  government 

and  the  Austrians,  it  is  surprising  that  he  escaped  the 

dungeon  to  which  so  many  other  Italian  patriots  of  the  time 

were  condemned. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Sant'Ambrogio 
(1845) 

Vostra  eccellenza  che  mi  sta  in  cagnesco/  Per  que' 

pochi  scherzucci  di  dozzina  , 

e  mi  gabella  per  anti-tedesco  /  perche  metto  le  birbe  alia 

berlina, 
0  senta  il  case  avvenuto  di  fresco  /  a  me,  che  girellando 

una  mattina, 
capito  in  Sant'  Ambrogio  di  Milano,/  in  quelle  vecchio,  la 

fuori  di  mano. 
M'era  compagno  il  figlio  giovinetto/  D'un  di  que'  capi  un 

po'  pericolosi, 

di  quel  tal  Sandro,  autor  d'un  romanzetto/  ove  si  tratta  di 

Promessi  Sposi... 

Che  fa  il  nesci,  Eccellenza?  0  non  I'ha  letto?/  Ah, 

intendo:  il  suo  cervel,  Dio  lo  riposi, 
in  tutt'altra  faccende  affacendato,  /  a  questa  roba  e 

morto  e  sotterrato. 

Entro,  e  ti  trovo  un  pieno  di  soldati,/  di  que'  soldati 

settentrionali, 

come  sarebbe  Boemi  e  Croati,  /  messi  qui  nella  vigna  a 

fardapali: 
di  fatto  se  ne  stavano  impalati,/  come  sogliano  in  faccia 

a'  generali, 

CO'  baffi  di  copecchio  e  con  que'  musi,/  davanti  a  Dio 

diritti  come  fusi. 

Mi  tenni  indietro;  che  piovuto  in  mezzo  /  Di  quella 

marmaglia,  io  non  lo  nego 

D'aver  provato  un  sense  di  ribrezzo  /  Che  lei  non  prova 

in  grazia  dell'impiego. 
Sentiva  un  afa,  un  abito  di  lezzo:  /  scusi,  Eccellenza,  mi 

parean  di  sego, 

in  quella  bella  casa  del  Signore,  /  fin  le  candele  dell'altar 

maggiore. 
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Ma  in  quella  che  s'appresta  il  sacerdote  /  a  consacrar  la 

mistica  vivanda 
di  subita  dolcezza  mi  percuote  /  su,  di  verso  I'altare,  un 

suon  di  banda. 
Dalle  trombe  di  guerra  uscian  le  note  /  Come  di  voce 

che  si  raccomanda 

D'una  gente  che  gema  in  duri  stenti  /  e  de'  perduti  beni 

si  rammenti 

Era  un  coro  del  Verdi;  il  coro  a  Dio  /  La  de'  Lombardi 

miseri,  assetati; 
quelle:  0  Signore,  dal  tetto  natio,  /  che  tanti  petti  ha 

scossi  e  inebriati. 
Ricominciai  a  non  esser  piu  io  /  E,  come  se  que'  cosi 

doventati 

Fossero  gente  della  nostra  gente,  /  entrai  nel  branco 

involontariamente. 

Che  vuol  ella,  Eccellenza,  il  pezzo  e  bello,  /  poi  nostro,  e 

poi  suonato  come  va; 
e  coH'arte  di  mezzo,  e  col  cervello  /  date  all'arte,  I'ubbie 

si  buttan  la. 
Ma  cessato  che  fu,  dentro  bel  bello  /  Io  ritornava  a  star 

come  la  sa; 
quand'eccoti,  per  farmi  un  altro  tiro  /  da  quelle  bocche 

che  parean  di  ghiro, 

un  cantico  tedesco  lento  lento  /  per  I'aer  sacro  a  Dio 

mosse  le  penne: 

era  preghiera,  e  mi  parean  lamento,  /  d'un  suono  grave, 

flabile,  solenne, 
tal  che  sempre  nell'anima  Io  sento;  /  e  mi  stupisco  che  in 

quelle  cotenne, 

in  quel  fantocci  esotici  di  legno,  /  potesse  I'armonia  fine 

a  quel  segno. 

Sentia  nell'inno  la  dolcezza  amara  /  De'canti  uditi  da 

fanciullo;  il  core 
Che  da  voce  domestica  gl'impara,/  ce  li  ripete  il  giorni 

del  dolore;/ 
un  pensier  mesto  della  madre  cara,un  desiderio  di  pace 
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e  d'amore, 
uno  sgomento  di  lontano  esilio,che  mi  faceva  andare  in 

visibilio.  / 
E  quando  tacque,  mi  lascio  pensoso/  Di  pensieri  piu  forti 

e  piu  soavi. 

Costor,  dicea  tra  me,  re  pauroso,/  schiavi  gli  spinge  per 

tenerci  schiavi; 

gli  spinge  di  Croazia  e  di  Boemme,/  come  mandre  a 

svernar  nelle  maremme. 

A  dura  vita,  a  dura  disciplina,  muti,  derisi,  solitari  stanno, 

strumenti  ciechi  d'occhiuta  rapina 

che  lor  non  tocca  e  che  forse  non  sanno;/  e  quet'odio, 

che  mai  non  avvicina 
il  popolo  lombardo  all'allemanno,  /  giova  a  chi  regna 

dividendo,  e  teme 
popoli  avversi  affratellati  insieme.  /  Povera  gente! 

Lontana  da'  suoi, 
in  un  paese  qui  che  vuol  male,  /  chi  sa  che  in  fondo 

all'anima  po'  poi 

non  mandi  a  quel  paese  il  principale!  /  Gioco  che  I' 

hanno  in  tasca  come  noi. 

Qui,  se  non  fuggo,  abbraccio  un  caporale,colla  su'  brava 

mazza  di  nocciolo, 

duro  e  piantato  li  come  un  piolo. 
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Guido  Gozzano  (1883  -  1916) 


He  spent  most  of  his  short  Ufe  in  Torino  where  he  was  born  in  1883.  He  committed 
himself  to  poetry.  At  the  beginning  he  followed  D'Annunzio's  style  but  afterwards  he  rejected 
it  completely  and  opted  for  the  intimistic  attitudes  of  the  European  Decadentism,  in  particular 
the  French  movement. 

He  lost  his  faith  in  the  too  great  ideals  and  preferred  to  dedicate  himself  to  the  humble 
living,  which  was  what  the  currect  of  Crepuscolarismo  held  up  as  beliefs.  He  published  two 
anthologies  of  melancholic  poems  La  voce  del  rifugio  in  1907  and  I  colloqui  in  1911. 
Although  he  started  suffering  from  phthisis  he  could  benefit  from  his  poetical  success  before 
dying  in  1916. 
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Trascorse  la  sua  breve  vita  quasi  ininterrottamente  a  Torino,  dove  era  nato  nel  1883. 
Dedicatosi  alia  poesia,  agli  inizi  segui  la  linea  di  D'Annunzio,  che  poi  rinneghera 
apertamente,  preferendo  atteggiamenti  intimistici  propri  di  una  parte  del  Decadentismo 
europeo,  in  particolare  francese. 

Perduta  la  fiducia  nei  grandi  e  troppo  ostentati  ideali,  scelse  di  dedicarsi  agli  aspetti 
umili  del  vivere  quotidiano,  seguendo  la  corrente  del  Crepuscolarismo.  Pubblico  due  raccolte 
di  poesie.  La  voce  del  rifugio,  del  1907,  e  I  colloqui,  del  1911,  dal  tono  piuttosto  dimesso  e 
malinconico.  Ammalatosi  di  tisi,  pote  godere  di  un  buon  successo  letterario,  prima  di 
spengersi  nel  1916. 
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The  difference 
(1907) 

This  poem  is  about  the  difference  between  manl<ind  and 
other  beings:  it  is  the  awareness  of  being  mortal  that  human 

beings  have  and  other  beings  do  not.  In  that  lies  the 

happiness  for  living  that  animals  can  have  whereas  humans 

cannot  and  they  always  know  that  sooner  or  later  they  will 

die.  The  duck  of  the  poem  seems  to  be  happy  and  carefree; 

it  spashes  down,  fluttering  and  playing;  it  doesn't  dream  of 

death,  it  doesn't  think  to  the  near  Christmas  (where  it  will  be 

probably  cooked)...  It  teaches  to  human  beings  that  death 

doesn't  exist,  that  men  die  because  they  think  about  death. 

The  poetry  of  Gozzano  is,  after  a  beginning  in  which  his 

works  reflect  a  D'Annunzio  style,  later  there  is  a  visible  a 

reaction  to  the  high-flown  rhetoric  of  D'Annunzio;  this 

reaction  is  evident  in  a  colloquial  style  to  express 
dissatisfaction  with  the  present  and  memories  of  sweet 
things  past. 
He  is  the  first  poet  that  demythologises  D'Annunzio  poetry; 
in  fact  he  opposes  the  incomparable  life,  with  the  middle- 
class  mediocrity,  by  using  images  and  concepts  typically 
"crepuscolari".  Nevertheless  he  joins  this  mainstream  only 
partially;  we  read  this  in  a  strophe  of  one  of  his  most  famous 

poems  he  describes  himself  as "  good,  sentimental, 
romantic"  but,  he  adds  "what  I  pretend  to  be,  and  I'm  not". 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


La  differenza 
(1907) 

Penso  e  ripenso:  -  Che  mai  pensa  I'oca 

gracidante  alia  riva  del  canale? 

Pare  felice!  Al  vespero  invernale 

protende  il  collo,  giubilando  roca. 

Salta  starnazza  si  rituffa  gioca: 

ne  certo  sogna  d'essere  mortale 

ne  certo  sogna  il  prossimo  Natale 

ne  I'armi  corruscanti  della  cuoca. 

-  0  papera,  mia  Candida  sorella, 

tu  insegni  che  la  Morte  non  esiste: 

solo  si  muore  da  che  s'e  pensato. 

Ma  tu  non  pensi.  La  tua  sorte  e  bella! 

Che  I'esser  cucinato  non  e  triste, 

triste  e  il  pensare  d'esser  cucinato. 
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Giacomo  Leopardi  (1798  -  1837) 


He  is  considered  one  of  the  greatest  poets  of  the  nineteenth  century  in  Europe. 

He  was  born  in  Recanati,  a  sleepy  backwater  of  the  Itahan  Marches,  into  an 
aristocratic  family  with  conservative  and  outmoded  political  ideas,  far  from  the  liberal 
excitements  which  troubled  the  most  enlightened  part  of  the  Italian  middle  class. 

At  first,  he  studied  under  his  father  guide,  then  by  himself,  confined  in  his  father's 
enormous  library  and  distant  from  the  young  people  of  his  village,  acquiring  a  very  extensive 
classical  culture. 

He  composed  at  first  some  erudite  works,  but  he  quickly  abandoned  them  in  order  to 
devote  himself  to  the  beauty  of  poetry. 

Between  1819  and  1821  he  composed  the  "Idilli",  a  collection  of  lyrical  poems  of 
immortal  beauty  (in  this  collection  the  poems  "L'infinito"  and  "La  sera  del  di  di  festa",  in 
which  there  is  a  perfect  blend  of  memories,  evocations,  the  contemplation  of  the  nature  and 
the  regret  for  the  fall  of  the  youth  passions  . 

Later,  the  poet  left  Recanati  and  lived  in  some  Italian  towns  such  as  Rome,  Florence 
and  Pisa,  maintaining  anyway  his  retiring  and  lonely  disposition,  in  keeping  with  his 
sorrowful  and  pessimistic  vision  of  the  reality;  these  feelings  will  be  perfectly  expressed  in 
the  "Operette  Morali",  a  collection  of  philosophical  considerations. 

In  his  early  works,  Leopardi  had  attributed  of  the  human  unhappiness  to  the 
civilization,  responsible  of  having  drawn  the  man  away  from  the  simplicity  of  the  nature;  in 
the  "Grandi  Idilli",  written  between  1828  and  1830,  his  pessimism  grows  and  becomes 
universal:  the  man,  as  any  other  living  being,  is  doomed  to  sorrow  by  a  Nature  which  is  not  a 
loving  mother  but  a  cruel  stepmother. 
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E  considerato  uno  dei  piu  grandi  poeti  deH'Ottocento  europeo. 

Nacque  a  Recanati  nel  1798  da  una  nobile  famiglia  di  idee  politiche  antiquate  e 
conservatrici,  lontana  dai  fermenti  liberal!  che  animavano  la  parte  piu  illuminata  della 
borghesia  italiana. 

Egli  studio  dapprima  sotto  la  guida  del  padre  e  poi  da  autodidatta,  acquisendo,  nel 
chiuso  della  propria  biblioteca  e  distaccato  dai  giovani  del  suo  paese,  una  vastissima  cultura 
classica. 

Compose  dapprima  opere  erudite,  che  ben  presto  abbandono  per  dedicarsi  alia 
bellezza  della  poesia. 

Tra  il  1819  ed  il  1821  compose  i  primi  "Idilli",  raccolta  di  poesie  liriche  di  immortale 
bellezza,  come  "L'infmito"  e  "La  sera  del  di  di  festa",  nelle  quali  si  fondono  evocazioni, 
ricordi,  il  rimpianto  per  il  cadere  delle  giovanili  illusioni  e  la  contemplazione  della  Natura. 

II  poeta  si  allontano  successivamente  da  Recanati  e  visse  in  diverse  citta  italiane,  come 
Roma,  Firenze  e  Pisa,  ma  sempre  conservando  un  atteggiamento  schivo  e  solitario,  conforme 
alia  sua  concezione  dolorosamente  pessimistica  della  realta,  che  egli  esprimera  nelle 
"Operette  morali",  profonde  riflessioni  di  carattere  filosofico. 

Nelle  poesie  giovanili  Leopardi  aveva  attribuito  I'infelicita  della  vita  umana  alia 
civilta,  che  aveva  allontanato  I'uomo  dalla  semplicita  dello  stato  naturale,  ma  nei  grandi 
"Idilli",  scritti  fra  il  1828  ed  il  1830,  il  suo  pessimismo  diventa  cosmico:  I'uomo,  come  ogni 
altro  essere  vivente,  e  condannato  al  dolore  da  una  Natura  che  non  e  madre,  bensi  matrigna. 

Si  spense  a  Napoli  nel  1837,  dopo  aver  scritto  "La  ginestra",  poesia  nella  quale  esorta 
gli  uomini  ad  unirsi  fraternamente  per  fronteggiare  le  avversita  della  Societa  e  della  Natura. 
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The  infinite 
(1819-1821) 

Always  dear  to  me  was  this  lonely  hill, 

And  this  hedge,  which  from  me  so  great  a  part 

Of  the  farthest  horizon  excludes  the  gaze. 

But  as  I  sit  and  watch,  I  invent  in  my  mind 

endless  spaces  beyond,  and  superhuman 

silences,  and  profoundest  quiet; 

wherefore  my  heart 

almost  loses  itself  in  fear.  And  as  I  hear  the  wind 

rustle  through  these  plants,  I  compare 

that  infinite  silence  to  this  voice: 

and  I  recall  to  mind  eternity, 

And  the  dead  seasons,  and  the  one  present 

And  alive,  and  the  sound  of  it.  So  in  this 

Immensity  my  thinking  drowns: 

And  to  shipwreck  is  sweet  for  me  in  this  sea. 

Translated  by:  Mark  Towler  -  1998 


Linfinito 
(1819-1821) 

Sempre  caro  mi  fu  quest'ermo  colle, 

E  questa  siepe,  che  da  tanta  parte 

Dell'ultimo  orizzonte  il  guardo  esclude. 

Ma  sedendo  e  mirando,  interminati 

Spazi  di  la  da  quella,  e  sovrumani 

Silenzi,  e  profondissima  quiete 

10  nel  pensier  mi  fingo;  ove  per  poco 

11  cor  non  si  spaura.  E  come  il  vento 
Odo  stormir  tra  queste  piante,  io  quelle 

Infinite  silenzio  a  questa  voce 
Vo  comparando:  e  mi  sovvien  I'eterno, 

E  le  morte  stagioni,  e  la  presente 
E  viva,  e  il  suon  di  lei.  Cosi  tra  questa 

Immensita  s'annega  il  pensier  mio: 
E  il  naufragar  m'e  dolce  in  questo  mare. 
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Mario  Luzi  (1914  -  2005) 


He  was  born  in  1914in  Florence,  where  he  completed  his  studies  and  spent  most  of  his 
long  life,  ended  in  the  same  town  in  2005. 

In  his  first  collection  of  poems  (La  barca,  inl935,  e  Avvento  notturno,  in  1940)  he 
expresses  the  best  aspects  and  results  of  the  Florentine  Hermetic  poetry.  In  the  following 
poetic  production  he  deals  with  the  conflict  between  time  and  eternity,  between  man  and 
cosmos. 

He  is  anyway  able  to  escape  from  a  pessimistic  vision  of  life  and  contemporary 
reality,  thanks  to  his  deep  Christian  faith.  His  work  of  translation  of  the  greatest  French  and 
English  authors  is  remarkable  as  well. 
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Nacque  nel  1914  a  Firenze,  dove  compi  i  suoi  studi  e  dove  trascorse  gran  parte  della 
sua  lunga  vita,  conclusasi  nella  stessa  citta  nel  2005. 

Nelle  sue  prime  raccolte  di  poesie  (La  barca,  del  1935,  e  Avvento  notturno,  del  1940) 
esprime  i  migliori  risultati  dell'Ermetismo  fiorentino. 

Nella  produzione  poetica  successiva  affronta  la  contrapposizione  fra  tempo  ed  eternita, 
fra  individuo  e  cosmo.  Riesce  a  sfuggire  ad  una  visione  pessimistica  della  vita  e  della  realta 
contemporanea  grazie  alia  sua  profonda  fede.  E'  note  vole  anche  la  sua  opera  di  traduzione  di 
grandi  autori  francesi  ed  inglesi. 
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Nature 
(1947) 

This  poetry  celebrates  Nature  and  the  calm  and  tranquillity 
that  Nature  gives  mankind.  Birds  flying  in  the  sky,  a  deep 
blue  sea  over  the  land,  beautiful  islands  in  the  middle  of  the 
ocean  where  birds  long  for  and  cannot  wait  to  go  back  to. 
Even  if  life  is  hard  and  war  and  fights  make  it  harder  for  so 

many  human  beings  it  is  still  a  great  value  to  celebrate. 

Luzi  was  regarded  as  one  of  the  greatest  poets  of  his 
generation. His  first  book  of  verse,  "The  Boat,  to  which  this 

poem  belongs  "  was  published  in  1935,  when  the  poet 
begins  to  see  some  other  poets  of  the  Hermetic  School  and 

collaborates  with  some  avant-garde  magazines  such  as 

Frontespizio  and  Campo  di  Marie.  This  is  the  hermetic 
period,  that  will  last  for  over  a  decade  and  that  will  be  never 

completely  deserted  by  the  author,  but  deepened  and 

widened  during  his  life.  His  work,  so  rich  and  is  always 
matched  by  an  intense  critic  meditation,  expresses  a  deep 
and  troubled  religious  sense,  the  convincement  that  poetry 

can  be  a  practice  that  can  rescue  mankind  from  a  life 
apparently  meaningless. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Natura 
(1947) 

La  terra  e  a  lei  concorde  il  mare 

e  sopra  ovunque  un  mare  piu  giocondo 

per  la  veloce  fiamma  del  passeri 

e  la  via 
della  riposante  luna  e  del  sonno 
del  doici  corpi  socchiusi  alia  vita 

e  alia  morte  su  un  campo; 

e  per  quelle  voci  che  scendono 

sfuggendo  a  misteriose  porte  e  balzano 

sopra  noi  come  uccelli  folli  di  tornare 

sopra  le  isole  originali  cantando: 

qui  si  prepara 

un  giaciglio  di  porpora  e  un  canto  che  culla 

per  chi  non  ha  potuto  dormire 

si  dura  era  la  pietra, 

si  acuminate  I'amore. 
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Goffredo  Mameli  (1827  - 1849) 


He  was  born  in  Genova  in  1827.  His  father  was  a  highly  regarded  navy  officer  of  the 
Kingdom  of  Sardegna.  Since  he  was  young  he  had  very  strong  patriot  feelings  and  when  there 
was  the  insurrection  of  Milano  in  1848  he  took  part  in  it  on  Nino  Bixio's  side.  This  initiative 
of  his  was  very  successful  and  let  Mameli  join  Garibaldi's  army  as  a  captain. 

In  1 849  he  fought  to  defend  the  Roman  Republic  which  was  besieged  by  the  French 
troops  as  military  support  for  the  Pope  Pius  IX.  He  died  when  he  was  only  22  years-old  from 
a  serious  wound  he  got  during  the  battle.  He  wrote  many  poems  but  the  only  one  remaining  is 
the  Canto  degli  Italiani  which  he  composed  when  he  was  20  and  which  became  the  Italian 
National  Anthem  named  Inno  di  Mameli,  after  it  was  put  to  music. 
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Nacque  a  Genova  nel  1 827  da  un  alto  ufficiale  della  Marina  del  Regno  di  Sardegna. 
Fin  dai  suoi  anni  piu  giovanili  fu  animato  da  ferventi  sentimenti  patriottici,  che  lo  portarono  a 
correre  in  aiuto  di  Nino  Bixio,  durante  I'insurrezione  di  Milano  del  1848.  Questa  sua 
iniziativa  fu  coronata  da  successo  e  permise  a  Mameli  di  arruolarsi  nell'esercito  di  Garibaldi 
con  il  grado  di  capitano. 

Nel  1 849  combatte  in  difesa  della  Repubblica  Romana,  assediata  dalle  truppe  francesi 
accorse  in  aiuto  di  Papa  Pio  IX,  e  mori  a  soli  22  anni  in  seguito  ad  una  ferita  riportata.  Della 
sua  attivita  poetica  ci  resta  il  Canto  degli  Italiani,  che  egli  aveva  composto  appena  ventenne  e 
che,  musicato  da  Michele  Novaro,  e  divenuto  ITnno  Nazionale  dTtalia,  conosciuto  come  Inno 
di  Mameli. 
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National  anthem 
(1847) 

This  hymn  was  written  by  this  great  IVIazzinian  patriot  in 

1847,  the  year  preceding  his  death,  occurred  when  he  was 

about  20  years  old  because  of  the  wounds  he  suffered  while 

fighting  for  Italy  liberation.  For  this,  his  words  are  not 

rhetorical  but  express  his  burning  wish  to  rescue  and  unify 

his  homeland,  recalling  the  value  and  courage  the  great 

Roman  civilization  has  left  as  inheritance  to  our  Country. 

Mameli's  culture  was  classic  and  the  voice  of  Romanity  was 

strong  in  him;  the  hymn,  in  fact,  recalls  Italians  to  the  glory 

of  ancient  Rome:  Italy  (described  as  a  person),  is  ready  to 

the  war  against  Austria  and  for  this  wears  (s'e  cinta  la  testa) 

the  victory  helmet  of  the  Roman  leader  Scipio  (the  leader 

who  rescued  Italy  from  the  invasion  of  the  "barbarian" 

Hannibal. 

The  hymn  became,  after  1946,  the  Italian  national  anthem. 

Before  the  birth  of  the  republic,  during  the  Savoy  monarchy, 

the  hymn  was  never  performed  due  to  the  "republican" 

contents  ("borthers"  is  just  the  word  the  Masons  used  to 

define  their  affiliation  to  the  secret  sect). 
In  1946,  once  the  Republic  was  proclaimed,  the  hymn  was 
chosen  as  "military  anthem"  for  the  oath  of  the  new  armed 

forces  and,  thereafter,  as  the  national  anthem. 
The  work  is  often  judged  in  a  negative  way;  the  critics  point, 

generally  on  the  low  quality  of  music,  defined  as  a  "light 
march"  or  a  "farmyard  song".  What's  more  they  say  that  the 
history  and  patriotic  allusions  are  rhetoric  and  exaggerated. 

Today,  anyway,  the  song  has  been  revalued  by  some 

famous  musicians  and  composers,  who  say  that  the  hymn 

"is  not  so  nasty,  or  rather,  it  is  catchy  and  captivating  ". 

Finally,  a  last  comment:  all  Italians  know  the  first  strophe 

and  the  refrain,  really  few  know  the  whole  hymn;  few  of 

them,  actually,  know  how  it  ends,  the  allusions  to  the  roman 


I 


Inno  nazionale 
(1847) 

Fratellid'ltalia/      L'ltalias'edesta, 

Dell'elmo  di  Scipio  /  S'e  cinta  la  testa. 

Dov'e  la  Vittoria?  /  Le  porga  la  chioma, 

Che  schiava  di  Roma  /  Iddio  la  creo. 

Stringiamci  a  coorte  /  Siam  pronti  alia  morte 

L'ltaliachiamo. 

Noi  siamo  da  secoli  /  Calpesti,  derisi, 

Perche  non  siam  popolo,  /  Perche  siam  divisi. 

Raccolgaci  un'unica  /  bandiera  una  speme: 

Di  fonderci  insieme  /  Gia  I'ora  suono. 

Stringiamci  a  coorte  /  Siam  pronti  alia  morte 

L'ltaliachiamo. 

Uniamoci,  amiamoci,  /  I'Unione,  e  I'amore 

Rivelano  ai  popoli  /  Le  vie  del  Signore; 

Giuriamo  far  libero  /  II  suolo  natio: 

Uniti  per  Dio  /  Chi  vincer  ci  puo? 

Stringiamci  a  coorte  /  Siam  pronti  alia  morte 
L'ltaliachiamo. 

Dall'Alpi  a  Sicilia  /  Dovunque  e  Legnano, 

Ogn'uom  di  Ferruccio  Ha  il  core,  ha  la  mano, 

I  bimbi  d'ltalia  /  Si  chiaman  Balilla, 

II  suon  d'ogni  squilla  / 1  vespri  suono. 

Stringiamci  a  coorte  /  Siam  pronti  alia  morte 

L'ltaliachiamo. 

Son  giunchi  che  piegano  /  Le  spade  vendute: 

Gia  r  Aquila  d'Austria  /Le  penne  ha  perdute. 

II  sangue  d'ltalia,  /  II  sangue  Polacco, 
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army  (la  coorte),  to  the  Austrian  eagle,  the  reference  to  the 

"balilla",  the  little  boy  that  in  1747  dared  to  throw  a  stone 

against  an  austrian  cannon  (all  boys,  during  the  Fascism  will 

be  called  "balillas"),  the  mention  of  the  Cossacks,  and  so 

on.. 

All  Italians  sing  the  anthem  before  the  football  matches  but 

few,  really  know  it! 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Beve,  col  cosacco,  /  Ma  il  cor  le  brucio. 

Stringiamci  a  coorte  /  Siam  pronti  alia  morte 

L'ltaliachiamo. 
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Alessandro  Manzoni  (1785  - 1873) 


Born  in  Milan  in  1785,  Alessandro  Manzoni  is  one  of  the  most  illustrious  authors  of 
the  Italian  literature;  The  poet's  maternal  grandfather,  Cesare  Beccaria  ,  was  a  well-known 
author,  and  his  mother  Giulia  had  literary  talent  as  well. 

In  1819  Manzoni  published  his  first  tragedy,  //  Conte  di  Carmagnola  which,  boldly 
violating  all  classical  conventions,  excited  a  lively  controversy. 

The  death  of  Napoleon  in  1821  inspired  Manzoni's  powerful  stanzas  //  Cinque 
maggio,  the  most  popular  lyric  in  the  Italian  language.  The  political  events  of  that  year,  and 
the  imprisonment  of  many  of  his  friends,  weighed  much  on  Manzoni's  mind,  and  the  historical 
studies  in  which  he  sought  distraction  during  his  subsequent  retirement  in  a  small  village 
suggested  his  great  work,  the  novel  The  Betrohed  (in  Italian  /  Promessi  sposi)  in  which  the 
humble  popular  characters  Renzo  and  Lucia  are  the  protagonists.  ". 

Completed  in  September  1 822,  the  work  when  published,  after  revision  by  friends  in 
1825-1827,  at  the  rate  of  a  volume  a  year,  at  once  raised  its  author  to  the  first  rank  of  literary 
fame.  It  is  generally  agreed  to  be  his  greatest  work;  what's  more  it  is  the  most  famous  and 
widely  read  novel  of  the  Italian  language.  Based  in  northern  Italy  in  the  early  17th  century, 
during  the  terrible,  oppressive  years  under  Spanish  rule,  it  is  really  a  veiled  attack  on  Austria, 
who  controlled  the  region  at  the  time  of  writing.  It  is  also  noted  for  the  extraordinary 
description  of  the  plague  that  struck  Milan  in  1630. 

In  his  works,  he  admirably  expresses  all  the  Romanticism  ideals:  the  love  for 
Homeland  and  the  desire  to  rescue  it  from  the  foreign  domination,  the  passion  for  history,  an 
accurate  psychological  study  either  of  the  heroes  (for  example  Adelchi,  son  of  the  longobard 
king.  Napoleon. . .)  or  of  the  humble  people. 

His  civil  passion  is  always  expressed  as  a  constant  exhortation,  addressed  to  Italians, 
to  revolt  against  the  Austrian  tyranny. 

Nevertheless,  the  author  deepest  inspiration  is  the  religious  sense;  it  imbues  all  his 
works  and  is  poetically  expressed  in  the  "Inni  Sacrf\  a  series  of  sacred  lyrics,  and  a  treatise 
on  Catholic  morality,  forming  a  task  undertaken  under  religious  guidance,  in  reparation  for 
his  early  lapse  from  faith;  in  particular  the  poem  "Pentecoste''  in  which  Manzoni  celebrates 
the  Church  awakening. 

Also  his  linguistic  studies,  to  whom  he  devoted  himself  for  a  long  period,  assume  a 
great  importance;  in  order  to  improve  and  refine  his  knowledge  of  the  Italian  language  he 
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moved  to  Florence,  called  "cradle  of  the  Italian  language"  in  which  Dante,  Petrarca  and 
Boccaccio  were  born. 

Alessandro  Manzoni  died  in  1873,  overwhelmed  by  the  affection  and  veneration  of  all 
the  Italians  who,  even  nowadays  deem  him  as  a  great  master  and  a  great  writer. 
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Nato  a  Milano  nel  1785,  e  uno  dei  piu  illustri  autori  della  letteratura  italiana  e  nella 
sue  opere  esprime  mirabilmente  gli  ideali  del  Romanticismo:  I'amore  per  la  Patria  ed  il 
desiderio  di  liberarla  dall'oppressione  straniera,  la  passione  per  la  Storia,  uno  studio 
psicologico  accurato  e  partecipe  tanto  dei  grandi  eroi  (da  Adelchi,  figlio  del  re  dei 
Longobardi,  a  Napoleone)  quanto  degli  umili  personaggi  del  popolo,  come  Renzo  e  Lucia, 
che  ha  scelto  quali  personaggi  del  suo  capolavoro,  il  romanzo  de  "Ipromessi  sposf\ 

Tuttavia  I'ispirazione  piu  profonda  di  quest' autore  e  quella  religiosa,  che  pervade  tutte 
le  sue  opere  e  che  si  esprime  poeticamente  negli  "Inni  sacrf\  in  particolare  nella 
"Pentecoste'\  ove  celebra  la  nascita  della  Chiesa. 

Sono  molto  importanti  i  suoi  studi  linguistici,  ai  quali  si  e  dedicato  per  lunghi  anni, 
trasferendosi  anche  a  Firenze,  per  perfezionare  il  suo  italiano  con  la  raffmatezza  del 
linguaggio  parlato  dalle  persone  colte  di  questa  bellissima  citta  toscana,  citta  di  Dante, 
Petrarca  e  Boccaccio,  e  quindi  culla  della  letteratura  italiana. 

Alessandro  Manzoni  si  spense  nel  1873,  circondato  dall'affetto  e  dalla  venerazione 
degli  Italiani  che  ancor  oggi  lo  considerano  un  grande  maestro  di  vita,  oltre  che  un  grande 
scrittore. 
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The  fifth  of  May 
(1821) 

The  death  of  Napoleon  in  1821  inspired  IVIanzoni's  powerful 

stanzas  //  Cinque  maggio,  one  of  the  most  popular  lyrics  in 

the  Italian  language.  The  political  events  of  that  year,  and 

the  imprisonment  of  many  of  his  friends,  weighed  much  on 

Manzoni's  mind,  and  the  historical  studies  in  which  he 

sought  distraction  during  his  subsequent  retirement  at 

Brusuglio  suggested  his  great  work. 

With  these  verses  the  poet  dwells,  thoughtful,  to  consider 

the  alternating  fortunes  of  the  Great  Napoleon  Bonaparte:  in 

fact  he  had  known  some  great  victories  which  had  elevated 

him  to  magnificent  glory  (he  had  become  Emperor  of 
French)  but  he  had  also  suffered  some  hammering  defeats 
and  he  was  dead  in  a  sad  banishment,  far  from  his  Country 

and  far  from  all  persons  he  had  beloved. 

When  the  news  of  Napoleon's  death  broke,  the  poet,  who 

had  neither  flattered  him  in  the  glory  periods,  nor  despised 

him  in  the  bad  luck  moments,  entrusts  his  exploits  to  the 

posterity  judgement  and  his  soul  to  God's  mercy 

Manzoni  never  appreciated  Naopoleon'  dictatorship;  he,  on 

the  contrary,  tried  to  capture  the  human  aspects  of  a  great 

leader  who,  somehow  or  other,  deeply  affected  the  history 

of  Europe.  Manzoni,  in  the  poem,  doesn't  judge  Napoleon 

according  to  a  moral  criterion  and  he  leaves  the  decision  to 

the  posterity;  he  only  says  that,  also  for  Napoleon,  God  has 

operated  his  mysterious  plans  without  Napoleon  himself 

being  able  to  realize.  The  man-Napoleon  is,  for  the  poet, 

better  than  the  dictator-  Napoleon,  as  he  had  died  in  a 

Christian  way.  Therefore,  the  real  object  of  the  poem  is  God 

who  delivers  men  from  sin  and  Napoleon,  consequently,  is 

only  the  object  of  God's  providence. 

The  poem  transforms  the  commotion  for  Napoleon's  death 

in  a  meditation  about  life  and  death,  the  fragility  of  the 


II  Cinque  Maggio 
(1821) 

Ei  fu.  Siccome  immobile,  dato  il  mortal  sospiro, 
stette  la  spoglia  immemore  orba  di  tanto  spiro, 
cos]  percossa,  attonita  la  terra  al  nunzio  sta, 
muta  pensando  all'ultima  ora  dell'uom  fatale; 
ne  sa  quando  una  simile  orma  di  pie'  mortale 
la  sua  cruenta  polvere  a  calpestar  verra. 

Lui  folgorante  in  solio  vide  il  mio  genio  e  tacque; 

quando,  con  vece  assidua,  cadde,  risorse  e  giacque, 

di  mille  voci  al  sonito  mista  la  sua  non  ha: 

vergin  di  servo  encomio  e  di  codardo  oltraggio, 

sorge  or  commosso  al  subito  sparir  di  tanto  raggio; 

e  scioglie  all'urna  un  cantico  che  forse  non  morra. 

Dall'Alpi  alle  Piramidi,  dal  Manzanarre  al  Reno, 
di  quel  secure  il  fulmine  tenea  dietro  al  baleno; 
scoppio  da  Scilla  al  Tanai,  dall'uno  all'altro  mar. 
Fu  vera  gloria?  Ai  posteri  I'ardua  sentenza:  nui 
chiniam  la  fronte  al  Massimo  Fattor,  che  voile  in  lui 
del  creator  suo  spirito  piu  vasta  orma  stampar. 

La  procellosa  e  trepida  gioia  d'un  gran  disegno, 

I'ansia  d'un  cor  che  indocile  serve,  pensando  al  regno; 

e  il  giunge,  e  tiene  un  premio  ch'era  follia  sperar; 

tutto  ei  provo:  la  gloria  maggior  dope  il  periglio, 

la  fuga  e  la  vittoria,  la  reggia  e  il  tristo  esiglio; 

due  volte  nella  polvere,  due  volte  suH'altar. 

Ei  si  nomo:  due  secoli,  I'un  contro  I'altro  armato, 

sommessi  a  lui  si  volsero,  come  aspettando  il  fato; 

ei  fe'  silenzio,  ed  arbitro  s'assise  in  mezzo  a  lor. 

E  sparve,  e  i  di  nell'ozio  chiuse  in  si  breve  sponda. 
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human  and  earthly  glories  and  the  painfulness  of  loneliness 

which  can  be  intensified  by  the  memories  of  the  past 
greatness  and  by  the  anxiety  of  a  need  of  help  which  never 
arrives  (Napoleon  who  scans  the  horizon)  and,  at  the  end, 

the  pacification  through  the  Benevolent  Faith  and  the 
overcoming  of  the  human  condition  in  the  waiting  of  the  final 

reward. 
We  can  divide,  the  manzonian  poem  in  two  different  parts: 
the  first  one  dominated  by  the  presence  of  the  man  who 
faces  himself,  his  earthly  life,  his  human  glory;  the  second 
one  dominated  by  the  meeting  between  the  man  and  God. 
Both  the  parts  begin  with  the  reality  of  Napoleon's  death  (Ei 

fu:  he  was;  E  sparve:  and  he  disappeared).  It's  the 

imagination  and  the  spirituality  of  Manzoni  that  touches  the 

reader:  not  the  personality  of  Napoleon  dominator  of  the 

events  or  the  story  and  ideas  of  that  period  but  the 

loneliness  and  silence  of  the  Saint  Helen  island,  the 

opportunity  of  a  deep  contrition,  matured  in  the  meditation  of 

the  past  life  and  in  the  reliance  on  God's  mercy. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


segno  d'immensa  invidia  e  di  pieta  profonda, 
d'inestinguibil  odio  e  d'indomato  amor. 

Come  sul  capo  al  naufrago  I'onda  s'avvolve  e  pesa, 

I'onda  su  cui  del  misero,  alta  pur  dianzi  e  tesa, 

scorrea  la  vista  a  scernere  prode  remote  invan; 

tal  su  quell'alma  il  cumulo  delle  memorie  scese. 

Oh  quante  volte  ai  posteri  narrar  se  stesso  imprese, 

e  suH'eterne  pagine  cadde  la  stanca  man! 

Oh  quante  volte,  al  tacito  morir  d'un  giorno  inerte, 

chinati  i  rai  fulminei,  le  braccia  al  sen  conserte, 

stette,  e  del  di  che  furono  I'assalse  il  sovvenir! 

E  ripenso  le  mobili  tende,  e  i  percossi  valli, 

e  il  lampo  de'  manipoli,  e  I'onda  del  cavalli, 

e  il  concitato  imperio  e  il  celere  ubbidir. 

Ahi!  forse  a  tanto  strazio  cadde  lo  spirto  anelo, 

e  dispero;  ma  valida  venne  una  man  dal  cielo, 

e  in  piu  spirabil  aere  pietosa  il  trasporto; 

e  I'avvio,  pel  floridi  sentier  della  speranza, 

ai  campi  eterni,  al  premio  che  i  desideri  avanza, 

dov'e  silenzio  e  tenebre  la  gloria  che  passo. 

Bella  Immortal!  benefica  Fede  ai  trionfi  avvezza! 

Scrivi  ancor  questo,  allegrati;  che  piu  superba  altezza 

al  disonor  del  Golgota  giammai  non  si  chino. 

Tu  dalle  stanche  ceneri  sperdi  ogni  ria  parola: 

il  Dio  che  atterra  e  suscita,  che  affanna  e  che  consola, 

sulla  deserta  coltrice  accanto  a  lui  poso. 
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Filippo  Tommaso  Marinetti  (1876  -  1944) 


He  was  born  in  Alexandria  in  Egypt  in  1876  and  lived  his  first  literature  and  political 
experiences  in  Paris  where  in  1909  he  published  the  first  manifesto  of  the  futurists  in  Le 
Figaro. 

During  the  period  of  time  just  before  the  first  world  war  he  was  a  convinced 
interventionist  in  literature  as  much  as  in  politics,  like  D'Annunzio.  He  was  a  fervent  fascist 
and  Mussolini  named  him  Accademico  d' Italia. 

The  Futurism  is  an  avant-garde  movement  of  the  first  years  of  the  20th  century  which, 
apart  from  the  unbearable  content  such  as  the  anti-feminism  or  the  exaltation  of  the  war, 
brought  about  a  revolution  in  the  way  things  were  expressed  so  that  it  infiuenced  the 
contemporary  languages  especially  the  advertising  one. 

Marinetti  planned  to  revolutionise  the  poetic  language  so  that  it  could  become  more 
modern  as  this  world  was  made  of  machines,  speed,  industrialisation,  hectic  metropolitan  life 
where  the  humans  fought  in  any  kind  of  competition  as  if  they  were  military  battles. 

So  he  abolished  the  syntax  and  altered  the  phonetics  of  the  words  so  that  he  could  get 
very  original  graphic  effects.  In  1914  he  wrote  Zang  tumb  tumb  which  speaks  about  the  battle 
of  Adrianopoli  happened  two  years  before  between  Bulgarians  and  Turkish.  In  this  work  he 
abandoned  the  rationality  of  the  traditional  syntax  and  replaced  the  logical  connections  with 
the  excessive  use  of  onomatopoeic  effects  and  original  spatial  relations  by  disposing  the 
words  horizontally,  vertically,  diagonally  and  in  a  circular  way. 

Before  his  death  happened  in  Bellagio  in  1944,  he  saw  his  political  illusions  break  into 
pieces  but  also  the  fact  that  some  of  his  expressive  innovations  kept  being  alive. 
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Nacque  ad  Alessandria  d'Egitto  nel  1876  e  visse  le  sue  prime  esperienze  politico- 
letterarie  a  Parigi,  dove,  nel  1909,  pubblico  su  Le  Figaro  il  primo  manifesto  del  Futurismo. 

Durante  il  periodo  precedente  alia  prima  guerra  mondiale  fu  un  acceso  interventista,  in 
una  fusione  tra  letteratura  militante  ed  orientamento  politico  aggressivo,  simile  a  quello  di 
D'Annunzio.  Fu  fervente  fascista  e  fu  nominato  da  Mussolini  Accademico  dTtalia. 
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II  Futurismo  e  un  movimento  d'avanguardia  del  primo  '900,  che,  al  di  la  del  contenuti 
assolutamente  non  condivisibili  (come  rantifemminismo  o  I'esaltazione  della  guerra, 
considerata  "sola  igiene  del  mondo"!),  porto  una  rivoluzione  nei  moduli  espressivi  che  ha 
lasciato  tracce  profonde  nei  linguaggi  contemporanei,  in  particolare  in  quello  pubblicitario. 

Marinetti  programme  di  rivoluzionare  il  linguaggio  poetico  adeguandolo  alia 
modernita,  fatta  di  macchine,  di  velocita,  di  industrializzazione,  di  metropoli  dalla  vita 
vorticosa,  dove  gli  uomini  si  scontrano  in  ogni  tipo  di  competizione,  come  in  battaglie 
militari. 

Cosi  abolisce  la  sintassi,  altera  e  sfrutta  la  componente  fonica  delle  parole, 
ricavandone  composizioni  grafiche  originalissime.  In  Zang  tumb  tumb  del  1914,  poema  nei 
quale  tratta  della  battaglia  di  Adrianopoli,  avvenuta  due  anni  prima  tra  Bulgari  e  Turchi,  egli 
abbandona  la  razionalita  della  sintassi  tradizionale  per  un'invenzione  grafica,  sostituendo  i 
nessi  logici  con  I'uso  esasperato  di  effetti  onomatopeici  e  con  inediti  rapporti  spaziali, 
disponendo  le  parole  in  senso  orizzontale,  verticale,  diagonale  e  circolare. 

Prima  della  sua  morte,  avvenuta  a  Bellagio  nei  1944,  vide  cadere  le  sue  esaltate 
illusioni  politiche,  ma  anche  I'affermarsi  di  alcune  sue  innovazione  espressive. 
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To  the  racing  car 
(1921) 

The  Futurism  movement,  which  found  in  the  poet  IVIarinetti 
his  main  ideologist  had,  since  its  birth,  a  particular 

preference  for  cars  and  speediness. 

In  fact,  in  the  article  "Le  Futurisme"  published  on  the 

newspaper  "Le  Figaro"  in  1909  and  containing  the  Manifesto 

of  the  new  movement,  either  the  racing  car,  symbol  of 

beauty  and  considered  above  the  "Victory  of  Samotracia", 

or  the  "man  who  takes  the  wheel  through  the  Earth.."  are 

praised  and  considered  as  the  future  of  humanity. 

Marinetti. 
Even  a  year  before  the  publication  of  the  Manifesto, 
Marinetti  published  the  poem  "To  my  Pegasus"  in  which,  in 
analogy  with  the  winged  horse  of  the  Greek  mythology,  the 
car  is  compared  to  a  kind  of  monster-demon,  powerful  and 
thunderous,  able  to  cross  mountains,  rivers  and  plains  and 
to  jump  in  the  "liberating  Infinite". 

In  these  futurist  verses,  the  poet  exalts  the  racing  cars,  their 

extraordinary  speed,  the  exaltation  which  gives  by 

devouring  the  roads  of  the  world  and  penetrating  infinite 

landscapes. 

The  mighty  and  shiny  car  is,  at  the  same  time,  humanized 

and  deified,  as  an  organism  provided  with  an  enormous  life 

because  of  its  power.  The  daring  man,  able  to  face  the 

speed  dangers,  will  be  able  to  run  away  from  the  earthly 

banalities,  in  a  kind  of  heavenly  exaltation. 

The  poem,  moreover,  anticipates  the  breaking-off,  on  the 

lexical  plan,  with  traditional  poetry,  through  the  introduction 

of  new  words  and  the  violation  of  the  orthographical  rules  in 

order  to  obtain  some  particular  onomatopoeic  effects. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Airautomobile  da  corsa 
(1921) 

Veemente  dio  d'una  razza  d'acciaio. 

Automobile  ebbra  di  spazio, 

che  scalpiti  e  fremi  d'angoscia 

rodendo  il  morso  con  striduli  denti 

Formidabile  mostro  giapponese, 

dagli  occhi  di  fucina, 

nutrito  di  fiamma 

ed'olTminerali, 

avido  d'orizzonti,  di  prede  siderali 

lo  scateno  il  tuo  cuore  che  tonfa  diabolicamente, 

scateno  i  tuoi  giganteschi  pneumatici, 

per  la  danza  che  tu  sai  danzare 

via  per  le  bianche  strade  di  tutto  il  mondo! 

Allento  finalmente 

le  tue  metalliche  redini, 

e  tu  con  volutta  ti  slanci 

neirinfinito  liberatore! 

AH'abbaiare  della  tua  grande  voce 

ecco  il  sol  che  tramonta  inseguirti  veloce 

accelerando  il  suo  sanguinolento 

palpito,  all'orizzonte 

Guarda,  come  galoppa,  in  fondo  ai  boschi,  laggiu! 

Che  importa,  mio  demone  bello? 

lo  sono  in  tua  balial  Prendimi!  Prendimi! 

Sulla  terra  assordata,  benche  tutta  vibri 

d'echi  loquaci; 

sotto  il  cielo  accecato,  benche  folto  di  stelle, 

io  vado  esasperando  la  mia  febbre 

ed  il  mio  desiderio, 

scudisciandoli  a  gran  colpi  di  spada. 

E  a  quando  a  quando  aizo  il  capo 

per  sentirmi  sul  collo 

in  soffice  stretta  le  braccia 
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folli  del  vento,  vellutate  e  freschissime 

Sono  tue  quelle  braccia  ammalianti  e  lontane 

che  mi  attirano,  e  11  vento 

non  e  che  11  tuo  alito  d'abisso, 

0  Infinito  senza  fondo  che  con  gioia  m'assorbi! 

Ah!  ah!  vedo  a  un  tratto  mulini 

neri,  dinoccolati, 

che  sembran  correr  su  Tali 

di  tela  vertebrata 

come  su  gambe  prolisse 

Ora  le  montagne  gia  stanno  per  gettare 

sulla  mia  fuga  mantelli  di  sonnolenta  frescura, 

la,  a  quel  sinistro  svolto 

Montagne!  Mammut  in  mostruosa  mandra, 

che  pesanti  trottate,  inarcando 

le  vostre  immense  groppe, 

eccovi  superate,  eccovi  avvolte 

dalla  grigia  matassa  delle  nebbie! 

E  odo  il  vago  echeggiante  rumore 

che  sulle  strade  stampano 

i  favolosi  stivali  da  sette  leghe 

del  vostri  piedi  colossali 

0  montagne  dai  freschi  mantelli  turchini! 

0  bei  fiumi  che  respirate 

beatamente  al  chiaro  di  luna! 

0  tenebrose  pianure!  lo  vi  sorpasso  a  galoppo! 

Su  questo  mio  mostro  impazzito! 

Stelle!  mie  stelle!  I'udite 

il  precipitar  del  suoi  passi? 

Udite  vol  la  sua  voce,  cui  la  collera  spacca 

la  sua  voce  scoppiante,  che  abbaia,  che  abbaia 

e  il  tuonar  de'  suoi  ferrei  polmoni 

crrrrollanti  a  prrrrecipizio 

interrrrrminabilmente? 

Accetto  la  sfida,  o  mie  stelle! 

Piu  presto!  Ancora  piu  presto! 

E  senza  posa,  ne  riposo! 

Molla  i  freni!  Non  puoi? 
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Schiantali,  dunque, 

che  il  polso  del  motore  centuplichi  i  suoi  slanci! 

Urra!  Non  piu  contatti  con  questa  terra  immonda! 

lo  me  ne  stacco  alfine,  ed  agilmente  volo 

suH'inebbriante  fiume  degli  astri. 
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Giuseppe  Mazzini  (1805  -  1872) 


Giuseppe  Mazzini,  considered  the  father  of  ItaUan  Risorgimento,  was  born  in  Genova 
in  1805.  Since  young  he  was  keen  to  poUcy  and  to  the  troubled  events  of  his  dearly  loved 
Italy.  His  mother,  Maria  Drago,  guided  him  towards  the  knowledge  of  the  Italian 
patriots 'efforts  who  after  having  fought  for  their  country  and  having  been  defeated,  were 
obliged  to  escape  into  exile.  At  the  end  of  his  studies  with  a  degree  in  law,  he  affiliated  with 
Carboneria,  the  nineteenth  century  Italian  secret  organisation  which  used  to  arrange  rebel 
movements  in  order  to  free  populations  oppressed  by  either  absolutist  governments  or  the 
power  of  foreign  dominators. 

In  1830  he  was  betrayed,  denounced  to  the  police  and  imprisoned  in  the  fortress  of 
Savona.  During  that  painful  detention  he  decided  to  fund  a  new  association  in  order  to  bring 
together  for  a  common  goal,  all  those  willing  to  fight  for  independence.  Once  back  to  freedom 
again,  he  chose  to  go  into  exile  in  order  to  be  able  to  continue  arranging  patriotic  rebel 
movements,  bringing  up  the  people  and  animating  young  people  to  strong  ideals.  Then,  settled 
in  France  in  1831  he  funded  the  Giovane  Italia  in  Marseilles,  a  secret  organization  aimed  at 
playing  a  role  in  the  realisation  of  a  country  "One,  Free,  Independent,  Republican". 

Indomitable  spirit,  he  had  to  face  an  infinite  number  of  dangers  and  he  was  sentenced 
several  times  and  forced  to  go  into  exile  in  different  countries  such  as  Switzerland  where  he 
funded  the  Giovane  Europa  aimed  at  bringing  together  all  the  oppressed  people  willing  to 
fight  for  independence,  like  Polish  and  German  people.  Although  he  was  hardly  able  to 
maintain  himself  working  for  newspapers  and  magazines,  in  1841  he  funded  a  free  access 
school  for  poor  young  people  faithful  to  his  principles.  In  fact,  according  to  his  opinion, 
people  had  to  be  set  free  from  their  ignorance  and  made  able  to  autonomously  improve  both 
their  own  living  conditions  and  their  political  once  as  well  as  economical.  He  did  not 
recognized  the  authority  of  the  church  but  he  was  aimed  by  a  deep  religious  spirit  and  he 
expressed  one  of  his  highest  ideas  by  the  words  "God  and  People". 

In  1848  Giuseppe  Mazzini  rushed  to  Rome  where  a  Republic  was  recently  constituted; 
he  took  part  to  the  Government  in  Rome  and  at  its  desperate  resistance  against  French  troops, 
which  soon  conquered  it  and  forced  him  to  a  new  exile.  He  died  in  Pisa,  in  1872  under  the 
assumed  name  Brown  that  he  used  in  order  to  escape  from  the  police  by  pretending  to  be 
English.  So  he  died  as  foreign  in  his  country  to  which  he  had  devoted  all  his  life. 
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Giuseppe  Mazzini,  considerato  il  padre  del  Risorgimento  italiano,  nacque  a  Genova 
nel  1805  e  mostro,  fm  dai  suoi  anni  piu  giovanili,  un  vivissimo  interesse  per  la  politica  e,  in 
particolare,  per  le  tormentate  vicende  della  sua  amata  Italia.  La  madre,  Maria  Drago,  gli 
insegno  a  conoscere  ed  amare  le  sofferenze  dei  patrioti  che,  dopo  aver  combattuto  per  la 
patria  ed  essere  stati  sconfitti,  dovevano  fuggire  in  esilio.  Terminati  gli  studi  e  laureatosi  in 
Giurisprudenza,  si  affilio  alia  Carboneria,  societa  segreta  che  organizzava  moti  insurrezionali 
per  liberare  le  popolazioni  oppresse  da  governi  di  tipo  assolutistico  o  da  dominazioni 
straniere. 

Nel  1830  fu  tradito,  denunciato  ed  imprigionato  nella  fortezza  di  Savona.  Durante 
questo  periodo  di  amara  prigionia  decise  di  fondare  una  nuova  associazione  che  riunisse  in  un 
intento  comune  tutti  coloro  che  volevano  lottare  per  I'indipendenza  e,  tornato  in  liberta,  scelse 
r  esilio  pur  di  poter  continuare  ad  organizzare  moti  patriottici,  educando  il  popolo  ed 
animando  i  giovani  con  forti  ideali.  Stabilitosi  in  Francia,  nel  1831  fondo  a  Marsiglia  la 
Giovane  Italia,  societa  segreta  che  si  proponeva  di  contribuire  alia  realizzazione  di  una  patria 
che  fosse"Una,  libera,  indipendente  e  repubblicana". 

Spirito  indomito,  dovette  affrontare  infmiti  pericoli,  fu  piu  volte  condannato  a  morte  e 
quindi  costretto  all'esilio  in  diversi  paesi,  fra  cui  la  Svizzera,  dove  fondo  la  Giovane  Europa, 
con  I'intento  di  riunire  tutti  coloro  che,  appartenendo  a  popoli  oppressi,  come  i  Polacchi  o  i 
Tedeschi,  volessero  lottare  per  I'indipendenza.  Pur  ricavando  a  stento  di  che  vivere  con  la  sua 
collaborazione  a  giornali  e  riviste,  nel  1841  fondo  a  Londra  una  scuola  gratuita  per  ragazzi 
poveri,  fedele  alia  sua  convinzione  che  il  popolo  dovesse  essere  liberato  dall'ignoranza  e  reso 
capace  di  migliorare  da  solo  le  proprie  condizioni  di  vita,  sia  politiche  sia  economiche.  Egli 
non  riconosceva  I'autorita  della  Chiesa,  ma  era  animato  da  un  profondo  spirito  religioso  ed 
esprimeva  uno  dei  suoi  piu  elevati  ideali  con  le  parole  "  Dio  e  Popolo!". 

Nel  1848  Giuseppe  Mazzini  accorse  a  Roma,  che  si  era  costituita  a  Repubblica,  e 
partecipo  al  suo  governo  ed  alia  sua  disperata  resistenza  contro  le  truppe  francesi,  che  ben 
presto  la  conquistarono,  costringendolo  ad  un  nuovo  esilio. 

Egli  mori  a  Pisa  nel  1872,  sotto  il  falso  nome  di  Brown,  che  aveva  assunto  per 
sfuggire  alia  polizia  fmgendosi  inglese:  e  morto  da  straniero  nella  patria  alia  quale  aveva 
dedicato  tutta  la  vita. 
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From  ^^Duties  of  men'' 
The  education  (1860) 

In  this  short  extract  of  the  high  moralistic  essay  "On  the 

duties  of  man:  the  Education"  we  can  find  the  summary  of 

the  civil  and  pedagogical  passion  of  the  author  who  has 

strenuously  devoted  himself  either  to  Italy  liberation  or  to  the 

children  and  youth  education,  in  particular  those  belonging 

to  the  lower  classes  that  wouldn't  have  had,  otherwise  this 

opportunity. 

During  his  life,  Mazzini  furthered  the  century  great 

humanitarian  causes  such  the  fundamental  equality  of 

human  beings,  regardless  the  gender,  race,  religion  or 

nationality,  the  abolition  of  the  death  penalty  and  of  slavery, 

the  freedom  of  religion,  press  and  thinking. 

The  essay  was  published  in  1860  and  it  synthesizes  his 

moral,  religious  and  political  thinking.  It  is  very  well  known 

and  appreciated  all  over  the  world. 

The  philosophy  of  the  author,  in  all  the  work,  is  deeply 

related  to  the  future  of  the  human  kind,  a  future  founded  on 

the  active  participation  of  everybody  and  on  a  free  and 

harmonic  development  of  the  men  capacities  in  order  to 

reach  to  the  solution  of  the  social  problems.  All  men  must 

know  they  have  their  rights  and  their  duties  and  the 
balance  between  these  two  aspects  is  the  expression  of 
the  universal  moral  law  which  originates  from  God  and 
brings  to  the  mutual  love  to  the  brotherhood.  All  this 
contributes  to  the  Republic  birth  and,  for  Mazzini,  Republic 
means  education.  Nobody  else,  among  the  political  thinkers 
has  given  to  the  education  a  so  high  value. 
The  essay  points  out  Mazzini's  idea  of  national  self- 
determination  on  his  distinction  between  rights  and  duties 
and  finally  his  republican  (and  in  this  sense  political,  not 
ethnic)  view  of  the  nation-people.  It  emerges  that,  even  if 
Mazzini  shared  a  voluntaristic  idea  of  the  nation,  he  none 


Da  ^^Doveri  deiruomo'' 
L'educazione  (1860) 

Dio  vi  ha  fatti  educabili.  Vol  dunque  avete  dovere  di 

educarvi  per  quanto  e  in  vol,  e  diritto  a  che  la  societa 

alia  quale  appartenete  non  vi  impedisca  nella  vostra 

opera  educatrice,  vi  aiuti  in  essa  e  vi  supplisca  quando  i 

mezzi  di  educazione  vi  manchino. 

La  vostra  liberta,  i  vostri  diritti,  la  vostra  emancipazione 

da  condizioni  sociali  ingiuste,  la  missione  che  ciascun  di 

vol  deve  compiere  qui  sulla  terra,  dipendono  dal  grade 

di  educazione  che  vi  e  date  raggiungere.  Senza 

educazione  vol  non  potete  scegliere  giustamente  fra  il 

bene  e  il  male;  non  potete  acquistar  coscienza  del  vostri 

diritti;  non  potete  ottenere  quella  partecipazione  nella 

vita  politica  senza  la  quale  non  riuscirete  ad 

emanciparvi;  non  potete  definire  a  vol  stessi  la  vostra 

missione. 

L'educazione  e  il  pane  delle  anime  vostre.  Senza  essa, 

le  vostre  facolta  dormono  assiderate,  infeconde,  come  la 

potenza  di  vita  che  cova  nel  germe  dorme  isterilita,  se 

esse  e  cacciato  in  terrene  non  dissodato,  senza 
benefizio  d'irrigazione  e  cure  dell'assiduo  coltivatore. 

Oggi  vol  o  non  avete  educazione  o  I'avete  da  uomini  e 

da  poteri  che  nulla  rappresentano  fuorche  se  stessi  e, 

non  servendo  a  un  principio  regolatore,  sono  condannati 

essenzialmente  a  mutilaria  o  falsarla.  I  meno  tristi  fra  i 

vostri  educatori  credono  aver  soddisfatto  al  debito  lore, 

quando  hanno  inegualmente  aperto  sul  territorio  che 

reggono  un  certo  numero  di  scuole  dove  i  vostri  figli 

possono  ricevere  un  grade  qualunque  d'insegnamento 

elementare.  Questo  insegnamento  consiste 

principalmente  nel  leggere,  scrivere  e  computare... 
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the  less  had  a  clear  perception  that  the  argument  of  popular 

consensus  needed  to  be  limited  (and  legitimated)  by 

normative  principles,  which  for  him  were  true  democratic 

principles.  Mazzini's  originality  and  modernity  lay  in  his 

capacity  to  avoid  being  a  universalist  in  the  old 

cosmopolitan  sense  without  becoming  a  relativist.  He  faced 

the  tension  between  universality  and  national  identity  by 

making  the  former  concrete  and  inclusive:  universality 

meant  humanity  which  revealed  itself  through  and  within 

each  nation,  and  was  synonymous  with  democracy. 

Democracy  at  home  is  the  premise  for  democracy  abroad: 

this  is  Mazzini's  legacy. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 
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Eugenio  Montale  (1896  - 1981) 


He  was  born  in  Genova  and  there  he  began  his  technical  and  music  studies.  He  had  to 
stop  them  in  1917  when  he  had  to  go  to  first  world  war  front  as  an  infantry  officer.  After  the 
war  he  went  back  to  Genova  where  he  devoted  himself  to  the  literary  studies  and  to  the  poetry 
activity. 

In  1925  he  published  his  first  collection  of  verses,  Ossi  di  seppia,  in  which  he 
describes  the  rocky  and  sunny  landscapes  of  his  Liguria.  In  1927  he  moved  to  Florence, 
where  at  first  he  worked  for  the  Bemporad  publisher  and,  later,  he  managed  the  Viesseux 
Cabinet  a  renowned  Institute  for  the  scientific  and  literary  culture;  this  assignment  allowed 
him  to  meet  and  get  in  touch  with  some  famous  writers,  such  as  Elio  Vittorini. 

In  1939  he  published  his  second  collection  of  poems,  the  Occasion!,  devoting  himself, 
at  the  same  time,  to  the  activity  of  translator.  In  1948  he  moved  to  Milan,  where  he  was  sub 
editor  of  the  national  newspaper  Corriere  della  sera  and  music  critic.  Before  dying  in  Milan, 
in  1983,  he  received  a  lot  of  great  reviews:  he  was  appointed  senator  for  life  and,  in  1975, 
conferred  the  Nobel  prize  for  Literature.  His  poetic  production  expresses  the  "pain  of  living", 
a  conception  of  a  life  pervaded  by  a  deep  sense  of  disappointment  and  disenchantment. 
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Nacque  nel  1896  a  Genova,  dove  inizio  i  suoi  studi  di  tipo  tecnico  e  musicale,  che 
dovette  interrompere  nell917  per  andare  al  fronte  della  prima  guerra  mondiale,  come  ufficiale 
di  fanteria.  Tomato  a  Genova,  si  dedico  agli  studi  letterari  ed  alia  attivita  poetica. 

Nel  1925  pubblico  la  sua  prima  raccolta  di  versi,  Ossi  di  seppia,  ambientati  nei 
paesaggi  rocciosi  ed  assolati  della  sua  Liguria.  Nel  1927  si  trasferi  a  Firenze,  dove  lavoro  per 
la  casa  editrice  Bemporad  e  ,  successivamente,  diresse  il  Gabinetto  Viesseux,  celebre  Istituto 
di  cultura  scientifica  e  letteraria,  incarico  che  gli  permise  di  entrare  in  contatto  con  scrittori 
come  Vittorini. 

Nel  1939  pubblico  la  seconda  raccolta  di  poesie,  le  Occasioni,  dedicandosi  nel 
contempo  anche  all'attivita  di  traduttore.  Nel  1948  si  trasferi  a  Milano,  dove  fu  redattore  del 
Corriere  della  sera  e  critico  musicale.  Prima  di  spengersi  a  Milano,  nel  1983,  ebbe  grandi 
riconoscimenti:  fu  nominato  senatore  a  vita  ed  insignito  del  Premio  Nobel  per  la  letteratura 
nel  1975.  La  sua  produzione  poetica  esprime  il  "male  di  vivere":  una  concezione  della  vita 
pervasa  da  un  profondo  senso  di  delusione  e  di  disincanto. 
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The  storm 
(1943) 

The  storm  that  trickles  upon  the  hard 
leaves  of  the  magnolia,  long  thunder-rolls 
of  March  and  the  hail, 
(the  sounds  of  crystal  in  your  night- 
nest  surprise  you,  of  the  gold 
that  has  dulled  from  mahogany,  the  page-edge 
of  bound  volumes,  there  still  burns 
a  grain  of  sugar  inside  the  shell 
of  your  eyelid) 

the  flash  that  crystallizes 
trees  and  walls  and  surprises  them  in  that 

eternity  of  instant.  -  marble,  manna 

and  destruction  -  which,  graved  in  yourself, 

you  are  condemned  to  bear  and  which  ties  you 

more  than  love  to  me,  strange  sister- 
then  the  raw  crash,  the  rattles,  the  quivering 

of  tambourines  on  the  furtive  pit, 

the  trampling  of  the  fandango  and  on  high 

a  gesture,  here  and  there  frenetic... 

As  when 

you  turned  and  with  your  hand,  cleared  then 

your  forehead  of  its  cloud  of  hair, 

greeted  me  -  to  go  into  the  dark. 

Translated  by:  John  Galassi 


La  bufera 
(1943) 

La  bufera  che  sgronda  sulle  foglie 

dure  della  magnolia  i  lunghi  tuoni 

marzolini  e  la  grandine, 

(i  suoni  di  cristallo  nel  tuo  nido 

notturno  ti  sorprendono,  dell'oro 

che  s'e  spento  sui  mogani,  sul  taglio 

del  libri  rilegati,  brucia  ancora 

una  grana  di  zucchero  nel  guscio 

delle  tue  palpebre) 

il  lampo  che  candisce 

alberi  e  muro  e  li  sorprende  in  quella 

eternita  d'istante  -  marmo  manna 

e  distruzione  -  ch'entro  te  scolpita 

porti  per  tua  condanna  e  che  ti  lega 

piu  che  I'amore  a  me,  strana  sorella,  - 

e  poi  lo  schianto  rude,  i  sistri,  il  fremere 

del  tamburelli  sulla  fossa  fuia, 

lo  scalpicciare  del  fandango,  e  sopra 

qualche  gesto  che  annaspa... 

Come  quando 

ti  rivolgesti  e  con  la  mano,  sgombra 

la  fronte  dalla  nube  del  capelli, 

mi  salutasti  -  per  entrar  nel  buio. 
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Ada  Negri  (1870  - 1945) 


Born  in  Lodi,  near  Milan  in  1870  in  an  humble  and  poor  family,  she  was  a  teacher  in 
an  elementary  school  when  she  became  famous  for  her  poems,  rich  in  human  feelings, 
animated  by  socialist  ideals  and  even  by  feminist  ambitions. 

In  the  first  decades  of  the  nineteenth  century  she  went  through  the  fascination  of 
behaviours  which  extolled  the  outstanding  figures,  according  to  the  style  of  Marinetti  and 
D'Annunzio.  Anyway  she  later  drifted  apart  from  it,  to  achieve  a  Christian  consideration  of 
the  human  reality  and  its  miseries. 

She  died  in  Milan  in  1945  after  having  been  admitted  and  honoured  at  the  Academy  of 
Italy,  but  also  after  having  lived  and  seen  the  devastation  of  her  Country  during  the  second 
world  war. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artists] 


Nata  a  Lodi,  nei  pressi  di  Milano,  nel  1870,  da  una  famiglia  di  umili  origini,  era  una 
semplice  maestra  elementare  quando  divenne  famosa  per  le  sue  poesie  ricche  di  sentimenti 
umanitari,  animate  da  ideali  socialisteggianti  e  perfmo  da  aspirazioni  che  preannunciavano  il 
femminismo. 

Nei  primi  decenni  del  Novecento  subi  la  suggestione  di  atteggiamenti  esaltanti  le 
personalita  d'eccezione,  secondo  lo  stile  di  Marinetti  e  D'Annunzio.  Se  ne  distacco,  tuttavia, 
per  approdare  ad  una  considerazione  cristianamente  sensibile  della  realta  umana  e  delle  sue 
miserie. 

Mori  a  Milano  nel  1945,  dopo  essere  stata  accolta  ed  onorata  nell'Accademia  d'ltalia, 
ma  anche  dopo  aver  visto  con  profondo  dolore  la  rovina  del  suo  paese  durante  la  seconda 
guerra  mondiale. 
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Fountain  of  light 
(1946) 

The  poetess  describes,  through  a  lively  and  effective  image, 

the  burst  of  life  and  beauty  when  spring  begins.  She 

contemplates  a  bush  that  the  warm  sun  of  March  has 

brought  to  bloom  in  a  triumph  of  yellow  blossoms  which 

make  it  resembling  to  a  fountain,  with  the  branches  like 

spoutings  of  light. 

The  poem  belongs  to  the  second  part  of  Ada  Negri  poetry. 

The  first  one,  in  fact  mainly  characterized  by  a  deep 
meditation  about  the  heavy  trial  of  the  working  class,  the 

social  claims  and  the  class  struggle. 

Once  reached  the  maturity,  the  poetess  develops  a  better 

awareness  of  herself,  of  the  depths  of  her  being  and  this  is 

the  synthesis  of  an  artistic  transfiguration  which  is  a  logical 

consequence  of  her  affliction.  It  is,  for  the  poetess,  the 

realization  that  reality  is  not  valueless  and  that  art  is 

supposed  to  recognize  the  goodness  of  whatever  exists. 

Nature  and  Art  speakonly  through  spirit  and  only  human 

beings  can  detect,  through  beauty  the  deep  richness  and 

the  reality  mystery. 
Ada  Negri  has  felt  art  as  a  fascinating  beauty,  able  to  raise 

men  in  a  world  which  is  "above"  this  fugacious  life.  This 

transcendence  is  essentially  based  on  the  perception  of  the 

correspondence  with  GOD  who  is  truth,  unselfish  gift  and 

goodness. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Fontana  di  luce 
(1946) 

Nel  marzo  ebro  di  sole  il  grande  arbusto 

in  mezzo  al  prato  si  copri  di  gialli 

fioretti:  le  novelle  accese  rame 

salenti  e  ricadenti  con  superba 

veemenza  di  getto  danno  raggi 

e  barbagli  a  mirarle;  e  tu  quasi  odi 

scroscio  di  fonte  uscir  da  loro;  e  tutta 

la  Primavera  da  quell'aurea  polla 

ti  si  versa  cantando  entro  le  vene. 

da:  Pons  amoris,  -  Mondadori,  Milano,  1946 


[Index]  [Italian  Artistsi 


^^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  344 

[Index] 

Ippolito  Nievo  (1831  - 1861) 


He  was  born  in  Padua  in  1831,  in  a  family  pervaded  by  liberal  sentiments  who 
educated  him  to  love  for  his  homeland  freedom. 

Once  completed  his  law  studies,  he  devoted  himself  to  the  literature  and  patriotic 
activities,  volunteering,  in  1859  in  the  "Cacciatori  delle  Alpi"  troops,  that  fought  the  Second 
Independence  war,  under  the  leadership  of  Giuseppe  Garibaldi. 

He  later  took  part  to  the  so  called  "Expedition  of  the  1000",  in  order  to  liberate  the 
Kingdom  of  the  two  Sicilies  from  the  Borboni  domination  and  held  some  important  political 
and  administrative  assignments  in  the  Island  of  Sicily  once  liberated  by  the  garibaldian  troops. 

He  died  in  1861,  in  the  wreck  of  the  boat  "Ercole",  in  which  he  was  embarked  for 
reaching  Naples  and  Sicily  in  order  to  accomplish  his  duties. 

Although  his  life  was  short,  he  has  left  a  lot  of  writings,  permeated  by  a  great  love  for 
his  homeland,  for  the  country  where  he  spent  his  childhood,  for  the  peasants  and  their  dialects 
and,  last  but  not  least,  his  masterpiece,  the  novel  "The  confessions  of  an  Italian".  This  novel, 
full  of  autobiographical  accents,  narrates  the  fortunes  of  Carlo  Altoviti  and  his  cousin  Pisana, 
a  story  interlaced  with  the  events  of  the  Unity  of  Italy.  The  narration  is  pervaded  by  the 
Romantic  themes  but,  sometimes,  it  anticipates  the  Verism  movement,  though  an  absolute 
respect  of  the  reality. 
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Nacque  a  Padova  nel  1831  da  una  famiglia  di  sentimenti  liberali  che  lo  educo 
all'amore  per  la  liberta  della  Patria. 

Terminati  gli  studi  in  Giurisprudenza,  si  dedico  ad  attivita  letterarie  e  patriottiche, 
arruolandosi  nel  1859  nei  "Cacciatori  delle  Alpi",  le  truppe  di  volontari  che  combattevano  per 
I'indipendenza  dellTtalia  sotto  la  guida  di  Garibaldi.  Partecipo  alia  spedizione  dei  Mille  e 
ricopri  incarichi  politico-amministrativi  nell'isola  di  Sicilia  liberata  dai  Garibaldini.  Per 
portare  a  termine  tale  compito  s'imbarco  sul  battello  a  vapore  "Ercole",  diretto  verso  Napoli, 
e  mori  in  mare  a  causa  del  suo  naufragio  nel  1861. 
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Sebbene  la  sua  vita  sia  stata  breve,  egli  ci  ha  lasciato  molti  scritti  pervasi  da  amore  per 
la  Patria,  per  la  campagna  dove  ha  trascorso  la  sua  infanzia,  per  i  contadini  ed  i  loro  dialetti,  di 
cui  sa  riconoscere  il  valore  linguistico,  ed  infme  un  romanzo  che  e  il  suo  capolavoro:  "Le 
confessioni  di  un  Italiano".  L'autore,  con  accenti  spesso  autobiografici,  vi  narra  le  vicende  di 
Carlo  Altoviti  e  della  cugina  Pisana,  che  s'intrecciano  con  quelle  delPUnita  d' Italia.  La 
narrazione  e  pervasa  di  temi  romantici,  ma,  talvolta  anticipa,  nelle  descrizioni, 
Tatteggiamento  veristico  d'assoluto  rispetto  della  realta. 
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To  my  daughters 
(1855) 

The  poem  is  dedicated  to  the  fire-flies,  little  bright  insects 

which  seem  to  bring  on  earth  luminous  reflections  of  the 

light  of  the  stars.  With  their  tenuous  glow,  the  fire-flies 

wander  in  lonely  places,  attracting  people  inclined  to 

meditation.  They  seem  to  exhort  through  calm  and  high 

thoughts,  as  the  hope  of  a  better  future  for  the  homeland: 

this  was  in  fact  the  feeling  which  has  dominated  the  poet's 

life. 

The  little  fire-flies  are  the  poets  thoughts  which  are 

transposed  in  the  poem;  these  thoughts  buzz  in  the  poet's 

mind  and  wander  in  the  air,  trying  to  take  off  form  the  land 

and  wishing  to  reach  a  "higher  sky";  but  it  isn't  possible,  so 

the  poet's  thoughts,  as  the  insects  with  their  faint  flamelets, 

have  to  settle  for  the  secluded  cottages,  the  little  villages, 

the  lonely  gardens,  the  dark  cloisters. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Alle  mie  figlie 
(1855) 

Lucciolette  che  ronzate 

Pel  crepuscoli  ideali. 

Care  stelle  forviate 

Da  vostr'orbite  immortali, 

Forse  ancor  del  ciel  natio 

Affaticavi  il  desio? 

lo  vi  sciolgo  I'ali  al  volo, 

Lucciolette  cattivelle; 

Ite  pur  lambendo  il  suolo 

Colle  timide  fiammelle, 

Giacche  i  cieli  a  vol  contese 

Legge  improvvida  e  scortese. 

Ai  romiti  casolari 

Nel  silenzio  del  villaggi 

Pel  giardini  solitari 

Seminate  i  vostri  raggi, 

Fra  le  tenebre  del  chiostri 

Seminate  i  raggi  vostri. 

Pel  tumuiti  delle  feste 

Melanconiche  volate, 

Sol  palesi  alle  modeste 

Ciglia,  e  all'alme  addolorate, 

Onde  vengan  esse  poi 

Meditando  dietro  a  vol. 

A  chi  stance  si  risente 

Delia  stolida  allegria 

Rischiarate  santamente 

L'annebbiata  fantasia, 

Perche  al  cor  gli  venga  e  al  vise 

D'altro  oprar  piu  maschio  rise. 

Lucciolette,  anco  un  memento, 

Ed  il  pugno  che  vi  accoglie 
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Vi  dara  libere  al  vento. 

Vinto  han  gia  le  vostre  doglie 

II  ritroso  animo  mio. 

Lucciolette  addio,  addio!... 


DaLe  Lucciole  1855 
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Aldo  Palazzeschi  (1885  - 1974) 


Aldo  Palazzeschi  was  born  in  Florence  in  1885,  in  a  family  of  rich  merchants;  this 
allowed  him  to  nourish  his  passion  for  poetry  and  theatre. 

At  first  he  joined  the  Futurism  and  collaborated  with  Filippo  Tommaso  Marinetti  but, 
in  the  period  preceding  the  first  world  war  he  grew  away  since  he  felt  neutral,  setting  himself 
against  the  heated  interventionism  of  the  Futurists. 

He  was  recalled  for  military  service  in  1916  and,  during  the  war  years,  he  composed 
some  ironical  and  playful  writings,  coming  off  from  the  fashionable  and  traditional  literary 
movements. 

He  went  to  Paris  a  lot  of  times,  where  he  knew  and  got  in  touch  some  great  artists, 
such  as  Filippo  De  Pisis,  Pablo  Picasso  and  Henri  Matisse.  He  wrote  a  lot  of  poems  (i.e. 
L'incendiario  in  1913),  short  stories  (Stampe  dell'Ottocento,  in  1932)  and  his  masterpiece,  the 
novel  Le  sorelle  Materassi,  in  1934. 

He  was  able  to  alternate,  in  his  wide  work,  some  writings  full  of  emotion  with  ironical 
al  playful  works.  He  died  in  Rome,  almost  ninety  years  old,  in  1974. 
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E  considerato  uno  dei  piu  grandi  poeti  dell'Ottocento  europeo.  Nacque  a  Firenze  nel 
1885  da  una  famiglia  di  agiati  commercianti  che  gli  permise  di  assecondare  la  sua  passione 
per  la  poesia  e  per  il  teatro. 

Inizialmente  aderi  al  Futurismo  e  collaboro  con  Filippo  Tommaso  Martinetti,  ma  se  ne 
distacco  nel  periodo  precedente  alia  prima  guerra  mondiale,  poiche  Palazzeschi  si  dichiaro 
neutralista,  contrapponendosi  all'acceso  interventismo  dei  Futuristi. 

Fu  richiamato  alle  armi  nel  1916  e,  durante  gli  anni  di  guerra,  compose  scritti  ironici  e 
scherzosi,  distaccandosi  dai  movimenti  letterari  contemporanei  ed  anche  da  quelli  tradizionali. 

Si  reco  piu  volte  a  Parigi,  dove  conobbe  e  frequento  grandi  artisti,  come  Filippo  De 
Pisis,  Pablo  Ricasso  e  Henri  Matisse. 
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Scrisse  molte  raccolte  di  poesie  (come  L'incendiario,  del  1913),  racconti  (Stampe 
deirOttocento,  del  1932)  ed  il  romanzo,  divenuto  ben  presto  famoso,  Le  sorelle  Materassi,  del 
1934.  Egli  seppe  alternare,  nella  sua  vasta  opera,  scritti  densi  di  commozione  con  altri  ironici 
e  scherzosi.  Si  spense  a  Roma,  quasi  novantenne,  nel  1974. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artistsi 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


350 


[Index] 


Ara  Mara  Amara 
(1904-1914) 

This  poem  is  about  three  old  ladies  who  sit  on  the  same 

green  grass  everyday  and  play  the  same  game  with  the 

dices  everyday  and  stay  under  the  same  shade  everyday. 

They  don't  even  look  up  but  keep  on  kneeling  in  the  grass 

under  the  same  shade. 

Due  to  the  lack  of  movement,  the  temporal-spatial 

dimension  is  very  important  in  the  poem:  the  women  "don't 

lift  their  heads",  they  are  still,  steady.  It  is  in  the  observer 

that  we  have  to  find  a  movement,  it  is  the  poet  who  is 

reaching  the  scene:  in  fact  in  the  fist  part  of  the  poem,  the 

author  describes  "the  big"  (seen  from  afar)  and  then  "the 

small"  (seen  at  close).  There  is  in  fact  a  progression  of  the 

nouns,  as  the  poem  proceeds  (from  "slope"  down  to  "high 

cypresses",  "little  field",  "three  women",  "dices"). 
The  trio  could  symbolize  something  similar  to  death,  an 
interpretation  suggested  by  the  black  clothes  of  the  old 
ladies  and  their  attitude.  The  three  old  women  could  be 
identified  with  the  three  Parcae,  the  mythological  figures 
responsible  for  birth,  life  and  death  of  everybody. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Ara  Mara  Amara 
(1904-1914) 

In  fondo  alia  china, 

fra  gli  aiti  cipressi, 

e  un  piccolo  prato. 

Si  stanno  in  quell'ombra 

tre  vecchie 

giocando  coi  dadi. 

Non  alzan  la  testa  un  istante, 

non  cambian  di  posto  un  sol  giorno. 

SuH'erba  in  ginocchio 
si  stanno  in  quell'ombra  giocando. 
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Giovanni  Pascoli  (1855  - 1912) 


He  was  born  in  San  Mauro  di  Romagna  in  1855  and  studied  in  Urbino  where  he  starter 
to  love  the  classical  culture. 

In  1867  he  got  shocked  for  his  dad  was  murdered  by  unknown  people  and  since  that 
moment  he  started  losing  his  serenity  of  mind.  There  were  other  deaths  in  his  family  and 
serious  economical  problems. 

He  gave  up  studying  and  was  arrested  for  taking  part  in  the  socialist  movement.  After 
he  was  released  he  accomplished  his  studies  under  the  influence  of  the  great  poet  Carducci 
and  afterwards  he  dedicated  himself  to  teaching.  At  the  University  of  Bologna  he  succeeded 
Carducci  and  had  the  chair  in  Italian  Literature  till  the  year  he  died  in  1912. 

His  works  are  poetry  and  prose  either  in  Italian  or  in  Latin.  He  was  given  several 
awards  and  became  popular  outside  Italy  as  well  thank  to  the  latin  poems  Carmina.  His  main 
pieces  of  work  are  Myricae,  the  Canti  di  Castelvecchio,  the  Poemi  and  Odi  ed  Inni. 

His  verses,  apparently  simple,  contributed  to  renovate  the  Italian  culture  opening  up  to 
the  European  current  of  Symbolism. 

Pascoli  illustrated  his  poetry  in  II  fanciuUino,  in  1897.  The  poet  is  similar  to  a  child  as 
he  is  still  able  to  perceive  the  mystery  which  lies  behind  the  little  things  of  daily  life  (such  as 
the  myricae  which  are  humble  little  shrubs  in  the  Mediterranean  Maquis)  and  be  happy  and 
grateful  for  the  great  value  every  little  thing  can  have. 

This  new  sensitivity  leads  the  poet  to  leave  the  positivistic  certainties  of  Carducci' s 
poetry  behind  and  moves  to  the  nostalgic  and  musical  European  Symbolism. 
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Nacque  a  San  Mauro  di  Romagna  nel  1855  e  compi  i  suoi  studi  ad  Urbino,  dove 
imparo  ad  amare  la  cultura  classica. 

Nel  1867  la  sua  vita  fu  sconvolta  dall'uccisione,  per  mano  di  ignoti,  del  padre.  Questo 
tragico  evento  segno  la  fine  della  sua  infanzia  serena  e  fu  seguito  da  altri  lutti  familiari  e  da 
gravi  difficolta  economiche. 


1^  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  352 

Interrotti  gli  studi,  fu  arrestato  per  la  partecipazione  a  moti  socialisti.  Tomato  in 
liberta,  grazie  airinteressamento  del  grande  poeta  Carducci,  si  dedico  al  completamento  dei 
suoi  studi  e,  successivamente,  airinsegnamento.  AirUniversita  di  Bologna  succedette  al 
Carducci  occupando  la  prestigiosa  cattedra  di  Letteratura  Italiana  fmo  all'anno  della  sua 
morte,  che  avvenne  nel  1912. 

La  sua  opera  e  sia  in  poesia  che  in  prosa  e  sia  in  lingua  italiana  che  latina.  Egli  ottenne 
numerosi  riconoscimenti  e  fama  internazionale  con  la  raccolta  di  poesie  latine  Carmina.  Le 
sue  opere  principali  sono  Myricae,  i  Canti  di  Castelvecchio,  i  Poemi  e  Odi  ed  Inni. 

I  suoi  versi,  apparentemente  semplici,  hanno  contribuito  a  rinnovare  la  cultura  italiana, 
immettendola  nella  corrente  europea  del  Simbolismo. 

Pascoli  ha  illustrato  la  sua  poetica  nello  scritto  II  fanciullino,  del  1897.  II  poeta  e 
simile  ad  un  fanciullo,  poiche  e  ancora  in  grado  di  percepire  il  mistero  che  si  cela  nelle 
piccole  cose  della  realta  quotidiana  (come  le  myricae,  piccoli  ed  umili  arbusti  della  macchia 
mediterranea)  e  di  stupirsi  per  il  valore  simbolico  che  tutto  puo  assumere. 

Questa  nuova  sensibilita  porta  il  poeta  ad  abbandonare  le  solide  certezze  della  poesia 
carducciana,  pervasa  di  pensiero  positivistico,  per  accostarsi  al  Simbolismo  europeo,  ricco  di 
musicalita,  di  evocazioni,  di  nostalgic. 
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In  the  fog 
(1904) 

I  stared  into  the  valley:  it  was  gone— 
wholly  submerged!  A  vast  flat  sea  remained, 
gray,  with  no  waves,  no  beaches;  all  was  one. 

And  here  and  there  I  noticed,  when  I  strained, 

the  alien  clamoring  of  small,  wild  voices: 
birds  that  had  lost  their  way  in  that  vain  land. 

And  high  above,  the  skeletons  of  beeches, 

as  if  suspended,  and  the  reveries 
of  ruins  and  of  the  hermit's  hidden  reaches. 

And  a  dog  yelped  and  yelped,  as  if  in  fear, 
I  knew  not  where  nor  why.  Perhaps  he  heard 
strange  footsteps,  neither  far  away  nor  near- 
echoing  footsteps,  neither  slow  nor  quick, 

alternating,  eternal.  Down  I  stared, 
but  I  saw  nothing,  no  one,  looking  back. 

The  reveries  of  ruins  asked:  "Will  no 

one  come?"  The  skeletons  of  trees  inquired: 

"And  who  are  you,  forever  on  the  go?" 

I  may  have  seen  a  shadow  then,  an  errant 

shadow,  bearing  a  bundle  on  its  head. 

I  saw  -  and  no  more  saw,  in  the  same  instant. 

All  I  could  hear  were  the  uneasy  screeches 

of  the  lost  birds,  the  yelping  of  the  stray, 

and,  on  that  sea  that  lacked  both  waves  and  beaches, 

the  footsteps,  neither  near  nor  far  away. 

Translated  by:  Geoffrey  Brock 


Nella  nebbia 
(1904) 

E  guardai  nella  valle:  era  sparito 

tutto!  sommerso!  Era  un  gran  mare  piano, 

grigio,  senz'onde,  senza  lidi,  unite. 

E  c'era  appena,  qua  e  la,  lo  strano 

vocio  di  gridi  piccoli  e  selvaggi: 
uccelli  spersi  per  quel  mondo  vano. 

E  alto,  in  cielo,  scheletri  di  faggi, 

come  sospesi,  e  sogni  di  rovine 

e  di  silenziosi  eremitaggi. 

Ed  un  cane  uggiolava  senza  fine, 

ne  seppi  donde,  forse  a  certe  peste 

che  sentii,  ne  lontane  ne  vicine; 

eco  di  peste  ne  tarde  ne  preste, 

alterne,  eterne.  E  io  laggiu  guardai: 

nulla  ancora  e  nessuno,  occhi,  vedeste. 

Chiesero  i  sogni  di  rovine:  -  Mai 

non  giungera?  -  Gli  scheletri  di  piante 

chiesero:  -  E  tu  chi  sei,  che  sempre  vai?  - 

lo,  forse,  un'ombra  vidi,  un'ombra  errante 

con  sopra  il  capo  un  largo  fascio.  Vidi, 

e  piu  non  vidi,  nello  stesso  istante. 

Sentii  soltanto  gl'inquieti  gridi 
d'uccelli  spersi,  I'uggiolar  del  cane, 
e,  per  il  mar  senz'onde  e  senza  lidi, 

le  peste  ne  vicine  ne  lontane. 
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Cesare  Pavese  (1908  - 1950) 


He  was  born  in  1908  in  Santo  Stefano  Belbo,  in  the  area  of  the  Langhe,  hills  of 
Piemonte  region,  which  he  loved  deeply  and  went  back  to  almost  every  summer  of  his  life.  He 
was  obliged  to  move  to  Torino  for  his  work  and  there  he  worked  for  Einaudi  publisher  which 
was  just  founded.  In  particular  he  devoted  himself  to  translate  and  spread  out  the  most 
important  authors  of  the  North- American  literature. 

Apart  from  his  literature  work  he  was  very  active  in  politics  as  well:  he  was  put  into 
prison  because  of  his  opposition  to  Fascism  and,  after  that,  in  1935  he  was  condemned  to 
internal  exile  in  Calabria.  During  this  very  hard  period  of  time  he  started  to  write  the  diary  // 
me  s  tier  e  di  vivere  which  was  published  years  later  and  the  romance  //  car  cere. 

When  he  went  back  to  Torino  he  found  out  that  the  woman  he  loved  had  got  married 
to  somebody  else.  He  felt  a  deep  sadness  and  a  great  loneliness.  In  1936  he  published  a  book 
written  in  verses,  Lavorare  stanca,  and  the  romance  Paesi  tuoi,  in  1941.  La  casa  in  collina. 
Prima  che  il  gallo  canti  and  La  bella  estate  are  very  important  pieces  of  work  written  in  prose 
in  the  40s. 

However,  his  work  of  art  is  La  luna  ed  i  fald,  written  in  1950  where  he  writes  about 
the  nostalgia  of  childhood  and  the  places  where  he  spent  his  first  years.  In  those  he  tried  to 
find  himself  in  vain.  In  that  very  year  he  put  an  end  to  his  life  committing  a  suicide  in  a  hotel 
room. 
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Nacque  nel  1908  a  Santo  Stefano  Belbo,  nelle  Langhe,  coUine  piemontesi  che  amo 
profondamente  e  dove  torno  quasi  ogni  estate  della  sua  vita.  La  sua  attivita  lavorativa  lo 
porto,  tuttavia,  a  vivere  a  Torino,  dove  collaboro  proficuamente  con  la  casa  editrice  Einaudi, 
appena  fondata.  Si  dedico,  in  particolare,  a  tradurre  e  diffondere  i  piu  importanti  autori  della 
letteratura  nord-americana. 

Oltre  air  attivita  letteraria,  si  impegno  anche  in  un'intensa  attivita  politica:  per  la  sua 
opposizione  al  fascismo  fu  arrestato  e,  successivamente,  nel  1935,  condannato  ad  un  anno  di 
confino  in  Calabria.  Durante  questo  duro  periodo  inizio  a  scrivere  il  diario  (che  sara 
pubblicato  postumo)  II  mestiere  di  vivere  ed  il  romanzo  II  carcere. 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  355 


Tomato  a  Torino,  trovo  la  donna  che  amava  sposata  ad  un  altro:  questa  amara 
delusione  accrebbe  il  suo  senso  di  solitudine.  Nel  1936  pubblico  un  volume  in  versi,  Lavorare 
stanca,  e,  nel  1941,  il  romanzo  Paesi  tuoi.  Tra  le  opere  in  prosa  sono  da  ricordare  La  casa  in 
collina.  Prima  che  il  gallo  canti  e  La  bella  estate,  tutte  scritte  negli  anni  '40. 

Ma  il  suo  grande  capolavoro  e  La  luna  ed  i  falo,  del  1950,  ispirato  dalla  nostalgia 
dell'infanzia  e  dei  suoi  luoghi,  dove  egli,  invano,  tenta  di  ritrovare  se  stesso.  In  quello  stesso 
anno  porra  fine  alia  sua  tormentata  esistenza  suicidandosi  in  una  camera  di  albergo. 
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In  the  morning  you  always  come 
back 

(1950) 


The  beam  of  light  from  sunrise 

breathes  through  your  lips 

at  the  end  of  empty  paths. 

Gray  light  of  your  eyes 

Sweet  dewdrops  of  dawn 

engulf  the  houses. 

The  city  appears 

The  stones  smell 

You  are  life 
the  reawakening 

Star  lost 

in  the  light  of  dawn, 

the  whispering  breeze, 

mild  warmth,  breath  - 

The  night  has  reached  an  end. 

You  are  the  light  and  the  morning. 

Translated  by:  Chris  Dolezalek 


In  the  morning  you  always  come 
back 

(1950) 


Lo  spiraglio  dell'alba 
respira  con  la  tua  bocca 
in  fondo  alle  vie  vuote. 
Luce  grigia  i  tuoi  occhi, 

doici  gocce  dell'alba 

sulle  colline  scure. 

II  tuo  passo  e  il  tuo  fiato 

come  il  vento  dell'alba 

sommergono  le  case. 

La  citta  abbrividisce, 
odorano  le  pietre 

sei  la  vita,  il  risveglio. 

Stella  sperduta 

nella  luce  dell'alba, 

cigolio  della  brezza, 

tepore,  respire 

e  finita  la  notte. 

Sei  la  luce  e  il  mattino. 
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Sandro  Penna  (1906  - 1977) 


Born  in  Perugia  in  1906,  he  moved  to  Rome  at  the  age  of  twenty.  He  didn't  succeed  in 
imposing  himself  for  a  long  time  and,  in  order  to  have  enough  to  live,  he  did  a  lot  a  lot  of 
activities  such  as  journalist,  translator  and  fine  arts  expert.  In  1970  he  gathered  in  a  volume 
called  Tutte  lepoesie,  all  the  compositions  he  had  written  in  the  previous  years. 

He  preferred  not  to  deal  with  the  strong  problems  of  the  contemporary  world,  seeking 
refuge  in  a  quiet  vision  of  the  natural  reality,  which  often  recalls  the  classical  poetry  of  the 
Greek  lyric  poets.  He  passed  away  in  Rome  in  1977. 
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Nato  a  Perugia  nel  1906,  si  trasferi  a  Roma  poco  piu  che  ventenne.  Non  riuscendo  ad 
affermarsi  come  poeta,  per  vivere  svolse  diverse  attivita:  fu  giornalista,  traduttore  ed  esperto 
di  arte.  Nel  1970  riuni  in  un  volume,  intitolato  Tutte  le  poesie,  i  componimenti  che  aveva 
scritto  negli  anni  precedents 

Preferi  non  affrontare  le  forti  problematiche  del  mondo  contemporaneo,  rifugiandosi 
in  una  visione  serena  della  realta  naturale,  che  ricorda  sovente  la  poesia  classica  dei  lirici 
greci.  Si  spense  a  Roma  nel  1977. 
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The  black  stairs  of  my  tavern 
(1906) 

The  steps  of  my  tavern 

you  descend  all  drenched  with  wind. 

The  beautiful  fallen  hair  you  have 

on  the  living  eyes  in  a  remote  firmament 

of  mine. 

In  the  smoken  tavern 

now  is  the  smell  of  port  and  wind. 

Free  wind  which  models  bodies 

and  moves  the  steps  of  white  sailors. 

Translated  by:  Fiamma  Ferraro 
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Le  nere  scale  della  mia  taverna 
(1906) 

Le  nere  scale  della  mia  taverna 

tu  discendi  tutto  intriso  di  vento. 

I  bei  capelli  caduti  tu  hai 

sugli  occhi  vivi  in  un  mio  firmamento 

remote. 

Nella  fumosa  taverna 

ora  e  I'odore  del  porto  e  del  vento. 

Libero  vento  che  modella  i  corpi 

e  muove  il  passo  ai  bianchi  marinai. 
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Carlo  Pisacane  (1818  -  1857) 


Carlo  Pisacane  is  a  tragically  famous  protagonist  if  the  Italian  Risorgimento  and 
author  of  some  political  essays  in  which  he  enunciates  very  advanced  theories  about  the 
importance  of  the  social  aspects  of  each  movement  finalised  to  the  people  liberation. 

He  was  born  in  Naples  in  1818  but  he  soon  left  the  home  town,  forced  to  stay  in 
backwardness  conditions  by  the  Bourbon  Government,  and  travelled  to  France  and  England. 
Back  to  Italy,  he  fought  in  the  First  Independence  War  and  took  part  to  the  so  called  "Roman 
Republic".  He  wrote  an  essay  "The  Revolution"  in  which  he  stated  the  necessity  of 
eradicating  each  form  of  inequity  and  exploitation  in  order  to  be  able,  then,  to  set  up  a  real 
democracy. 

To  fulfil  these  ideals  of  democracy,  he  organised  in  1857,  an  expedition  in  the  island 
of  Sapri,  in  order  to  enfranchise  the  peasants  from  the  bourbons  yoke.  The  population,  semi- 
analphabet  and  unprepared,  didn't  understand  the  noble  and  generous  purpose  and 
slaughtered,  together  with  the  bourbon  troops,  all  the  young  patriots. 

Carlo  Pisacane,  frantic  with  sorrow  for  the  tragic  failure,  took  his  life. 
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Personaggio  tragicamente  famoso  del  Risorgimento  italiano,  autore  di  saggi  politici 
nei  quali  egli  espone  una  teoria  avanzatissima  sull'importanza  degli  aspetti  sociali  di  ogni 
movimento  finalizzato  alia  liberazione  del  popolo. 

Nacque  a  Napoli  nel  1818,  ma  ben  presto  abbandono  questa  citta  mantenuta  in 
condizioni  di  arretratezza  dal  governo  borbonico,  e  viaggio  in  Francia  ed  in  Inghilterra. 
Tomato  in  Italia,  combatte  la  Prima  Guerra  di  Indipendenza  e  partecipo  alia  Repubblica 
Romana.  Scrisse  un  saggio  su  "La  rivoluzione",  affermando  la  necessita  di  eliminare  prima 
ogni  forma  di  ingiustizia  e  di  sfruttamento  per  poter  instaurare  poi  una  vera  democrazia. 

Per  realizzare  questi  ideali  organizzo,  nel  1857,  una  spedizione  a  Sapri,  per  la 
liberazione  dei  contadini  dall'oppressione  e  dallo  sfruttamento  dei  Borboni.  Quella 
popolazione  meridionale,  ancora  semianalfabeta  ed  impreparata,  non  comprese  questo  nobile 
e  generoso  intento  e  trucido,  unendosi  all'esercito  borbonico,  tutti  i  giovani  patrioti. 

Carlo  Pisacane,  sconvolto  dal  dolore  per  questo  tragico  fallimento,  si  suicido. 
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Reasoning  about  progress 
(1849) 

In  his  writings  the  author,  who  was  a  great  patriot  and 

sacrificed  himself  for  his  homeland,  combines  to  the  cause 

of  the  political  freedom,  the  emancipation  from  misery, 

devoting  himself  to  the  sad  conditions  of  peasantry  from 

southern  Italy,  who  were  oppressed  and  sweated  by  the  big 

landowners.  In  order  to  set  them  free,  he  will  organize  the 

Sapri  expedition,  in  which  he'll  find  death  together  with  his 

300  brothers-in-arms. 
In  order  to  give  memory  to  this  event  the  poet  Mercantini 
has  written  a  poem  "La  Spigolatrice  di  Sapri",  a  touching 
celebration  of  the  heroic  sacrifice  of  so  many  young  lives. 
In  this  passage  taken  from  the  essay  "On  Revolution"  the 
author  reasons  about  progress,  saying  that,  despite  the  fact 
this  word  is  well  know  by  everybody,  nobody  understands  its 

deep  meaning. 
He  says  that  it's  undeniable  the  fact  that  science  finds  out 

a  lot  of  inventions  which,  applied  to  industry,  trade  and 

human  beings  ,  transform  products,  landscapes,  fabrics  and 

so  on  ,  improves  the  quality  of  life,  shortens  distances, 

transforms  villages  in  superb  towns,  darkness  in  light.. 

What  he  wonders,  anyway,  is  if  the  growing  of  the  progress 

is  able  to  distribute  prosperity  on  everybody  without 

exception;  if  the  progress  is  able  to  raise  the  sense  of 

dignity  in  men,  if  progress  is  able  to  guarantee  freedom,  to 

fight  slavery,  to  allow  men  to  express  their  opinion.. 

The  answer  is  no. ..where  is  in  fact  the  improvement  of  the 

human  condition? 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Ragionamento  sul  progresso 
(1849) 

La  parola  progresso  suona  nella  bocca  degli  uomini 

d'ogni  condizione,  d'ogni  partite,  ma  e  da  pochissimi, 
anzi  quasi  da  nessuno  compresa.  I  sorprendenti  trovati 
della  scienza  che,  applicati  all'industria,  al  commercio,  al 
vivere  in  generale,  trasformano  in  mille  guise  i  prodotti, 
sono  fatti  innegabili:  noi  vediamo,  ove  erano  gruppi  di 
capanne,  sorgere  superbe  citta;  campi  aspri  e  selvaggi 
squarciati  dall'aratro,  e  resi  fecondi;  solve,  monti,  mari, 

superati;  rozzi  velli  trasformati  in  finissime  stoffe;  le 

intemperie  vinte  con  I'arte;  le  tenebre  cacciate  da 

fulgidissima  luce;  il  navigar  contro  i  venti;  il  percorrere 

con  portentosa  celerita  sterminate  distanze;  finanche  il 

fulmine  reso  rapido  messaggiero  dell'uomo;  I'immensita 

del  cieli,  le  viscere  della  terra  esplorate;  gli  astri,  gli 

animali,  i  vegetabili,  i  minerali,  tutti  studiati,  classificati, 

misurati...  Se  questo  e  il  progresso,  niuno  puo  negarlo  o 

non  comprenderlo... 

Ma  cotesto  accrescimento  continue  del  prodotto  e 
dell'umano  sapere,  spande  egualmente  la  prosperita  su 
tutti?  Suscita  nell'uomo  il  sentimento  del  proprio  diritto, 
della  dignita?  Garantisce  la  liberta,  garentisce  il  popolo 
dall'usurpazione  di  pochi,  rende  forse  impossibile,  sotto 

ogni  forma,  la  schiavitu,  ed  assicura  I'indipendenza 
dell'uomo  dall'uomo,  o  almeno  ne  libra  su  giusta  lance  le 
correlazioni?  Ognuno  che  vuol  manifestare  francamente 

la  propria  opinione,  ognuno  che  studia  la  storia,  che 

osserva  il  presente,  rispondera:  no,  I'apogeo  della  civilta 

romana,  il  secolo  d'Augusto  fu  il  perigee  della  liberta;  i 

rozzi  italiani  dell'XI  secolo  erano  liberi,  e  vilissimi 

piaggiatori  quelli  del  civilissimo  secolo  di  Lorenzo  De' 

Medici;  i  Francesi  dello  splendido  secolo  di  Luigi  XIV 

non  furono  che  spregevoli  cortigiani.  Ove  riscontrasi. 
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adunque,  il  continuato  miglioramento  deH'umane 
condizioni? 

Da  "La  rivoluzione'" 
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Salvatore  Quasimodo  (1901  - 1968) 


He  was  born  in  Modica,  near  Ragusa  in  1901,  but  he  left  his  Sicily  when  he  was  still 
young.  For  a  while  he  lived  in  Florence  where,  his  brother-in-law  Elio  Vittorini  introduced 
him  in  the  literary  circles. 

Afterwards  he  moved  to  Milan  and  there  he  lived  for  a  long  time,  teaching  Italian 
Literature  at  the  Music  Institute.  His  first  poetical  period  has  an  hermetic  taste,  as  in  Oboe 
Sommerso  written  in  1932.  In  1949  he  published  his  translation  Lirici  Greci  which  is  still 
considered  of  insuperable  beauty,  for  its  ability  of  expressing  the  lyricism  present  in  the 
fragments  of  the  Greek  poets. 

In  1942  he  published  Ed  e  subito  sera:  in  this  little  poem  we  can  find,  besides  the  love 
for  the  classical  culture,  the  moral  and  civil  strain  that,  according  to  the  poet,  must  animate 
each  poet's  work. 

He  passed  away  in  Naples  in  1968,  few  years  after  he  had  been  awarded  the  Nobel 
Prize  for  Literature. 
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Nacque  a  Modica,  vicino  a  Ragusa,  nel  1901,  ma  si  allontano  giovane  dalla  sua  Sicilia. 
Visse  per  un  certo  periodo  a  Firenze,  dove  il  cognato  Elio  Vittorini  lo  introdusse  negli 
ambienti  letterari. 

Successivamente  si  trasferi  a  Milano,  dove  visse  a  lungo,  insegnando  Letteratura  al 
Conservatorio.  La  sua  prima  fase  poetica  e  di  gusto  ermetico,  come  Oboe  sommerso,  del 
1932.  Nel  1940  pubblico  una  sua  traduzione  dei  Lirici  greci  che  e  considerata  ancor  oggi  di 
insuperata  bellezza,  per  la  sua  capacita  di  esprimere  il  lirismo  dei  frammenti  di  tali  poeti. 

Nel  1942  pubblico  Ed  e  subito  sera:  all'amore  per  la  cultura  classica  si  aggiunge  la 
tensione  morale  e  civile  che,  secondo  Quasimodo,  deve  animare  ogni  poeta. 

Si  spense  a  Napoli  nel  1968,  pochi  anni  dopo  essere  stato  insignito  del  premio  Nobel 
per  la  Letteratura. 
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Man  of  my  time 
(1947) 

You  are  still  the  one  with  the  stone  and  the  sling, 

Man  of  my  time.  You  were  in  the  cockpit, 

With  the  malevolent  wings,  the  meridians  of  death, 

-I  have  seen  you  -  in  the  chariot  of  fire,  at  the  gallows. 

At  the  wheels  of  torture.  I  have  seen  you:  it  was  you. 

With  your  exact  science  set  on  extermination. 
Without  love,  without  Christ.  You  have  killed  again. 

As  always,  as  your  fathers  killed, 

as  the  animals  killed  that  saw  you  for  the  first  time. 

And  this  blood  smells  as  on  the  day 

When  one  brother  told  the  other  brother: 

"Let  us  go  into  the  fields."  And  that  echo,  chill,  tenacious, 

Has  reached  down  to  you,  within  your  day. 

Forgot,  0  sons,  the  clouds  of  blood 
Risen  from  the  earth,  forget  your  fathers: 

Their  tombs  sink  down  in  ashes. 
Black  birds,  the  wind,  cover  their  heart. 

Translated  by:  Mike  Towler,  April  1998 


Uomo  del  mio  tempo 
(1947) 

Sei  ancora  quelle  della  pietra  e  della  fionda, 

uomo  del  mio  tempo.  Eri  nella  carlinga, 

con  le  all  maligne,  le  meridiane  di  morte, 

-  t'ho  visto  -  dentro  il  carro  di  fuoco,  alle  forche, 

alle  ruote  di  tortura.  T'ho  visto:  eri  tu, 

con  la  tua  scienza  esatta  persuasa  alio  sterminio, 

senza  amore,  senza  Cristo.  Hai  ucciso  ancora, 

come  sempre,  come  uccisero  i  padri,  come  uccisero 

gli  animali  che  ti  videro  per  la  prima  volta. 

E  questo  sangue  odora  come  nel  giorno 

quando  il  fratello  disse  all'altro  fratello: 

-  Andiamo  ai  campi.  -  E  quell'eco  fredda,  tenace, 

e  giunta  fine  a  te,  dentro  la  tua  giornata. 

Dimenticate,  o  figli,  le  nuvole  di  sangue 

salite  dalla  terra,  dimenticate  i  padri: 

le  loro  tombe  affondano  nella  cenere, 

gli  uccelli  neri,  il  vento,  coprono  il  loro  cuore. 
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Gianni  Rodari  (1920  - 1980) 


He  was  born  near  No  vara  on  the  Orta  lake  in  1920  in  a  family  of  modest  social 
conditions.  His  father,  a  baker  died  when  he  was  ten.  He  studied  as  primary  school  teacher  in 
1941  and  began  to  write  tales  and  rhymes  for  children. 

In  the  meantime  he  was  politically  committed  and  promoted  the  same  values  of 
democracy,  social  justice  and  anti-racism  he  taught  his  pupils  through  his  poems, 
extraordinary  simple  and  deep.  He  died  in  Rome  in  1980. 

He  has  the  merit  of  having  deeply  renewed  the  literature  for  childhood:  his  works 
aren't  any  more  the  usual  tales  for  children  but  poems  and  novels  animated  by  surrealistic 
characters. 
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Nacque  vicino  a  No  vara,  sul  lago  d'Orta,  nel  1920,  da  una  famiglia  di  modeste 
condizioni  sociali.  Suo  padre,  un  fornaio,  mori  di  polmonite  quando  egli  aveva  solo  dieci 
anni.  Divenne  maestro  elementare  nel  1941  ed  inizio  a  scrivere  novelle  e  filastrocche  per 
I'infanzia. 

Contemporaneamente  si  impegnava  in  politica,  difendendo  gli  stessi  ideali  di 
democrazia,  giustizia  sociale  ed  antirazzismo  che  proponeva  ai  bambini  con  le  sue  poesie, 
straordinariamente  semplici  e  profonde.  Mori  a  Roma  nel  1980. 

Egli  ha  il  merito  di  aver  rinnovato  la  letteratura  per  I'infanzia,  dedicando  ai  bambini 
non  piu  le  solite  favolette,  ma  poesie  e  racconti  animati  da  personaggi  surreali. 
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Sunless  Naples 
(1947) 

This  poem  is  written  to  celebrate  the  city  of  Naples  and  it  is 

written  for  children  in  Rodari's  style.  It  is  one  of  the  carols 

and  nursery  rhymes  Rodari  has  written  in  order  to  express 

ideals  of  antiracism,  democracy  and  justice  he  strongly 

believed  in.  Rodari  had  the  ability  to  write  such  simple 

rhymes  expressing  a  very  ethical  content.  In  this  context  he 

speaks  about  Naples  and  the  serious  and  critical  situation 

thecity  has  to  go  through. 
His  rhymes  are  a  marvellous  exploration  of  the  worlds  of 

creativity  and  imagination.  The  author's  profound 
understanding  of  the  child's  unspoiled  imagination  shines 
through  these  collected  reflections  on  the  art  of  inventing 

stories.  Rodari  shows  teachers  how  to  stir  young 

imaginations  by  building  on  simple  words,  phrases,  and 

rhymes;  juxtaposing  seemingly  unrelated  words  and  images; 

creating  "what  if"  scenarios;  rewriting  popular  folk  tales; 

speculating  on  "what  happens  next".  Analysing  the 

essential  nature  of  stories,  jokes,  riddles,  and  poetry,  Rodari 

delves  deep  into  the  mysterious  heart  of  the  creative 

process  and  vividly  illuminates  it  for  the  reader. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Napoli  senza  sole 
(1947) 

Filastrocca  del  Pallonetto, 
vicolo  storto,  vicolo  stretto, 
senza  cielo  e  senza  mare, 
senza  canzoni  da  cantare... 
Chi  fara  musica  e  parole 
per  te,  Napoli  senza  sole? 
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Giovanni  Domenico  Ruffini  (1807  - 1881) 


Born  in  Genova  in  1807,  he  was,  together  with  his  brothers  Jacopo  and  Agostino,  an 
ardent  follower  of  Giuseppe  Mazzini,  the  Italian  patriot,  philosopher  and  politician  whose 
efforts  helped  bring  about  the  modern  Italian  state  in  place  of  the  several  separate  states,  many 
dominated  by  foreign  powers,  that  existed  until  the  nineteenth  century. 

The  three  brothers  took  part  to  the  political  revolts  of  1833  in  order  to  fight  the 
absolutism  of  the  Savoy  kingdom,  but  the  were  defeated.  Jacopo  was  arrested  and  took  his  life 
in  prison  while  Giovanni  managed  to  escape  in  exile. 

He  fled  to  London  where  he  wrote  a  novel,  in  part  autobiographical,  ''The  Doctor 
Antonio "  in  which  the  social  reality  of  that  times  is  well  portrayed.  When  Italy  achieved 
independence,  Ruffini  went  back  in  his  region,  where  he  died  in  1881. 
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Nacque  a  Genova  nel  1807  e  fu,  con  i  fratelli  Jacopo  ed  Agostino,  un  fervente  seguace 
di  Mazzini,  del  quale  essi  condividevano  gli  ideali  liberali. 

Parteciparono  ad  i  moti  politici  del  1833,  nel  tentativo  di  combattere  I'assolutismo  del 
Regno  Sabaudo,  ma  furono  sconfitti.  II  fratello  Jacopo  fu  catturato  e  si  suicido  in  carcere,  pur 
di  non  tradire  gli  altri  patrioti,  mentre  Giovanni  riusci  a  fuggire  in  esilio. 

Si  rifugio  a  Londra  dove  scrisse  il  bel  romanzo,  in  gran  parte  autobiografico,  "II 
Dottor  Antonio",  nel  quale  e  efficacemente  rappresentata  la  realta  di  quel  tempo.  Quando 
ITtalia  raggiunse  I'indipendenza  gli  fu  possibile  tornare  nella  sua  Liguria,  dove  morra  nel 
1881. 
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Don  Pasquale 
(1843) 

Over  the  course  of  his  career,  the  musician  Gaetano 

Donizetti  wrote  65  complete  operas,  and  worked  with  at 

least  21  librettists.  His  co-librettist  for  Don  Pasquale  was 

poet,  novelist  and  Italian  patriot  Giovanni  Ruffini.  Although 

Ruffini  and  Donizetti  quickly  established  a  cordial  friendship, 

they  had  a  rocky  working  relationship.  Ruffini  proclaimed  the 

Maestro  "a  fine,  good,  and  able  fellow,  without  pretences, 

and  simple  in  manner."  But  the  poet  wasn't  so  enthusiastic 

about  the  task  set  out  for  him 

When  Ruffini  sent  Donizetti  verses  that  did  not  fit  the 

existing  music,  the  composer  simply  rewrote  the  text 

himself.  Donizetti's  endless  revisions  tormented  the  poor 

poet.  According  to  one  story, 
Ruffini  slaved  over  five  versions  of  a  single  rondo,  only  to 
hear  Donizetti  say,  "an  idea  came  to  me  and  I  decided  to  set 
your  first  version  after  all."  When  finally  confronted  with  the 
completed  libretto,  Ruffini  complained  that  Donizetti  had 
destroyed  "that  little  bit  of  logical  connection  which  I  had 
studied  to  put  into  my  pieces." 
Despite  Ruffini's  reservations,  he  helped  create  a 
masterpiece.  Don  Pasquale's  libretto  is  economical,  well- 
crafted,  and  hilarious,  striking  just  the  right  balance  between 
satire  and  compassion. 
These  humorous  verses,  give  start  to  a  lyric  drama 
characterized,  in  addition  to  the  wonderful  music,  by  the 
narration  of  intriguing  love  events,  with  sly  characters  ready 
to  swindle  in  order  to  allow  the  lovers  to  meet. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Don  Pasquale 
(1843) 

Son  nov'ore;  di  ritorno 

il  dottore  esser  dovria. 

(ascoltando) 

Zitto!...  Parmi...  E  fantasia... 

Forse  il  vento  che  passo. 

Che  boccon  di  pillolina, 

nipotino,  vi  prepare! 

Vo'  chiamarmi  don  Somaro 

se  veder  non  ve  la  fo. 

Da  "Don  Pasquale"  Atto  I,  scena  I 
opera  di  Gaetano  Donizetti 
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Umberto  Saba  (1883  - 1957) 


He  was  born  in  Trieste  in  1883;  his  mother  was  Jewish  and  she  was  deserted  by  her 
husband  even  before  the  author's  birth.The  young  poet  suffered  this  family  situation  so  much 
that  he  refused  the  paternal  surname,  replacing  it  with  the  word  Saba  that  in  Jewish  means 
"bread". 

He  didn't  succeed  in  finishing  regular  studies  and  he  soon  began  to  work:  he  also 
worked  as  ship's  boy  on  a  merchant  ship  and  was  soldier  during  the  first  world  war. 

Ever  since  1903  he  began  to  write  poems  and,  after  the  war,  he  bought  an  antiquarian 
bookshop.  This  activity  allowed  him  to  earn  his  living  and  to  stay  in  touch  with  the 
environment  he  considered  suitable  for  his  literary  interests.  In  1921  he  published  the 
Canzoniere,  in  which  he  had  collected  the  poems  written  since  his  youth  without  gaining, 
anyway,  good  remarks  by  the  literay  reviewers. 

Because  of  the  racial  laws,  he  was  compelled  to  take  refuge  in  Florence,  where 
Eugenio  Montale  helped  and  protected  him.  Some  other  editions  of  the  Canzoniere  were 
published  in  1945  and  1945  and  this  time,  they  had  a  great  success  either  by  the  public  or  the 
critics.  These  recognitions,  anyway,  didn't  avoid  him  to  fall  in  recurring  bouts  of  depression 
until  his  death,  in  1957. 

His  poetry  has  been  highly  infiuenced  by  his  personnel  events  and  vicissitudes,  from 
the  psychoanalytical  treatments  to  which  he  had  to  undergo,  to  the  Central  European 
environment  of  Trieste. 
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Nacque  a  Trieste  nel  1883  da  madre  ebrea,  che  fu  abbandonata  dal  marito  ancora 
prima  che  il  figlio  nascesse.  II  giovane  poeta  soffri  molto  per  questa  sua  situazione  familiare, 
tanto  da  rifiutare  il  cognome  paterno,  che  sostitui  con  Saba,  parola  che  in  ebraico  significa 
"pane". 

Non  riusci  a  compiere  studi  regolari  ed  inizio  presto  a  lavorare:  fu  anche  mozzo  su  una 
nave  mercantile.  Fu  militare  durante  la  prima  guerra  mondiale. 
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Fin  dal  1903  aveva  iniziato  a  scrivere  poesie  e,  terminata  la  guerra,  divenne 
proprietario  di  una  libreria  a  antiquaria.  Questa  attivita  gli  procure  i  mezzi  per  vivere  e 
Tambiente  adatto  ai  suoi  interessi  letterari.  Nel  1921  pubblico  il  suo  Canzoniere,  nel  quale 
aveva  raccolto  le  poesie  scritte  fm  dalla  giovinezza,  senza  ottenere,  tuttavia,  grande 
apprezzamento  dai  critici  letterari. 

A  causa  delle  leggi  razziali  si  rifugio  a  Firenze,  dove  Montale  lo  protesse  ed  aiuto. 
Seguirono  altre  edizioni  del  Canzoniere,  nel  1945  el 948,  che  ottennero,  fmalmente,  un  grande 
successo  di  pubblico  e  di  critica.  Tali  riconoscimenti  non  gli  evitarono,  tuttavia,  di  cadere 
ripetutamente,  in  forti  crisi  depressive,  fmo  alia  sua  morte,  avvenuta  a  Gorizia  nel  1957. 

La  sua  poesia  e  stata  influenzata  dalle  sue  vicende  personali,  dalle  cure  psicanalitiche 
alle  quali  si  e  dovuto  sottoporre  e  dairambiente  mitteleuropeo  di  Trieste. 
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To  My  Soul 
(1921) 

You  delight  in  your  unending  misery. 

Such,  my  soul,  should  be  the  worth  of  knowledge, 

that  your  suffering  alone  should  do  you  good. 

Or  is  the  self-deceived  the  lucky  one? 

He  who  cannot  ever  know  himself 
or  the  sentence  of  his  condemnation? 

Still,  my  soul,  you  are  magnaminous; 
yet  how  you  thrill  to  phantom  opportunities, 
and  so  are  brought  down  by  a  faithless  kiss. 

To  me  my  misery  is  a  bright  summer 

day,  where  from  high  up  I  can  make  out 

every  facet,  every  detail  of  the  world  below. 

Nothing  is  obscure  to  me;  it's  all  right  there, 

wherever  my  eye  or  my  mind  leads  me. 

My  road  is  sad  but  brightened  by  the  sun; 

and  everything  on  it,  even  shadow,  is  in  light. 

Translated  by:  Katherine  Jackson 


Airanima  mia 
(1921) 

Dell'inesausta  tua  miseria  godi. 
Tanto  ti  valga,  anima  mia,  sapere; 
si  che  il  tuo  male,  nuH'altro,  ti  giovi. 

0  forse  avventurato  e  chi  s'inganna? 

ne  a  se  stesso  scoprirsi  ha  in  suo  potere, 

ne  mai  la  sua  sentenza  lo  condanna? 

Magnanima  sei  pure,  anima  nostra; 

ma  per  quali  non  tuoi  casi  t'esaiti, 

si  che  un  bacio  mentito  indi  ti  prostra. 

A  me  la  mia  miseria  e  un  chiaro  giorno 
d'estate,  quand'ogni  aspetto  dagli  aiti 
luoghi  discopro  in  ogni  suo  contomo. 

Nulla  m'e  occulto;  tutto  e  si  vicino 
dove  I'occhio  o  il  pensiero  mi  conduce. 
Triste  ma  sollegiato  e  il  mio  cammino; 

e  tutto  in  esso,  fino  I'ombra,  e  in  luce. 
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Vittorio  Sereni  (1913  - 1983) 


He  was  born  in  Luino  in  1913,  a  pleasant  village  at  the  borders  between  Switzerland 
and  Lombardia.  He  studied  in  Milan  and,  just  after  having  begun  his  activity  as  a  teacher,  he 
was  recalled  for  military  service  because  of  the  outbreak  of  the  second  world  war  and  sent  to 
Greece. 

In  1941  he  published  his  first  collection  of  verses,  Frontiera  and,  in  1943,  he  was  taken 
prisoner  and  sent  to  Algeria  for  two  years;  this  experience  will  give  inspiration  for  the  poems 
collected  in  Diario  d' Algeria,  published  in  1947.  At  the  end  of  the  war  he  returned  to  Milan, 
where  he  devoted  himself  to  the  activities  of  teacher  and  translator  until  his  death,  in  1983. 

His  literary  works  are  considered  one  of  the  most  high  expressions  of  lyric  poetry  of 
our  times.  His  verses  are  characterized,  in  the  content,  by  a  strong  moral  tension  and,  in  the 
style,  by  the  research  of  an  essential  language,  often  linked  to  the  concreteness  of  life  and  full 
of  autobiographical  references. 
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Nacque  nel  1913  a  Luino,  ridente  cittadina  al  confine  tra  la  Svizzera  e  la  Lombardia. 
Studio  a  Milano  ed  aveva  appena  cominciato  la  sua  carriera  di  insegnante,  quando  fu 
richiamato  alle  armi,  per  lo  scoppio  della  seconda  guerra  mondiale,  ed  inviato  in  Grecia. 

Nel  1941  pubblico  la  sua  prima  raccolta  di  versi,  Frontiera,  e  nel  1943  fu  fatto 
prigioniero  ed  inviato  per  due  anni  in  Algeria,  esperienza  che  gli  ispirera  le  poesie  raccolte  in 
Diario  d' Algeria,  del  1947.  Terminata  la  guerra,  tornera  a  Milano,  dove  si  dedichera 
all'attivita  di  insegnante  e  traduttore  fino  alia  morte,  avvenuta  nel  1983. 

La  sua  opera  viene  considerata  una  delle  piu  elevate  espressioni  di  poesia  lirica  del 
nostro  tempo.  I  suoi  versi  sono  caratterizzati,  nel  contenuto,  da  una  forte  tensione  morale  e, 
nella  forma,  dalla  ricerca  di  un  linguaggio  essenziale,  spesso  legato  alia  concretezza  della  vita, 
con  molti  elementi  autobiografici. 
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The  beach 
(1965) 

They've  all  gone  away  - 

the  voice  was  blathering  down  the  receiver 

Then,  knowingly:  -  They'll  not  return  -. 

But  today 

on  this  stretch  of  beach  never  visited  before 

those  sunlight  patches...  Signals 

of  theirs,  who  hadn't  left  at  all? 

And  when  you  turn  they're  quiet,  as  if  nothing. 

What's  being  wasted  from  day  to  day 

is  not  the  dead,  but  it's  those 

patches  of  the  nonexistent,  lime  or  ashes 

ready  to  become  light  and  movement. 

Don't 

be  in  doubt,  -  the  sea's  strength  assails  me  - 

speak  they  will. 

Translated  by:  Marcus  Ferryman  and  Peter  Robinson 


La  spiaggia 
(1965) 

Sono  andati  via  tutti  - 
Blaterava  la  voce  dentro  il  ricevitore. 
E  poi,  saputa:  -  Non  torneranno  piu  - 

Maoggi 

Su  questo  tratto  di  spiaggia  mai  prima  visitato 

Quelle  toppe  solari...  Segnali 

Di  loro  che  partiti  non  erano  affatto? 

E  zitti  quelli  al  tuo  voltarti,  come  niente  fosse. 

I  morti  non  e  quel  che  di  giorno 

In  giorno  va  sprecato,  ma  quelle 

Toppe  di  inesistenza,  calce  o  cenere 

Pronte  a  farsi  movimento  e  luce. 

Non 

Dubitare,  -  m'investe  della  sua  forza  il  mare  - 

Parleranno. 
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Ignazio  Silone  (1900  - 1978) 


Ignazio  Silone  was  born  in  1900  in  Piscina  dei  Marsi  in  the  region  of  Abruzzo,  in  a 
family  of  modest  landlords  which  was  destroyed  by  an  earthquake  in  1915.  He  abandoned  his 
studies  to  commit  himself  to  the  political  activity.  First  he  joined  the  socialist  party  and  then 
he  took  part  in  the  foundation  of  the  communist  party  in  1921  in  Livorno. 

He  lived  as  if  he  was  in  exile  during  the  fascist  dictatorship  and  went  on  several  trips 
to  the  Soviet  Union  denouncing  the  extremely  sad  conditions  in  which  the  Italians  lived  in 
those  years.  In  1930  after  he  got  to  know  also  Stalin's  dictatorship,  he  left  the  communist 
party  and  moved  to  Switzerland  where  in  1933  he  published  the  romance  Fontamara,  which 
was  translated  in  30  different  languages  and  assured  him  worldwide  popularity. 

Afterwards  he  published  Vino  e  pane  and  //  seme  sotto  la  neve.  In  1945,  at  the  end  of 
the  war,  he  came  back  to  Italy  and  took  part  in  the  constituent  assembly  as  a  representative  of 
the  socialist  party.  In  those  years  he  started  to  interpret  the  Socialism  his  own  way  in  the  light 
of  the  Christian  beliefs  which  he  went  into  deeper  and  deeper  till  his  death  happened  in 
Geneva  in  1978. 

His  works  //  segreto  di  Luca  and  Avventura  di  un  povero  cristiano  are  quite 
meaningful  from  the  faith  point  of  view.  In  the  latter  the  author  goes  through  the  Pope 
Celestino  V's  life  who  renounced  the  pontificate  in  order  to  live  in  poverty  and  ascesis. 
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Ignazio  Silone,  il  cui  vero  nome  era  Secondo  Tranquilli,  nacque  nel  1900  a  Pescina  dei 
Marsi,  in  Abruzzo,  da  una  famiglia  di  piccoli  proprietari  terrieri  che  fu  distrutta  dal  terremoto 
del  1915.  Egli  abbandono  gli  studi  per  dedicarsi  all' atti vita  politica,  aderendo  prima  al  Partito 
Socialista  e  poi  partecipando  alia  storica  fondazione  del  Partito  Comunista  nel  1921,  a 
Livorno. 

Visse  da  esule  durante  la  dittatura  fascista,  compiendo  numerosi  viaggi  nell'Unione 
Sovietica  e  denunciando  le  tristi  condizioni  di  vita  degli  Italiani  in  quegli  anni.  Nel  1930, 
avendo  conosciuto  anche  la  dittatura  di  Stalin,  usci  dal  partito  comunista  e  si  stabili  in 
Svizzera,  dove,  nel  1933  pubblico  il  romanzo  Fontamara  ,  che  fu  tradotto  in  trenta  lingue  e  gli 
assicuro  fama  internazionale. 
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Successivamente  pubblico  Vino  e  pane  e  II  seme  sotto  la  neve.  Nel  1945,  terminata  al 
guerra,  rientro  in  Italia  e  partecipo,  come  rappresentante  del  Partito  Socialista,  ai  lavori 
deH'Assemblea  Costituente.  In  questi  anni  inizio  una  sua  personale  interpretazione  del 
Socialismo  alia  luce  dei  valori  cristiani,  che  egli  approfondi  fmo  alia  morte,  avvenuta  a 
Ginevranel  1978. 

Molto  significative,  dal  punto  di  vista  della  fede,  le  opere  II  segreto  di  Luca  ed 
Avventura  di  un  povero  cristiano.  In  questa  ultima  I'autore  ripercorre  la  vicenda  umana  di 
Papa  Celestino  V  che,  per  restare  fedele  alia  sua  scelta  di  poverta  ed  alia  sua  vocazione 
all'ascesi,  rinuncio  al  pontificato. 
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from  "Fontamara" 
(1933) 

Fontamara  is  the  most  famous  novel  written  by  Silone.  It 
has  been  translated  into  many  languages  and  it  describes  a 
world  of  farmers,  peasants  who  are  poor  and  desperate,  and 

cannot  change  their  conditions  of  living.  Fontamara  is  an 

underdeveloped  village;  its  inhabitants  will  never  take  part  in 

the  external  world.  The  vision  is  very  pessimistic  as  it  arises 

from  those  words  above. 

It  is  widely  accepted  that  Fontamara,  exercised 

extraordinary  influence  as  a  document  of  anti-Fascist 

propaganda  outside  Italy  in  the  late  1930s.  The  persuasive 

force  of  the  novel  in  that  period  was  recently  recalled  by 

Michael  Foot,  the  veteran  British  Labour  politician,  who 

wrote  that 

"ever  since  the  murder  of  the  socialist  leader,  Giacomo 

Matteotti,  in  1924,  no  real  excuse  existed  for  those  who 

could  not  publish  or  face  the  truth.  But  fiction  can  sometimes 

speak  more  strongly  than  fact.  For  some  of  us,  Fontamara 

planted  a  more  indelible  impression  than  any 

other  report  from  that  scene  of  tyranny  and  terror." 

Fontamara,  it  is  clear,  played  a  major  role  in  discrediting 

Mussolini's  regime  in  the  eyes  of  a  wide  readership  hitherto 

not  reached,  or  not  persuaded,  by  the  reports  from 

journalists  in  the  less  conservative  press  of  the 

vacuousness 

of  Fascist  rhetoric  and  the  viciousness  of  its  practice.  But 

just  as  remarkable  as  the  specific  political  role  that  the  novel 

played  in  that  time  andcontext,  and  much  less  noticed  by 

literary  historians,  is  the  way  in  whichFonfamara  was 

subsequently  to  prove  itself  to  be  highly  polyvalent,  not 

merely  in  the  sense  that  it  came  to  be  interpreted  in  different 

keys,  butalso  in  that  it  has  engaged  with  political  history  in  a 

number  of  different  ways,  as  it  has  come  to  be  read  at 


da  "Fontamara" 
(1933) 

«ln  capo  a  tutti  c'e  Dio,  padrone  del  cielo. 

Questo  ognuno  lo  sa. 

Poi  viene  il  principe  di  Torlonia,  padrone  della  terra. 

Poi  vengono  le  guardie  del  principe. 

Poi  vengono  i  cani  delle  guardie  del  principe. 

Poi,  nulla. 

Poi,  ancora  nulla. 

Poi,  ancora  nulla. 

Poi  vengono  i  cafoni. 

E  si  puodire  ch'e  finite. » 
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several  distinct  moments  and  locations  over  almost  sixty 

years. 
Ignazio  Silone  wrote  Fontamara  in  Switzerland  during  1930 

and1931,  mostly  in  a  sanatorium,  after  eight  years  of 

clandestine  anti-Fascist  activity,  inside  and  outside  Italy,  as 

an  important  official  of  theltalian  Communist  Party.  Although 

an  Italian  edition  was  published  inParis  in  1934,  and  a  few 

copies  did  circulate  among  anti-Fascists  in  Italy. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 
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Sergio  Solmi  (1899  - 1981) 


He  was  born  in  Rieti  in  1899  and  devoted  himself,  since  he  was  still  very  young,  to  the 
poetic  activity,  choosing  to  keep  independent  with  reference  to  the  literary  movements  of  his 
time.  He  actively  collaborated  to  the  Rivoluzione  liberale  of  Gobetti,  translated  foreign  works 
and  wrote  essays  about  the  French  Revolution,  published  in  1942. 

He  also  edited  a  collection  of  science  fiction  novels,  Le  meraviglie  del  possibile,  the 
preface  of  which  has  been  very  useful  for  the  knowledge  and  dissemination  of  this  literary 
genre. 

The  collections  of  his  poems,  such  as  Fine  di  stagione,  1933,  are  characterized  by  a 
classical,  elegant  and  neat  form,  although  pervaded  by  a  strong  intellectual  and  sentimental 
strain  which  recalls  the  Leopardi's  poems. 
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Nacque  a  Rieti  nel  1899  e  si  dedico,  fm  da  giovane,  all'attivita  poetica.  Ha  scelto  di 
restare  indipendente  dalle  correnti  letterarie  del  tempo.  Ha  collaborato  attivamente  alia 
Rivoluzione  liberale  di  Gobetti.  Ha  tradotto  opere  e  scritto  saggi  sulla  letteratura  francese, 
pubblicati  nel  1942. 

Ha  curato  una  raccolta  di  scritti  di  fantascienza,  Le  meraviglie  del  possibile,  la  cui 
prefazione  e  stata  utilissima  per  la  conoscenza  e  la  diffusione  di  questo  genere  letterario. 

Le  raccolte  delle  sue  poesie,  come  Fine  di  stagione,  del  1933,  sono  caratterizzate  da 
una  forma  classica,  elegante  e  composta,  anche  se  pervasa  da  una  forte  tensione  intellettuale  e 
sentimentale,  che  ricorda,  talvolta,  le  liriche  leopardiane. 
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Prayer  to  life 
(1956) 

This  poetry  celebrates  life  and  all  emotions  that  life  brings 

along.  The  style  is  elegant  and  classical  and  the  contrast 

between  the  equilibrium  of  the  linguistic  form  and  the 

content  which  is  extremely  deep  and  emotionally  strong 

makes  the  experience  of  life  even  more  vividly  gone 

through.  Solmi  in  his  involving  style  sometimes  recalls 

Leopardi's  lyrics. 

His  poetry,  on  the  one  end  is  strictly  linked  to  the  linguistic 

history  of  the  twentieth  century  (he  is  in  fact  in  the  middle  of 

the  path  which,  starting  from  the  "crepuscular",  leads  to  the 

"hermetics");  on  the  other  hand  is  scarred  by  the  deep 

trouble  of  a  man  who  looks  for  an  afterlife.  The  poet  is  the 

voice  and  the  testimony  of  his  overthrow  times,  by  clarifying 

with  determination,  responsibilities  and  positions  and  by 

putting  in  his  work,  his  consciousness,  his  judgement,  his 

painful  participation. 
Solmi,  in  an  interview,  defined  his  ideal  of  poet  like  this:  "a 
poetry  integrally  pertaining  men,  whose  music  is  the  breath 
of  voice,  whose  rhythm  is  the  game  of  muscles,  the  pulse  of 
blood,  the  expanding  of  the  chest  in  the  breathing.  A  poetry 
forcefully  defined,  made  by  precise  words,  in  the  sentences 
of  which  we  can  find  a  feeling  and  a  passionate  and  active 
thought.  A  poetry  which  can't  refrain  from  tradition  because 
tradition  has  been  elaborated  from  the  structure  itself  of  the 
man  in  the  course  of  history". 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Preghiera  alia  vita 
(1956) 

Perche  piu  bruci,  per  meglio  sentirti, 

perche  sempre  il  cuor  mi  divida 

il  tuo  taglio  assetato  di  lama, 

perche  la  notte  smanioso 

invano  a  cercarti  io  mi  dibatta 

e  mi  raggiunga  I'alba 

come  una  morte  amica, 

tregua  non  darmi,  mia  vita, 

lasciami  I'umiliata  poverta, 

le  nere  insonnie,  le  cure  ed  i  mail. 

Lasciami  il  delirante  desiderio 

che  si  gonfia  in  miraggi 

e  il  timido  sangue  che  s'agita  ad  ogni 

soffio. 

Perche  piu  bruci,  per  meglio  sentire 

questo  tuo  bacio  che  force  e  scolora, 

ogni  mia  fibra  consuma  al  tuo  fuoco, 

ogni  pensiero  soggioga  ed  annulla, 

ogni  tuo  dolce,  la  pace  e  la  gioia, 

negami  ancora. 
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Giuseppe  Tomasi  di  Lampedusa  (1896  - 1957) 


He  was  born  in  Sicily,  in  Palermo  in  1896,  into  an  aristocratic  family;  he  married  a 
princess  interested  in  psychoanalysis  studies  and  this  surely  contributed  to  his  constant  and 
sharp  observation  of  the  multiform  human  nature. 

He  took  part  to  both  the  world  wars  and  only  in  the  last  years  of  his  file  he  devoted 
himself  to  the  fiction,  so  that  his  masterpiece  ''The  Gattopardo"  had  a  posthumous 
publication. 

His  literary  style  recalls,  in  part,  the  Realism  of  Giovanni  Verga  (in  particular  the 
descriptions  of  their  homeland,  Sicily);  yet,  it  also  anticipates  the  Decadentism  movement,  as 
in  his  narration  there  is  the  sense  of  a  slow  but  ineluctable  and  ruinous  decline  of  the  social 
class  and  island  to  which  the  author  belongs,  both  doomed  by  their  immobilism. 

He  died  in  Rome  in  1957,  after  having  seen  the  birth  of  the  Italian  Republic  in  1946. 
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Nacque  in  Sicilia,  a  Palermo,  nel  1896,  da  una  famiglia  aristocratica,  e  sposo  una 
principessa  studiosa  di  psicanalisi,  che  certamente  contribui  al  suo  costante  atteggiamento  di 
acutissimo  osservatore  della  multiforme  realta  umana. 

Partecipo  ad  entrambe  le  guerre  mondiali  e  solo  negli  ultimi  anni  della  sua  vita  si 
dedico  alia  narrativa,  tanto  che  il  suo  celebre  romanzo,  "II  Gattopardo",  e  stato  pubblicato 
postumo. 

II  suo  stile  letterario  ricorda,  in  parte,  il  Verismo  del  Verga  (in  particolare  per  le 
descrizioni  della  loro  stessa  terra  di  Sicilia),  ma,  ancor  piu,  anticipa  il  Decadentismo  per  il 
senso  di  una  lenta,  ma  inevitabile,  fatale  rovina  della  classe  sociale  e  dell'isola  alia  quale 
I'autore  appartiene,  condannate  entrambe  dal  loro  immobilismo. 

Mori  a  Roma  nel  1957,  dopo  aver  visto,  nel  1946,  la  nascita  della  Repubblica  Italiana. 
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The  leopard 
(1958) 

The  most  important  work  of  this  writer  is  the  novel  "II 

Gattopardo" ,  in  which  it  is  described  the  decaying  beauty  of 

a  noble  Sicilian  family.  The  protagonist,  the  prince  of  Salina, 

watches  helplessly  the  changes  that  history  imposes  to  his 

island:  from  the  annexation  to  the  Piedmont  kingdom  to  the 

prevailing  of  the  middle  class,  represented  by  ordinary  but 

rich  people.  The  background  of  these  events  is  Sicily, 

showed  as  a  land  rich  in  contrasts,  flooded  by  sun  and 

strong  passions. 

Most  of  the  novel  is  set  during  the  time  of  the  Italian 

Risorgimento,  specifically  during  the  period  when  Garibaldi, 

the  hero  of  Italian  unification,  swept  through  Sicily  with  his 

forces,  known  as  the  Thousands.  As  the  novel  opens  in 

1860,  Garibaldi's  Redshirts  are  about  to  topple  the  Kingdom 

of  the  Two  Sicilies,  completing  the  unification  of  Italy.  Don 

Fabrizio  finds  the  corpse  of  a  government  soldier  killed  by 

the  Redshirts  on  his  property,  forcing  him  to  acknowledge 

the  coming  change  in  Sicilian  society,  even  as  his  family 

continues  its  empty  aristocratic  life  in  blissful  ignorance. We 

meet  Tancredi  Falconeri,  the  son  of  Don  Fabrizio's  sister. 

Tancredi  is  handsome  and  witty,  with  grand  ambitions  but 

no  fortune  behind  him  to  allow  him  to  fulfill  his  goals.  With 

the  family  at  their  summer  retreat  in  Donnafugata,  Tancredi 

appears  set  to  wed  his  cousin  (and  Don  Fabrizio's 

daughter),  Concetta,  when  he  sees  Angelica  Sedara,  a  girl 

of  seventeen  who  has  just  returned  to  Donnafugata  after 

four  years  at  a  finishing  school  in  Florence.  Formerly 

awkward  and  unpolished,  Angelica  is  now  a  stunning  beauty 

and  exhibits  a  formal  if  somewhat  superficial  polish  that 

more  than  suffices  to  catch  Tancredi's  eye.  The  two 

immediately  begin  a  courtship  that  includes  several  walks 

through  the  unused  and  decaying  rooms  of  the  Salina  family 


II  Gattopardo 
(1958) 

"...La  mattina  dopo  il  sole  illumine  il  Principe  rinfrancato. 
Aveva  preso  il  caffe  ed  in  veste  da  camera  rossa  fiorata 

di  nero  si  radeva  dinanzi  alio  specchietto.  Bendico 

poggiava  il  testone  pesante  sulla  sua  pantofola.  Mentre 

si  radeva  la  guancia  destra,  vide  nello  specchio,  dietro 

la  sua,  la  faccia  di  un  giovanotto,  un  volto  magro  distinto 

con  un'espressione  di  timorosa  beffa.  Non  si  volto  e 

continue  a  radersi.  "Tancredi,  cosa  hai  combinato  la 

notte  scorsa?".  "Buongiorno  zio.  Cosa  ho  combinato? 

Niente  di  niente:  sono  state  con  gli  amici.  Una  notte 

santa.  Non  come  certe  conoscenze  mie  che  sono  state 

a  divertirsi  a  Palermo" "Ma  perche  sei  vestito  cosi? 

Cosa  c'e?  Un  ballo  in  maschera  di  mattina?".  II  ragazzo 

era  diventato  serio:  il  sue  volto  triangolare  assunse 
un'inaspettata  espressione  virile.  "Parte  zione,  parte  tra 

un'ora.  Sono  venuto  a  dirti  addio".  II  povero  Salina  si 

sent]  stringere  il  cuore.  "Un  duello?".  "Un  grande  duello, 

zio.  Un  duello  con  Franceschiello  Die  Guardi.  VadoO 

nolle  montagne  a  Ficuzza;  non  lo  dire  a  nessuno, 
soprattutto  non  a  Paolo.  Si  preparano  grandi  cose,  zio, 

ed  io  non  voglio  restare  a  casa.  Dove  del  resto  mi 

acchiapperebbero  subito  se  vi  restassi". ...  "Sei  pazzo 

figlio  mio.  Andare  a  mettersi  con  quella  gente.  Sono  tutti 

mafiosi  e  imbroglioni.  Un  Falconeri  dev'essere  con  noi, 

per  il  Re".  Gli  occhi  ripresero  a  sorridere.  "Per  il  Re, 

certo,  ma  per  quale  Re?". 
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palace,  providing  the  reader  with  a  metaphorical  rendering 
of  the  decline  of  the  Italian  aristocracy's  importance  and 

moral  relevance. 
As  the  novel  progresses,  Don  Fabrizio  finds  himself  in  an 

existential  crisis  that  none  of  his  family  members  or 

confidants  can  understand;  aristocracy  was  once  its  own 

reason  for  being,  but  with  that  gone,  what  is  Don  Fabrizio's 

purpose  in  life?  Tancredi's  marriage  to  Angelica  serves  as  a 

symbol  of  the  transfer  of  power  from  the  patrician  to  the 

plebeian,  from  the  privileged  to  the  opportunistic.  The  text  is 

littered  with  hints  that  Tancredi  and  Angelica's  marriage  was 

not  altogether  a  happy  one,  but  was  a  productive  one  for  the 

ambitions  of  both  of  its  participants. 

As  the  novel  winds  to  a  close,  we  see  Don  Fabrizio  in  his 

death  throes,  contemplating  not  his  own  future  but  that  of 

his  family  and  his  life.  The  novel  ends  in  1910  with  the 

Salina  line  reaching  its  end  with  Concetta,  now  a  spinster  in 

her  70s,  conversing  with  the  widowed  Angelica  and 

ultimately  deciding  to  discard  long-held  material 

possessions  that  were  reminders  of  her  family's  past,  long 

since  rendered  irrelevant  by  history. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 
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Federigo  Tozzi  (1883  - 1920) 


He  was  born  in  Siena  in  1883  and  his  childhood  was  very  sad  for  his  mother's  death 
and  oppressed  by  his  father's  up-bringing  which  was  tough  and  authoritarian.  He  grew  up 
with  a  very  reserved  character  and  a  tormented  sensitivity  which  made  it  difficult  for  him  to 
study  regularly  but  for  his  devotion  to  literature. 

When  his  father  died,  thank  to  the  heritage  received,  was  in  the  position  to  marry  a 
very  well  educated  lady  as  well  as  to  have  a  house  in  the  countryside  where  he  could 
dedicated  himself  to  the  ancient  and  medieval  authors  among  whom  there  was  Santa  Caterina. 

In  1914  he  moved  to  Roma  where  he  met  Pirandello  and  published  his  best  romance 
Con  gli  occhi  chiusi  pervaded  with  autobiographical  references  and  rich  of  psychological 
analysis  of  his  characters  which  will  be  one  of  the  major  aspects  of  the  great  narrators  in  the 
following  century.  He  died  very  young  in  1920. 
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Nacque  a  Siena  nel  1883  e  visse  un'infanzia  oppressa  dalla  figura  paterna,  rude  ed 
eccessivamente  autoritaria,  e  rattristata  dalla  morte  della  madre.  Crebbe  con  un  carattere 
chiuso  ed  una  sensibilita  tormentata,  che  gli  impedirono  di  frequentare  studi  regolari,  ma  non 
di  dedicarsi  alia  letteratura. 

Alia  morte  del  padre,  grazie  all'eredita  ricevuta,  pote  sposare  una  ragazza  colta  e 
gentile,  stabilirsi  in  una  tranquilla  residenza  di  campagne  e  dedicarsi  serenamente  alio  studio 
degli  autori  antichi  e  del  medioevo  senese,  fra  i  quali  predilesse  Santa  Caterina. 

Nel  1914  si  trasferi  a  Roma,  dove  entro  in  contatto  con  Pirandello  e  pubblico  il  suo 
migliore  romanzo  Con  gli  occhi  chiusi,  pervaso  di  riferimenti  autobiografici  e  ricco  di  analisi 
psicologiche  dei  personaggi,  che  saranno  una  delle  maggiori  caratteristiche  dei  grandi 
narratori  del  '900.  Si  spense  prematuramente  nel  1920. 
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From  ^^Three  crosses'' 
(1920) 

This  piece  of  writing  is  taken  from  "Tre  Croci"  a  novel  that 
Tozzi  published  in  1920.  It  was  even  more  successful  than 

the  previous  one  'Con  gli  occhi  chiusi'  which  had  actually 

more  lyrical  and  elegant  traits.  This  romance  develops  in 
very  sad  lines  but  it  is  epic  and  for  this  reason  it  is  also  very 

attractive  for  the  readers.  This  piece  of  writing  describes 
Siena,  Tozzi's  home-town  and  it  is  the  protagonist  of  many 

scenes  where  the  characters  move  and  act.  Here  we  can 
identify  the  sadness  coming  from  the  conflicting  relationship 

that  Tozzi  had  with  Siena  which  is  fascinating  but  at  the 

same  time  does  not  offer  any  opportunity  to  inhabitants  and 

great  men. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Da  ^^Tre  croci'' 
(1920) 

"II  vento  frusciava  nei  giardini  e  negli  orti  a  piedi  delle 

case,  dentro  la  cinta  delle  mura  di  Siena.  Si  sentiva 

chiudere  qualche  persiana  sbattendo;  e  c'era  un  piccolo 

eco  affilato  e  rauco  che  ripeteva  pazientemente  in  fondo 

agli  orti  quel  rumore;  come  se  andasse  ad  appiattirsi 

laggiu;  dove  gli  archi  della  fonte  di  Follonica  s'interrano 

fino  a  mezzo;  impiastricciati  di  muschi  che  si  sfanno  con 

il  tartaro  dell'acquiccia.  L'erta  delle  case,  silenziose, 

morte,  non  sentiva  le  foglie  di  un  gran  tiglio,  sotto  la 

finestra  della  camera,  staccarsi  I'una  dopo  I'altra,  senza 

che  potessero  smettere  piu" 
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Trilussa  (1871  - 1950) 


He  was  born  in  Rome  in  1871,  in  a  poor  family.  He  didn't  like  the  classic  and 
traditional  culture  and,  since  he  was  very  young,  he  devoted  himself  to  the  poetry  in  dialect. 

In  his  several  poems  collections  (such  as  Favole  romanesche, 1900,  Ommini  e 
bestie, 190S,  Lupi  ed  agnelli,  1919,  La  gente, 1927)  he  passed  from  the  moralizing  tale,  which 
recalls  Esopo,  to  the  witty  and  sometimes  ironical  criticism  of  his  age  customs. 

One  of  the  his  works  is  the  commentary  of  about  fifty  years  of  Italian  life  (with  some 
predilection  for  Rome)  from  the  Giolitti's  age  to  the  Fascism  until  the  post  war  period. 

In  his  verses  we  can  sometimes  feel  a  subtle  melancholy,  from  which  he  immediately 
runs  away  by  turning  to  some  ironical  witticism.  He  became  more  and  more  famous  also 
because  he  used  to  read  his  own  verses  in  public,  either  in  Italy  or  abroad.  He  died  in  Rome  in 
1950,  few  months  after  having  had  the  honour  to  be  appointed  senator  for  life  by  the  Republic 
President  Einaudi. 
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Nacque  a  Roma  nel  1871,  da  famiglia  di  condizioni  modeste.  Non  amo  la  cultura 
tradizionale  e  fin  da  giovane  si  dedico  alia  poesia  dialettale. 

Nelle  sue  diverse  raccolte  di  poesie  (come  Favole  romanesche,  del  1900,  Ommini  e 
bestie,  dell 908,  Lupi  ed  agnelli,  del  1919,  La  gente,  del  1927)  passo  dalla  favoletta 
moraleggiante,  che  ricorda  Esopo,  alia  critica  arguta,  talvolta  ironica,  dei  costumi  del  suo 
tempo. 

Egli  ha  commentato  circa  cinquanta  anni  della  vita  italiana  (con  una  certa  predilezione 
per  Roma),  dall'epoca  di  Giolitti,  al  fascismo,  agli  anni  del  dopoguerra. 

Talvolta  si  avverte  nei  suoi  versi  una  sottile  malinconia,  dalla  quale  egli  subito  sfugge 
ricorrendo  a  battute  ironiche.  Divenne  popolarissimo,  anche  perche  egli  amava  leggere 
personalmente  i  suoi  versi,  sia  in  Italia  che  all'estero.  Mori  a  Roma  nel  1950,  pochi  mesi  dopo 
aver  avuto  I'onore  di  essere  nominato  senatore  a  vita  da  Einaudi. 
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The  injustices  of  the  world 
(1927) 

This  poem  is  a  statement  of  how  unfair  the  world  is  in  terms 
of  how  people  who  commit  the  same  bad  actions  are  treated 
by  society  depending  on  whether  they  are  from  high  society 

or  from  very  low  class.  The  fortune  of  Trilussa,  near  the 
public,  is  exceptional.  His  poetry  has  been  fully  successful, 
in  particular  during  his  life  when  poetry,  after  having  been 
symbolistic  and  crepuscular,  spoke  a  language  very  far  from 
the  comprehension  of  the  readers. 
Trilussa's  poetry  is  evidently  rooted  in  a  middle-class 
mentality,  but  it  is  surely  illustrated  by  values  of  prudence, 
moderation,  common  sense,  as  well  as  anti-intellectualism 
and  prudery  which,  generally  are  associated  to  the  middle- 
class  mentality. 
The  centrality  of  the  political  theme,  or  of  satire  against 
politics,  come  from  these  values  and  it  is  easy  to  blame  the 
poet  for  indifferentism.  His  modernity  lies  in  the  naturalness 
with  whom,  behind  those  subtle  middle-class  banalities  and 
the  disbelief  and  protest  cliches,  his  poetry  becomes  the 
mouthpiece  of  an  implicit  mood,  of  the  hopeless 
dissatisfaction  and  resignation,  the  flag  of  those  who 
continue  to  have  a  nagging  doubt  that  moderation  and 
wisdom,  even  important,  aren't  enough. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


L'ingiustizzie  der  monno 
(1927) 

Quanno  che  senti  di'  "cleptomania" 

e  segno  ch'e  un  signore  ch'ha  rubbato: 

er  ladro  ricco  e  sempre  un  ammalato 

e  er  furto  che  commette  e  una  pazzia. 

Ma  se  domani  e  un  povero  affamato 
che  rubba  una  pagnotta  e  scappa  via 

pe'  lui  nun  c'e  nessuna  malatia 
che  j'impedisca  d'esse  condannato! 

Cos]  va  er  monno!  L'antra  settimana 

che  Yeta  se  n'agnede  cor  sartore^ 

tutta  la  gente  disse:  -  E  una  puttana.  - 

Ma  la  duchessa,  che  scappo  in  America 

cor  cammeriere  de  I'ambasciatore, 
■  Povera  donna!  -  dissero  -  E  un'isterica!... 

Tuggi  col  sarto. 


I 


[Index]  [Italian  Artistsi 


:^        J    ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adufts  386 

[Index] 

Giuseppe  Ungaretti  (1888  - 1970) 


He  was  born  in  1888  in  Alessandria  d'Egitto,  of  Italian  parents,  who  came  from 
Lucca.  In  1912  he  left  Africa  and  moved  to  Paris  in  order  to  continue  his  studies  at  the 
Sorbonne  University. 

In  the  lively  cultural  circles  of  the  French  capital,  he  knew  and  got  inv  touch  with 
Apollinaire,  Bergson  and  Picasso.  At  the  looming  of  the  first  world  war,  he  came  back  to 
Italy,  where  he  sided  with  the  interventionists,  volunteered  and  was  sent  to  fight  on  the  Carso 
at  first  and  at  the  French  front  later. 

The  tragic  experience  of  the  war  and  of  the  trench  life  will  inspire  him  with  the  poems 
collected  in  //  porto  sepolto,  which  later  will  come  together  in  the  Allegria  di  naufragi,  in 
1919. 

The  verses  of  this  compositions  are  simple,  bare  and  without  punctuation,  in  contrast 
with  the  rhetoric  of  D'Annunzio  which  dominated  at  those  times;  for  this  they  are  considered 
as  one  of  the  most  elevated  expressions  of  the  Hermetic  movement . 

Afterwards  he  went  through  a  deep  spiritual  crisis  but  he  overcame  it,  achieving  a 
deeper  Christian  faith.  In  the  collection  of  poems,  the  Sentimento  del  tempo,  1933,  in  which 
he  faces  the  sorrow  in  its  collective  dimension  he  came  back  to  the  traditional  metrics  and  use 
of  the  punctuation. 

From  1936  to  1942  the  taught  Italian  Literature  in  the  University  of  San  Paul,  Brazil. 
In  this  period  his  nine  years  old  son  died  and  this  tragedy  will  give  him  the  inspiration  for  // 
dolore  (The  sorrow),  a  collection  of  poems  dedicated  to  the  considerations  about  death  and 
sorrow,  in  their  individual  dimensions.  He  lived,  finally,  some  years  of  intense  literary 
activity  in  Milan,  where  he  passed  away  in  1970. 
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Nacque  nel  1888  ad  Alessandria  d'Egitto,  da  genitori  italiani,  originari  di  Lucca.  Nel 
1912  lascio  1' Africa  e  si  trasferi  a  Parigi,  per  poter  proseguire  i  suoi  studi  alia  Sorbona. 

Nel  fervido  ambiente  culturale  della  capitale  francese  pote  conoscere  Apollinaire, 
Bergson  e  Picasso.  Al  profilarsi  della  prima  guerra  mondiale  torno  in  Italia,  si  schiero  con  gli 
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interventisti,  si  armolo  come  volontario  e  fu  inviato  a  combattere  prima  sul  Carso  e  poi  sul 
fronte  Francese. 

L'esperienza  tragica  della  guerra  e  della  vita  in  trincea  gli  ispirera  le  poesie  de  II  porto 
sepolto,  che  poi  confluiranno  neirAUegria  di  naufragi,  del  1919. 

I  versi  di  questi  componimenti  sono  semplici,  scarni  e  privi  di  punteggiatura,  in 
contrasto  con  la  retorica  dannunziana,  dominante  in  quella  epoca,  e  vengono  considerati  una 
delle  piu  elevate  espressioni  dell'Ermetismo. 

Successivamente  attraverso  una  profonda  crisi  spirituale,  che  riusci  a  superare 
tornando  ad  una  piu  profonda  fede  cristiana.  Nella  raccolta  di  poesie  il  Sentimento  del  tempo, 
del  1933,  in  cui  affronta  il  dolore  nella  sua  dimensione  collettiva,  egli  torna  alia  metrica 
tradizionale  ed  all'uso  della  punteggiatura. 

Dal  1936  al  1942  insegno  Letteratura  Italiana  in  Brasile,  alPUniversita  di  S.  Paolo.  In 
questo  periodo  perse  il  figlio  Antonietto  di  soli  nove  anni,  esperienza  che  gli  ispiro  II  dolore, 
raccolta  di  poesie  dedicate  alia  riflessione  suUa  morte  e  sulla  sofferenza  nella  sua  dimensione 
individuale.  Visse  infme  intensi  anni  di  attivita  letteraria  a  Milano,  dove  si  spense  nel  1970. 
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Rivers 
(1931) 

This  mutilated  tree  gives 

IVIe  support,  left  in  this  pot-hole 

It  has  the  bitterness  of  a  circus 

Before  or  after  the  show. 

I  watch 

The  quiet  passage  of 

Clouds  over  the  moon. 

This  morning  I  stretched 

Myself  in  an  urn  of  water, 

Like  a  relic,  and  rested. 

The  Isonzo  scoured 

Me  like 

One  of  its  stones. 

I  pulled  my  four 

limbs  together. 

And  went,  like  an  acrobat. 

Over  the  water. 

Crouched  by  my  clothes 

Fouled  with  war,  I  inclined 

My  head,  like  a  Bedouin, 

To  receive  the  sun. 

This  is  the  Isonzo. 

And  it  is  there  I 

Most  see  myself 

In  the  universe 

A  compliant 

Thread. 

My  pain  is 

When  I  do  not  believe 

Myself  in  harmony. 

But  those  hidden 

Hands  give  as  they  knead  me 

A  rare  joy. 

I  have  relived 


I  fiumi 
(1931) 

Mi  tengo  a  quest'albero  mutilate 

Abbandonato  in  questa  dolina 

Che  ha  il  languore 

Di  un  circo 

Prima  o  dope  lo  spettacolo 

E  guardo 

II  passaggio  quieto 

Delle  nuvole  sulla  luna 

Stamani  mi  sono  disteso 

In  un'urnad'acqua 

E  come  una  reliquia 

Ho  riposato 
L'Isonzoscorrendo 

Mi  levigava 
Come  un  suo  sasso 

Ho  tirato  su 

Le  mie  quattro  ossa 

E  me  ne  sono  andato 

Come  un  acrobata 

SuH'acqua 
Mi  sono  accoccolato 
Vicino  ai  miei  panni 

Sudici  di  guerra 

E  come  un  beduino 

Mi  sono  chinato  a  ricevere 

II  sole 

Questoe  I'lsonzo 

E  qui  meglio 

Mi  sono  riconosciuto 

Una  docile  fibra 

Dell'universo 

II  miosupplizio 

E  quando 
Non  mi  credo 
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Thestagesof  my  life. 

The  Serchio:  from 

Which  have  drawn,  perhaps 

For  two  thousand  years 

IVIy  country  people,  my  father. 

My  mother. 

This  is  the  Nile 

That  has  seen  me  be  born. 

And  grow 

And  burn  in  ignorance  on 

Extending  plains. 

This  is  the  Seine;  and  I  mingled 

In  that  muddiness  learning  each 

Part  of  all  myself. 

These  are  my  rivers  confluent 

In  the  Isonzo. 

This  is  my  nostalgia 

That  in  each 

One  shines  through  me,  now 

It  is  night,  and  my  life  seems 

A  budding 

Off  of  shades 

Translation  found  in:  www.ungarettionline.it 


In  armonia 
Ma  quelle  occulte 

Mani 

Che  m'intridono 

Mi  regalano 

La  rara 

Felicita 

Ho  ripassato 

Le  epoche 

Delia  mia  vita 

Questi  sono 

I  miei  fiumi 

Questo  e  il  Serchio 

Al  quale  hanno  attinto 

Duemil'anni  forse 

Di  gente  mia  campagnola 

E  mio  padre  e  mia  madre. 

Questo  e  il  Nilo 

Che  mi  ha  visto 

Nascere  e  crescere 

E  ardere  d'inconsapevolezza 

Nolle  distese  pianure 

Questa  e  la  Senna 

E  in  quel  suo  torbido 

Mi  sono  rimescolato 

E  mi  sono  conosciuto 

Questi  sono  i  miei  fiumi 

Contati  nell'lsonzo 

Questa  e  la  mia  nostalgia 

Che  in  ognuno 

Mi  traspare 

Ora  ch'e  notte 

Che  la  mia  vita  mi  pare 

Una  corolla 

Di  tenebre 
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Giovanni  Verga  (1840  - 1922) 


Giovanni  Verga  is  the  most  important  and  representative  Italian  Realist  writer  (in  Italy 
called  Verismo).  Born  into  a  liberal  and  noble  family  of  Catania  in  Sicily,  he  lived  for  some 
periods  in  Florence  and  Milan  but,  later,  he  preferred  to  come  back  to  his  home  town  where 
he  died  in  1922. 

Animated  by  patriot  feelings,  he  volunteered  in  the  Garibaldi  troops  and  fought  for  the 
Unity  of  Italy. 

Devoted  to  literature,  he  wrote  his  first  works  according  to  the  Romanticism  rules:  in 
1871  he  wrote  "Storia  di  una  capinera'\  the  story  of  an  impracticable  love  which  will  bring 
the  hero  into  madness  and  death. 

Later,  anyway,  he  will  join  to  the  literary  movement  of  the  Verism  (Realism)  and, 
probably  as  a  reaction  to  the  excess  of  sentimentalism  adopted  previously,  he  will  adopt  the 
literary  model  of  the  author's  "impersonality"  that  is  the  ability  of  describing  the  reality 
without  expressing  any  personal  feeling. 

The  works  which  mainly  give  expression  to  this  literary  model  are  two  famous  novels 
(  "The  Malavoglia''  and  "Mastro  don  Gesualdo'' )  and  a  lot  of  short  stories  whose  characters 
are  humble,  suffering  and  defeated  by  the  hardness  of  life  (for  example  the  protagonist  of  the 
short  story  "Rosso  Malpelo'\  a  character  who  works,  slaves  and  dies  in  a  solfatara  mine,  as 
his  father  before  him). 

In  his  works,  the  author  tackles  the  social  problems  which  troubled  the  first  decades  of 
the  Italian  Kingdom  and  brought  to  death  the  king  Umberto  I,  killed  by  an  anarchist  in  1900 
because  of  the  excessive  crudeness  with  whom  the  workers  revolt  had  been  repressed.  The 
style  of  his  works  is  sober  and  intense  at  the  same  time,  and  the  rhythm  recalls  the  Sicilian 
inflections,  the  dialects  of  that  island  beloved  and  described  by  Verga  in  its  most  painful 
aspects. 
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E  lo  scrittore  che  piu  d'ogni  altro  rappresenta  il  Verismo  in  Italia.  Nacque  a  Catania 
nel  1 840  da  una  famiglia  di  origini  nobili  e  di  sentimenti  liberali,  visse  per  alcuni  periodi  a 
Firenze  e  Milano,  ma  poi  preferi  tornare  nella  sua  citta  natale,  dove  mori  nel  1922. 

Animato  da  ideali  patriottici,  si  arruolo  nelle  truppe  di  Garibaldi  e  combatte  per  I'unita 
d'ltalia. 

Dedicatosi  alia  letteratura,  scrisse  le  sue  prime  opere  aderendo  al  Romanticismo:  nel 
1871  scrisse  la  "Storia  di  una  capinera",  storia  di  un  amore  impossibile,  che  portera  la 
protagonista  alia  follia  ed  alia  morte. 

Ma,  successivamente,  egli  aderira  alia  corrente  letteraria  del  Verismo,  e,  quasi  come 
forma  di  reazione  all'eccessivo  sentimentalismo  del  periodo  precedente,  adottera  il  canone 
letterario  della  "impersonalita"  dell'autore,  che  deve  descrivere  la  realta  senza  esprimere 
alcun  sentimento  proprio,  ma  facendolo  scaturire  dalla  narrazione  stessa. 

Le  opere  che  esprimono  questo  ideale  letterario  sono  due  romanzi  ("I  Malavoglia"  e 
"Mastro  don  Gesualdo")  e  numerose  novelle,  che  hanno  come  protagonisti  personaggi  umili, 
spesso  sofferenti  e  vinti  dalla  durezza  della  vita  (come  il  protagonista  della  novella  "Rosso 
Malpelo"  che  lavora,  fatica  e  muore  nella  miniera,  come  suo  padre). 

Lo  stile  di  queste  opere  e  sobrio  ed  intenso  ed  il  ritmo  riprende  la  cadenza  dei  dialetti 
siciliani,  di  quel  isola  che  I'autore  amo  e  voile  descrivere  nei  suoi  aspetti  piu  dolenti. 
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The  Malavoglia 

(The  house  by  the  Medlar  Tree) 

Chapter  I 

(1881-1882) 

There  was  a  time  when  the  Malavoglia  were  as  thick  as  the 

stones  on  the  Trezza  road.  You  could  find  them  even  at 

Ognina  and  Aci  Castello,  all  seagoing  folks,  good,  upright, 

the  exact  opposite  of  what  you  would  think  from  their 

nickname.  And  this  is  as  it  should  be.  In  the  parish  register 
they  were  in  truth  called  Toscano  but  they  didn't  mean  a 
thing,  for  ever  since  this  world  was  a  world  they'd  been 

known  from  father  to  son  as  Malavoglia  at  Ognina,  Trezza, 

and  Aci  Castello,  and  they  had  always  had  their  boats  in  the 

water  and  their  own  roof  tiles  in  the  sun.  But  now  at  Trezza 
all  that  was  left  on  them  was  master  'Ntoni,  branch  of  the 
Malavoglia  who  lived  in  the  house  by  the  medlar  tree  and 

kept  the  Provvidenza  moored  on  the  beach  below  the  wash 

shed,  alongside  Uncle's  Cola  Concetta  and  Master 

Fortunate  Cipolla's  big  trawler. 

The  squalls  that  had  driven  the  other  Malavoglia  here,  there, 

and  everywhere  had  passes  over  the  house  by  the  medlar 

tree  and  the  boat  moored  below  the  wash  shed  without 

doing  too  much  damage;  and  Master  'Ntoni  to  explain  the 

miracle,  used  to  lift  his  clenched  fist,  a  fist  made  like  a 

chunk  of  walnut,  and  say:  "To  pull  an  oar  the  five  fingers 

must  work  together". 

He  also  used  to  say:  "Men  are  made  like  the  fingers  of  a 

hand:  the  thumb  must  act  as  a  thumb  and  the  little  finger 

must  act  like  a  little  finger". 

And  Master  'Ntoni  family  was  truly  set  out  like  the  fingers  of 
a  hand.  First  came  the  old  man  himself,  the  thumb,  who 
commanded  ehen  to  feast  and  when  to  fast;  then  his  son 
Bastiano,  called  Bastianazzo  because  he  was  so  big  and 
burly  as  the  St.  Christopher  painted  under  the  arch  of  the 


I  Malavoglia  -  cap  I 
(1881-1882) 


...Un  tempo  i  Malavoglia  erano  stati  numerosi  come  i 

sassi  della  strada  vecchia  di  Trezza;  ce  n'erano  persino 

ad  Ognina,  e  ad  Aci  Castello,  tutti  buona  e  brava  gente 

di  mare,  proprio  all'opposto  di  quel  che  sembrava  dal 

nomignolo,  come  dev'essere.  Veramente  nel  libro  della 

parrocchia  si  chiamavano  Toscano,  ma  questo  non 

voleva  dir  nulla,  poiche  da  che  il  mondo  era  mondo, 

all'Ognina,  a  Trezza  e  ad  Aci  Castello,  li  avevano 

sempre  conosciuti  per  Malavoglia,  di  padre  in  figlio,  che 

avevano  sempre  avuto  delle  barche  suH'acqua,  e  delle 

tegole  al  sole.  Adesso  a  Trezza  non  rimanevano  che  i 

Malavoglia  di  padron  'Ntoni,  quelli  della  casa  del 

nespolo,  e  della  Provvidenza  ch'era  ammarrata  sul 

greto,  sotto  il  lavatoio,  accanto  alia  Concetta  dello  zio 

Cola,  e  alia  paranza  di  padron  Fortunate  Cipolla. 

Le  burrasche  che  avevano  disperse  di  qua  e  di  la  gli  altri 

Malavoglia,  erano  passate  senza  far  gran  danno  sulla 

casa  del  nespolo  e  sulla  barca  ammarrata  sotto  il 

lavatoio,  e  padron  'Ntoni,  per  spiegare  il  miracolo, 

soleva  dire,  mostrando  il  pugno  chiuso  -  un  pugno  che 

sembrava  fatto  di  legno  di  noce  -  Per  menare  il  remo 

bisogna  che  le  cinque  dita  s'aiutino  I'un  I'altro. 

Diceva  pure,  -  Gli  uomini  son  fatti  come  le  dita  della 

mano:  il  dito  grosso  deve  far  da  dito  grosso,  e  il  dito 

piccolo  deve  far  da  dito  piccolo. 

E  la  famigliuola  di  padron  'Ntoni  era  realmente  disposta 

come  le  dita  della  mano.  Prima  veniva  lui,  il  dito  grosso, 

che  comandava  le  feste  e  le  quarant'ore;  poi  sue  figlio 

Bastiano,  Bastianazzo,  perche  era  grande  e  grosso 

quanto  il  San  Cristoforo  che  c'era  dipinto  sotto  I'arco 
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fish  market  in  the  city  of  Catania;  and  big  and  burly  as  he 

was  he'd  put  about  directly  when  ordered,  and  wouldn't  ever 

blow  his  nose  without  his  father  say-so.  In  fact  he  had  token 

Maruzza  for  a  wife  when  he'd  been  told  to  take  her.  Then 

came  La  longa,  a  tiny  woman  who  kept  busy  weaving, 

salting  anchovies  and  bearing  children  like  a  good 

housewife.  And  last  the  grandchildren,  in  order  of 

age.'Ntoni,  the  elder,  a  loafer  of  twenty,  who  was  still  getting 

clouts  from  his  grandfather;  and  then  a  few  kicks  lower 

down  to  straighten  him  when  the  clouts  had  been  too  hard. 

Then  Luca  who,  his  grandfather  always  said,  had  more  good 

sense  then  his  older  brother;  and  Mena,  short  for  Filomena, 

who  was  nicknamed  Saint  Agata  because  she  was  forever 

at  the  loom  and  you  know  what  thry  say:  Woman  at  the 

loom,  hen  in  the  coop  and  mullet  in  Janualry.  After  Mena 

came  Alessio,  Alessi  for  short,  a  little  snot-nose  who  was 

the  splitting  image  of  his  grandfather;  and  finally  Lia,  short 

for  Rosalia,  who  was  not  yet  fish,  flesh  or  fowl.  On 

Sundays,  when  they  walked  into  church,  one  behind  the 

other,  it  looked  like  a  procession... 

Translated  by:  Raymond  Rosenthal 


della  pescheria  della  citta;  e  cosi  grande  e  grosso 

com'era  filava  diritto  alia  manovra  comandata,  e  non  si 

sarebbe  soffiato  il  naso  se  suo  padre  non  gli  avesse 

detto  "soffiati  il  naso"  tanto  che  s'era  tolta  in  moglie  la 

Longa  quando  gli  avevano  detto  "pigliatela ".  Poi  veniva 

la  Longa,  una  piccina  che  badava  a  tessere,  salare  le 

acciughe,  e  far  figliuoli,  da  buona  massaia;  infine  i 

nipoti,  in  ordine  di  anzianita:  'Ntoni,  il  maggiore,  un 

bighellone  di  vent'anni,  che  si  buscava  tutt'ora  qualche 

scappellotto  dal  nonno,  e  qualche  pedata  piu  giu  per 

rimettere  I'equilibrio,  quando  lo  scappellotto  era  state 

troppo  forte;  Luca,  "che  aveva  piu  giudizio  del  grande" 

ripeteva  il  nonno;  Mena  (Filomena)  soprannominata 

"Sanf  Agata",  perche  stava  sempre  al  telaio,  e  si  suol 

dire  "donna  di  telaio,  gallina  di  pollaio,  e  triglia  di 

gennaio";  Alessi  (Alessio)  un  moccioso  tutto  suo  nonno 

colui!;  e  Lia  (Rosalia)  ancora  ne  carne  ne  pesce.  -  Alia 

domenica,  quando  entravano  in  chiesa,  I'uno  dietro 

I'altro,  pareva  una  processione... 
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Elio  Vittorini  (1908  -  1966) 


He  was  born  in  Siracusa  in  1908  and  followed  his  father  who  was  a  railwayman  in  all 
his  journeys.  He  grew  up  with  a  deep  passion  for  travelling  and  adventures.  During  his 
teenage  he  escaped  from  home  several  times  interrupted  his  studies  and  started  to  work  in 
Gorizia  in  a  construction  site. 

In  1927  he  married  Rosa  Quasimodo,  the  great  poets'  sister.  Since  1930,  he  lived  in 
Firenze,  worked  for  Nazione,  the  daily  newspaper  of  the  city,  and  started  studying  literature 
again  as  self-taught.  He  dedicated  himself  to  English  and  American  authors  that  he  translated 
and  spread  out  with  Pavese's  contribution  too. 

When  the  war  broke  out  in  1936,  he  fought  on  the  Republicans 'side  also  writing 
provoking  articles  against  Franco.  This  caused  his  expulsion  from  the  Fascist  party.  In  1938, 
after  he  moved  to  Milano,  he  joined  the  Communist  party  and  from  1943  onward  he  took  part 
in  the  fights  for  Liberation. 

In  these  years  he  wrote  Conversazione  in  Sicilia  which  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
narrative  works  in  1900  for  his  high  style,  and  Uomini  e  no  which  is  a  romance  speaking 
about  his  own  experience  in  the  Resistance. 

His  literature  activity  open  to  foreign  poems  and  prose  and  his  desire  to  renovate  the 
Italian  culture,  caused  Togliatti's  disapproval  so  that  he  felt  obliged  to  abandon  the  party. 

He  worked  very  hard  till  his  death  which  happened  in  1966  and  collaborated  with 
several  publishers  (Bompiani,  Einaudi,  Mondadori)  and  founded  some  magazines,  Politecnico 
and  //  Menabo  which  he  ran  with  Calvino,  so  that  he  could  spread  out  the  new  emerging 
authors  of  those  times. 
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Nacque  a  Siracusa  nel  1908  e,  seguendo  il  padre  ferroviere  nei  suoi  numerosi 
spostamenti,  crebbe  acquisendo  precocemente  I'amore  per  i  viaggi  e  le  avventure.  Durante  la 
sua  adolescenza  fuggi  piu  volte  da  casa,  interrompendo  gli  studi  e  cominciando  a  lavorare  a 
Gorizia  in  un  cantiere  edile. 
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Nel  1927  sposo  Rosa  Quasimodo,  sorella  del  grande  poeta.  Dal  1930  visse  a  Firenze, 
lavorando  alia  Nazione,  il  quotidiano  della  citta,  e  proseguendo  gli  studi  letterari  da 
autodidatta.Si  dedico  con  passione  agli  autori  inglesi  ed  americani,  che  tradusse,  contribuendo 
alia  loro  diffusione  insieme  a  Pavese. 

Nel  1936,  alio  scoppio  della  guerra  in  Spagna,  si  schiero  con  i  Repubblicani  e  scrisse 
accesi  articoli  contro  Franco,  che  gli  causarono  I'espulsione  dal  Partito  Fascista.  Nel  1938, 
trasferitosi  a  Milano,  si  iscrisse  al  Partito  Comunista  e  dal  1943  partecipo  alle  lotte  per  la 
Liberazione. 

In  questi  anni  scrisse  Conversazione  in  Sicilia,  una  delle  opere  di  narrativa  piu  belle 
del  '900  per  I'elevatezza  di  stile,  e  Uomini  e  no,  romanzo  che  racchiude  le  sue  esperienze 
della  Resistenza. 

La  sua  attivita  letteraria,  aperta  anche  alle  opere  straniere,  ed  il  suo  desiderio  di 
rinnovare  la  cultura  italiana,  lo  esposero  alia  disapprovazione  di  Togliatti,  rigido  censore, 
tanto  da  indurlo  ad  abbandonare  il  Partito  Comunista. 

Lavoro  instancabilmente  fmo  alia  morte,  avvenuta  nel  1966,  collaborando  con  piu 
case  editrici  (Bompiani,  Einaudi,  Mondadori)  e  fondando  nuove  riviste  (il  Politecnico  e  II 
Menabo,  che  diresse  insieme  a  Calvino),  animato  anche  dal  desiderio  costante  di  far 
conoscere  nuovi  giovani  autori. 
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from  ^Xonversations  in  Sicily'' 
extract  from  Chapter  I  (1938-39) 


da  ^Xonversazioni  in  Sicilia'' 
estratto  da  Capitolo  I  (1938-39) 


"That  winter  I  was  in  the  grip  of  abstract  furies.  I  won't  be 

more  specific,  that's  not  what  I've  set  out  to  tell.  But  I  have 

to  say  that  they  were  abstract,  not  heroic,  not  living;  they 

were  furies,  in  some  way,  for  all  doomed  humanity.  This 

went  on  for  a  long  time,  and  I  went  around  with  my  head 

hung  low.  I  saw  posters  for  the  newspapers  blaring  their  ads 

and  I  hung  my  head;  I  saw  friends  for  an  hour  or  two  without 

saying  a  word,  and  I  hung  my  head;  and  I  had  a  girlfriend  or 

wife  waiting  for  me,  but  even  with  her  I  didn't  say  a  word, 

even  with  her  I  hung  my  head.  Meanwhile  it  rained,  and 

days  passed,  months  passed;  I  had  holes  in  my  shoes  and 

water  seeped  in,  and  there  was  no  longer  anything  else  but 

this:  rain,  massacres  in  the  ad  posters  for  the  newspapers, 

water  seeping  through  the  holes  in  my  shoes,  mute  friends, 

life  in  me  like  a  muffled  dream,  and  a  frozen  hopelessness." 

Translated  by:  Alane  Saliemo  Maso 


lo  ero,  quell'inverno,  in  preda  ad  astratti  furori.  Non  diro 

quali,  non  di  questo  mi  son  messo  a  raccontare.  Ma 

bisogna  dica  ch'erano  astratti,  non  eroici,  non  vivi;  furori, 

in  qualche  modo,  per  il  genere  umano  perduto.  Da  molto 

tempo  questo,  ed  ero  col  capo  chino.  Vedevo  manifesti 

di  giornali  squillanti  e  chinavo  il  capo;  vedevo  amici,  per 

un'ora,  due  ore,  e  stavo  con  loro  senza  dire  una  parola, 

chinavo  il  capo;  e  avevo  una  ragazza  o  moglie  che  mi 

aspettava  ma  neanche  con  lei  dicevo  una  parola,  anche 

con  lei  chinavo  il  capo.  Pioveva  intanto  e  passavano  i 

giorni,  i  mesi,  e  io  avevo  le  scarpe  rotte,  I'acqua  che  mi 

entrava  nolle  scarpe,  e  non  vi  era  piu  altro  che  questo: 

pioggia,  massacri  sui  manifesti  del  giornali,  e  acqua 

nolle  mie  scarpe  rotte,  muti  amici,  la  vita  in  me  come  un 

sordo  sogno,  e  non  speranza,  quiete.  Questo  era  il 

terribile:  la  quiete  nella  non  speranza. 
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Cristiano  Banti  (1824  - 1904) 


Born  near  Pisa  in  1 824  he  was  trained  near  the  Academy  of  Fine  Arts  of  Siena,  where 
he  mainly  devoted  himself  to  the  heroic  and  historical  subjects,  according  to  the  classical 
style. 

Later  he  moved  to  Florence,  he  joined  the  Macchiaioli  movement  and  began  to  paint 
the  nature  from  life,  painting  in  open  air  and  taking  his  inspiration  from  the  Tuscan  country 
beauty.  He  mainly  portrayed  country  life  scenes,  characterized  by  strong  chromatic  contrasts. 

In  the  last  period  of  his  life,  which  ended  in  1904,  his  painting  became  more  intimist 
and  descriptive  of  the  different  moods. 

[Index]  [Italian  Artists] 


Nacque  nei  pressi  di  Pisa  nel  1824  e  si  formo  all'Accademia  di  Siena,  dedicandosi  a 
soggetti  eroici  o  storici,  secondo  la  tradizione  classica. 

Trasferitosi  a  Firenze,  si  lego  al  gruppo  dei  Macchiaioli  ed  inizio  a  dipingere  la  Natura 
dal  vero,  recandosi  all'aria  aperta  ed  ispirandosi  alia  bellezza  della  campagna  toscana. 
Ritrasse  scene  di  vita  contadina,  caratterizzandole  con  forti  contrasti  cromatici. 

Nell'ultimo  periodo  della  sua  vita,  che  si  concluse  a  Firenze  nel  1904,  la  sua  pittura 
divenne  piu  intimistica,  descrittiva  dei  diversi  stati  d'animo. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artists] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


398 


[Index] 


In  the  street  to  the  church 
(1905) 

The  painting  represents  women  and  children  of  Tuscany 

countryside  who,  in  the  intense  light  of  a  summer  afternoon, 

move  on  the  way  to  the  church  in  order  to  take  part  to  the 

Vesper.  Their  gait  is  solemn  and  gives  dignity  to  those 

humble  peasant  lives.  The  painter  dwells  on  their  intense 

faces,  as  he  would  transmit  the  characters  feelings  and 

opinions. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


In  via  per  la  chiesa 
(1905) 

II  quadro  ci  presenta  donne  e  bambino  della  campagna 

toscana  che,  nella  luce  intensa  di  un  pomeriggio  estivo, 

si  incamminano  verso  la  chiesa  per  partecipare  alle 

funzioni  del  Vespro.  II  loro  incedere  e  solenne  ed 

infonde  dignita  a  quelle  umili  vite  contadine.  II  pittore 

sembra  soffermarsi  sui  loro  voiti  dalle  espressioni 

intense,  quasi  a  volerci  trasmettere  i  sentimenti  e  le 

convinzioni  profonde  di  cui  appaiono  ricche. 
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Luigi  Bechi  (1830- 1919) 


This  painter  had  an  artistic  evolution  similar  to  the  one  of  the  other  Macchiaioli,  since 
he  had  been,  at  the  beginning  of  his  work,  devoted  to  the  traditional  painting,  linked  to  the 
historical  themes  of  the  past;  later  he  abandoned  this  kind  of  style  in  order  to  draw  the  nature 
from  life. 

In  this  he  was  helped  by  Diego  Martelli  who  gladly  hosted  him  in  his  estate  in 
Castiglioncello,  where  Luigi  had  the  opportunity  to  paint  sea  landscapes  and  the  work  of  the 
sandmen. 

He  loved  to  paint  the  contemporary  reality  and  stood  out  amongst  the  other 
Macchiaioli,  thanks  to  his  intimism. 
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Questo  pittore  ebbe  un'evoluzione  artistica  simile  a  quella  di  molti  altri  Macchiaioli, 
poiche  fu  inizialmente  dedito  alia  pittura  tradizionale,  legata  ai  temi  storici  del  passato,  ma  in 
seguito  I'abbandono  per  ritrarre  la  natura  dal  vero. 

Fu  in  questo  aiutato  da  Diego  Martelli,  che  lo  ospitava  volentieri  nella  sua  tenuta  a 
Castiglioncello,  dove  pote  ritrarre  paesaggi  marini  ed  il  lavoro  dei  renaioli. 

Amo  ritrarre  la  realta  contemporanea  e  si  distinse  dagli  altri  Macchiaioli  per  il  suo 
intimismo. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artists] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


400 


[Index] 


Sandman  in  Castiglioncello 
(1864) 

The  scene  of  the  sandman  who,  observed  by  his  wife,  is 

loading  the  sea  sand  onto  his  cart,  can  be  categorized  in  the 

particular  attention  the  Macchiaioli  put  in  the  humble  classes 

heavy  work.  Anyway  the  presence,  in  the  painting,  of 

several  patches  of  shade  announce  the  evolution  of  the 

painter  towards  a  kind  of  depictions  more  intimist  and  less 

linked  to  the  social  problems. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Renaiolo  a  Castiglioncello 
(1864) 

La  scena  di  questo  renaiolo  che,  osservato  dalla  moglie, 

carica  di  sabbia  del  mare  il  suo  carro,  si  colloca  nella 

particolare  attenzione  del  Verismo,  tanto  caro  ai 

Macchiaioli,  verso  la  fatica  delle  classi  piu  umili.  Tuttavia 

la  presenza  di  tante  zone  d'ombra  ci  preannuncia 

I'evoluzione  che  il  pittore  avra  negli  anni  successivi, 

dedicandosi  a  rappresentazioni  di  tipo  piu  intimistico  e 

meno  legate  alle  problematiche  sociali. 
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Giovanni  Boldini  (1842  - 1931) 


Born  in  Ferrara  in  1 842,  he  studied  fine  arts  in  that  town,  under  the  guidance  of  his 
father  Antonio.  He  moved  in  Florence  where,  after  having  attended  the  Academy  of  fine  arts 
in  order  to  continue  his  studies,  he  began  to  frequent  the  MacchiaioU  meetings. 

Anyway,  he  took  part  only  for  a  period  to  the  movement  and  he  moved  to  Paris,  a 
town  beloved  by  the  artist,  where  he  lived  all  life  long.  He  died  in  1931. 

This  artist  is  famous  in  particular  for  his  extraordinary  mastery  in  the  painting  of 
feminine  portraits  and  for  his  ability  in  giving  to  his  pictures  the  sense  of  movement. 
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Nacque  a  Ferrara  nel  1842  e  vi  studio  pittura  sotto  la  guida  del  padre  Antonio.  Si 
trasferi  a  Firenze,  dove  frequento  prima  I'Accademia  delle  Belle  Arti  e,  successivamente,  le 
riunioni  dei  MacchiaioU  al  Caffe  Michelangiolo. 

Egli,  tuttavia,  aderi  solo  per  un  certo  periodo  a  questo  movimento  artistico, 
trasferendosi  poi  a  Parigi,  citta  che  amo  moltissimo  e  nella  quale  visse  fino  alia  sua  morte, 
nell931. 

Questo  pittore  e  famoso  per  la  sua  straordinaria  maestria  nel  dipingere  ritratti  e  nel 
conferire  il  senso  del  movimento. 
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Portrait  of  Carlotta  Aloisi  Papudoff 
(1869) 

The  upper-class  atmosphere  of  the  painting,  with  the 
refined  yellow  silk  tapestry  and  the  rich  golden  frames  of  the 
pictures,  contrasts  with  the  bored  and  lazy  manner  of  the 
portrayed  lady.  The  artist,  influenced  by  the  French  school 
painting,  gives  a  great  brilliance  to  his  paintings  and  shows 
a  particular  artistry  in  the  painting  and  matching  of  different 
colours  and  fabrics.  What's  more  it  results  very  interesting 

the  representation  of  the  state  of  mind  of  the  depicted 
subjects;  in  fact  his  ability  of  representing  the  psychological 


Ritratto  di  Carlotta  Aloisi  Papudoff 
(1869) 

L'atmosfera  signorile  di  questo  quadro,  con  le  raffinate 

tappezzerie  di  seta  gialla  e  le  ricche  cornici  derate  del 

quadri,  contrasta  con  I'atteggiamento  annoiato,  quasi 

indolente,  della  signora  ritratta.  L'artista,  influenzato 

dalla  pittura  francese,  conferisce  una  grande  luminosita 

ai  suoi  quadri  e  dimostra  una  particolare  maestria  nel 

dipingere  ed  accostare  tessuti  diversi  fra  di  lore,  come  le 

sete  ed  i  pizzi.  Tuttavia  e  ancora  piu  interessante  lo 

studio  dello  state  d'animo  del  soggetto,  che  ha  reso 
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aspects  of  his  characters  has  brought  great  fame  to  Boldini.       famoso  Boldini  par  la  capacita  di  intuizione  psicologica 

I  sempre  presente  nei  suoi  ritratti. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 
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Odoardo  Borrani  (1832  -  1905) 


Born  in  Pisa  in  1832,  he  studied  at  the  Academy  of  fine  arts  in  Florence  where  he 
began  his  painting  activity,  devoting  himself,  according  to  the  classical  tradition,  to  historical 
subjects  of  the  past. 

When  he  knew  the  Macchiaioli,  frequenting  the  Caffe  Michelangiolo,  he  began  to 
paint  with  them  outdoors,  showing  a  great  chromatic  sensibility. 

In  addition  to  the  naturalistic  work,  he  liked  to  portray  the  contemporary  history  with 
scenes  full  of  love  of  his  country,  represented  sometimes  in  the  privacy  of  the  homes. 

He  passed  away  in  Florence  in  1905. 
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Nacque  a  Pisa  nel  1832  e  si  formo  all'Accademia  delle  Belle  Arti  di  Firenze,  dove 
inizio  la  sua  attivita  dedicandosi,  secondo  la  tradizione  classica,  a  soggetti  storici  del  passato. 

Quando    conobbe   i   Macchiaioli,    frequentando   il   Caffe   Michelangiolo,    inizio   a 
dipingere  con  loro  all' aria  aperta,  mostrando  una  grande  sensibilita  cromatica. 

Oltre  alle  opere  di  tipo  naturalistico,  amo  rappresentare  la  storia  contemporanea,  con 
scene  piene  d'amore  patrio  vissuto  talvolta  anche  nell'intimita  delle  pareti  domestiche. 

Si  spense  a  Firenze  nel  1905. 
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Sewers  of  red  shirts 
(1863) 

The  painting  shows  the  link  between  the  IVIacchiaioli  and  the 
history  of  that  period.  The  scene  is  set  in  a  middle-  class 
sitting-room,  in  which  some  young  women  are  sewing  the 

red  shirts  for  the  soldier  who  would  have  fought  with 

Garibaldi  in  the  famous  "expedition  of  the  Thousand".  The 

atmosphere,  clear  and  accurate,  is  pervaded  by  a  tender 

melancholy,  due  either  to  the  fear  for  the  possible  failure  of 

the  action,  or  to  the  consciousness  to  be  in  the  evening  of 

that  kind  feminine  industriousness  doomed  to  be  killed  by 

the  progress  rhythms. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Cucitrici  di  camicie  rosse 

(1863) 

Questo  quadro  ci  presenta  il  legame  tra  i  Macchiaioli  e 

la  Storia  a  loro  contemporanea. 
La  scena  si  colloca  in  un  salotto  borghese,  in  cui  si  sono 

riunite  alcune  giovani  donne  a  cucire  le  camicie  per  i 

soldati  che  avrebbero  seguito  Garibaldi  nella  spedizione 

del  Mille.  L'atmosfera,  limpida  ed  accurata,  e  pervasa  da 

una  tenera  malinconia,  in  parte  dovuta  all'immediato 

fallimento  dell'impresa,  in  parte  al  vicino  tramontare  di 

quella  gentile  operosita  femminile  che  non  avrebbe  retto 

ai  nuovi  ritmi  imposti  dal  progresso. 
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Vincenzo  Cabianca  (1827  - 1901) 


He  is  one  of  the  Macchiaioli  painters  who  arrived  in  Florence  from  other  regions,- 
fascinated  by  the  cultural  ardour  and  the  atmosphere  breathed  in  the  town. 

He  was  born  in  Verona  in  1 827  and  there  he  had  begun  the  study  of  fine  arts,  later 
pursuing  it  in  the  Academy  of  Venice. 

Once  reached  the  group  of  Tuscan  Macchiaioli,  he  abandoned  the  traditional  style  and 
devoted  himself  to  the  sea  landscapes  and  sunny  scenes,  painted  with  vigorous  chromatic 
sensitivity. 

Later  he  moved  to  Rome,  where  he  died  in  1901,  turning  himself  to  the  watercolour 
and  reproducing  more  soft  and  smooth  colours. 
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E  uno  dei  Macchiaioli  che  sono  giunti  a  Firenze  da  altre  regioni,  attratto  dal  clima  di 
fervore  culturale  che  vi  si  respirava. 

Era  nato  a  Verona  nell827  e  vi  aveva  iniziato  lo  studio  della  pittura,  proseguendolo 
poi  air  Accademia  di  Venezia. 

Entrato  a  far  parte  del  gruppo  dei  pittori  toscani,  abbandono  lo  stile  tradizionale  e  si 
dedico  a  paesaggi  marini  e  scene  assolate,  che  raffiguro  con  una  vigorosa  sensibilita 
cromatica. 

Trasferitosi  a  Roma,  dove  mori  nell901,  si  dedico  all'acquarello,  rendendo  i  suoi 
colori  piu  fiuidi  e  morbidi. 
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The  spintress 
(1862) 

The  pictorial  composition  represents  the  three  ages  of  the 

human  life  on  the  background  of  a  flayed  wall  of  an  humble 

country  house.  Even  though  the  atmosphere  is  linked  to  the 

Naturalism  and  its  social  aspects,  we  can  observe  some 

symbolic  elements  such  as  the  light  which  brightens 

childhood  and  youth  and  the  shadow  on  the  old  age.  The 

symbol  the  spindle  from  which  the  thread  of  life  unravels  is 

even  more  meaningful. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


La  filatrice 
(1862) 

Questa  composizione  pittorica  ci  presenta  le  tre  eta 

della  vita  umana  sullo  sfondo  del  muro  scortecciato  di 

un'umile  casa  contadina.  Sebbene  I'ambiente  sia  legato 

al  verismo  ed  alle  sue  scelte  sociali,  si  notano  anche 

alcuni  elementi  simbolici,  quali  la  luce  che  illumina 

I'infanzia  e  la  giovinezza  e  I'ombra  che  scende  sulla 

vecchiaia.  Ancor  piu  significative  il  simbolo  della 

conocchia  dal  quale  scende  e  si  dipana  il  file  della  vita. 
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Giovanni  Fattori  (1825  - 1908) 


^ 


Born  in  Livorno  in  1825,  he  is  considered  the  major  representative  of  the  MacchiaioU 
movement.  He  frequented  for  long  the  Caffe  Michelangiolo  in  Florence;  later  he  travelled  to 
Paris  (where  he  got  acquainted  with  Monet),  to  London,  to  Dresda  and  to  Philadelphia, 
broadening  this  way  his  artistic  horizons  and  remaining,  at  the  same  time,  very  tied  to  the 
landscapes  of  his  Tuscany. 

He  used  to  paint  his  pictures  with  strong  contrasts  light-shade  and  blazing  chromatic 
areas.  In  particular  his  favourite  subjects  were  the  military  life  scenes  linked  to  the  Italian 
independence  wars,  the  Maremma  landscapes  and  the  life  in  the  countryside. 

He  joined  the  Realism,  sharing  the  concept  of  Art  as  representation  of  nature  and 
social  engagement. 
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Nacque  e  Livorno  nel  1 825  ed  e  considerato  il  maggior  rappresentante  del  gruppo  dei 
MacchiaioU.  A  Firenze  frequento  a  lungo  il  Caffe  Michelangiolo;  successivamente  si  reco  a 
Parigi  (dove  conobbe  Manet),  a  Londra,  a  Dresda  ed  a  Filadelfia,  ampliando  i  propri  orizzonti 
artistici,  ma  restando  sempre  legato  ai  paesaggi  della  sua  Toscana. 

Egli  costruiva  i  propri  quadri  con  forti  contrasti  luce-ombra  ed  accese  zone 
cromatiche.  Amo  rappresentare  scene  di  vita  militare,  legate  alle  Guerre  dTndipendenza, 
paesaggi  della  Maremma  ed  il  lavoro  dei  campi. 

Aderi  al  Realismo  e  ne  condivise  la  concezione  dell'Arte  come  rappresentazione  della 
Natura  ed  impegno  sociale. 
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The  macchiaiole 
(1865) 

The  scene  represent  a  moment  of  the  humble  life  of  some 
farm  workers  that,  gathered  the  hay  for  animals,  get  moving 

home,  at  nightfall.  The  characters  have  been  chosen  in 
marked  contrast  to  that  period  predilection  for  the  depiction 
of  the  great  characters  of  history.  The  great  care  with  whom 

the  characters  have  been  painted  and  placed  in  the 
landscape,  recall  the  academic  studies  made  by  the  author 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Le  macchiaiole 

(1865) 

Questa  scena  rappresenta  un  memento  dell'umile  vita  di 

alcune  contadine  che,  raccolto  il  fieno  per  gli  animali,  si 

avviano  verso  casa  al  calar  della  sera.  I  personaggi 

sono  stati  sceiti  in  contrasto  con  la  predilezione  per  i 

grandi  della  Storia,  tipica  delle  Accademie  di  pittura. 

Tuttavia  la  cura  con  cui  le  figure  sono  state  dipinte  e 

collocate  nel  paesaggio  ricorda  proprio  gli  studi 

accademici  compiuti  dall'autore. 
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Silvestro  Lega  (1826  - 1895) 


Born  near  Forli  in  1 826,  he  studied  at  the  Academy  of  fine  arts  in  Florence  where  he 
was  trained  according  to  the  classical  models.  Heated  by  a  deep  patriotism  and  republican 
ideals,  he  volunteered  and  fought  for  the  independence  of  Italy. 

In  Florence  he  got  in  touch  with  the  Macchiaioli  and  joined  them,  settling  in 
Piacentina,  on  the  hills  which  surround  the  town,  where  this  group  of  painters  drew  the  nature 
from  life. 

His  work  is  so  linear  and  bright  that  it  recalls  the  Tuscan  painting  school  of  the  1400. 
His  paintings  are  today  deemed  of  great  value,  but  he  closed  his  life  in  Florence  in  1895,  in 
humble  economical  conditions,  supported  and  hosted  by  his  faithful  friends. 
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Nacque  vicino  a  Forli  nel  1826  e  studio  all'Accademia  delle  Belle  Arti  di  Firenze, 
dove  ricevette  una  formazione  classica.  Animato  da  profondo  patriottismo  e  da  ideali 
repubblicani,  si  arruolo  come  volontario  e  combatte  per  ITndipendenza  dTtalia. 

A  Firenze  conobbe  i  Macchiaioli  e  si  uni  al  loro  gruppo,  trasferendo  successivamente 
il  suo  studio  a  Piacentina,  sui  colli  intorno  alia  citta,  dove  questi  giovani  pittori  ritraevano  la 
natura  dal  vero. 

La  sua  pittura  e  particolarmente  lineare  e  luminosa,  tanto  da  ricordare  la  scuola 
toscana  del  1400.  Le  sue  opere  oggi  sono  considerate  di  grandissimo  valore,  ma  egli  concluse 
la  sua  vita  a  Firenze,  nel  1895,  in  modestissime  condizioni  economiche,  sostenuto  ed  ospitato 
da  amici  fedeli. 
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The  education  at  work 
(1863) 

The  picture  depicts  a  simple  and  harsh  domestic  life  scene, 

on  the  background  of  the  Tuscany  countryside  which  is  in 

sight  by  the  window.  The  two  feminine  figures,  a  young  girl 

and  Virginia  Battelli  (the  woman  the  painter  deeply  loved) 

are  dedicated  to  a  typical  feminine  work,  very  common  in 

the  domestic  tradition  the  painter  liked  to  depict,  maybe 

foreseeing  that  very  soon  this  kind  of  work  would  have  been 

surpassed  by  the  new  paces  of  modern  life. 


L'educazione  al  lavoro 
(1863) 

Questa  pittura  ci  presenta  un  ambiente  domestico 

semplice  ed  austere,  sullo  sfondo  della  campagna 

toscana  del  dintorni  di  Firenze,  che  si  intravede  dalla 

finestra  aperta.  Le  due  figure  femminili,  quella  della 

bambina  e  quella  della  giovane  Virginia  Batelli, 

profondamente  amata  dal  Lega,  sono  dedite  ad  uno  di 

quel  lavori  femminili  cari  alia  tradizione  domestica  che  il 

pittore  amava  e  che  ha  voluto  ritrarre,  quasi  presagendo 
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Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Che  presto  sarebbero  stati  superati  dai  ritmi  di  vita 
imposti  dall'incalzare  dei  tempi  nuovi. 
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Telemaco  Signorini  (1835  - 1901) 


Born  in  Florence  in  1835,  he  studied  painting  in  the  Academy  of  Fine  Arts  of  that 
town,  according  to  the  classical  style.  Later,  he  drifted  apart  and  he  joined  the  Macchiaioli 
painters  who  met  at  the  Caffe  Michelangiolo. 

Heated  by  deep  patriotic  feelings,  he  fought  for  the  independence  of  Italy  in  the  army 
of  Giuseppe  Garibaldi.  He  travelled  for  a  long  time  in  the  major  European  Countries,  dwelling 
in  Paris,  where  he  got  in  touch  with  Degas. 

Influenced  by  the  Impressionism,  he  represented  in  a  wonderful  way  nature  scenes 
flooded  of  light  but,  since  he  was  very  responsive  to  the  social  problems,  he  also  portrayed 
some  sorrow  backgrounds  such  as  madhouses  and  prisons.  He  lived  the  last  part  of  his  life  in 
Florence  where  he  died  in  1901. 
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Nacque  a  Firenze  nel  1835  e  vi  studio  pittura  secondo  lo  stile  classico  all'Accademia 
delle  Belle  Arti.  Se  ne  distacco  per  unirsi  al  gruppo  dei  Macchiaioli  che  si  riunivano  al  Caffe 
Michelangiolo. 

Animato  da  profondi  sentimenti  patriottici,  combatte  per  I'lndipendenza  d'ltalia  al 
seguito  di  Garibaldi.  Viaggio  a  lungo  nei  maggiori  paesi  europei,  soffermandosi  in  particolare 
a  Parigi,  dove  conobbe  Degas. 

Influenzato  dall'Impressionismo,  rappresento  felicemente  scene  naturalistiche 
inondate  di  luce,  ma,  essendo  molto  sensibile  alle  problematiche  sociali,  ritrasse  anche 
ambienti  di  dolore,  come  il  manicomio  e  la  prigione.  Visse  il  suo  ultimo  periodo  nella  sua 
Firenze,  dove  mori  nel  1901. 
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She  couldn't  wait 
(1867) 

The  picture  portrays  the  painter's  atelier  in  which  a  young 

and  elegant  woman  is  depicted  while  writing  a  short  and 

impatient  greeting.  The  atmosphere,  sophisticated  and 

cultured,  is  different  from  the  rural  scenes,  preferred  by 

most  of  the  Macchiaioli;  it  rather  recalls,  the  wide-ranging 

European  Naturalism. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Non  potendo  aspettare 
(1867) 

Questo  quadro  raffigura  I'atelier  dello  stesso  pittore  nel 

quale,  una  donna  giovane  ed  elegante  e  dipinta  nell'atto 

di  scrivere  un  breve  ed  impaziente  saluto.  L'ambiente, 

colto  e  mondano,  si  distacca  dalle  scene  contadine 

predilette  da  moiti  del  Macchiaioli  e  richiama,  piuttosto,  il 

piu  ampio  respire  del  Naturalismo  europeo. 
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Federico  Zandomeneghi  (1841  - 1917) 


Born  in  Venice  in  1841  he  began  in  that  town  the  painting  studies,  attending  the 
Academy  of  fine  arts.  He  was  a  passionate  patriot  and  took  part  to  the  expedition  of  "the 
thousand"  with  Giuseppe  Garibaldi.  Because  of  his  participation  to  the  liberation  revolts  he 
was  imprisoned  by  the  Austrians. 

However  he  managed  to  escape  and  he  settled  in  Florence,  where  he  joined  the 
Macchiaioli  group,  becoming  a  close  friend  of  Cabianca  and  Martelli.  He  adopted  the  social 
themes  of  the  Verism,  by  portraying  humble  people  such  as  beggars  ans  stree  cleaners. 

Afterwards  he  settled  in  Paris,  where  he  was  influenced  by  the  Impressionism  and 
where  he  died  in  1917. 
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Nacque  a  Venezia  nel  1841  e  vi  inizio  lo  studio  della  pittura  frequentando 
I'Accademia  delle  Arti.  Fu  un  fervente  patriota  e  partecipo  alia  spedizione  dei  Mille  con 
Giuseppe  Garibaldi.  A  causa  della  sua  partecipazione  ai  moti  liberali  fu  imprigionato  dagli 
Austriaci. 

Riuscito  ad  evadere  si  stabili  a  Firenze,  dove  divenne  amico  di  Cabianca  e  Diego 
Martelli,  unendosi  al  gruppo  dei  Macchiaioli.  Aderi  alle  tematiche  sociali  del  Verismo, 
ritraendo  personaggi  umili,  come  spazzini  e  mendicanti. 

Si  stabili  a  Parigi,  dove  fu  influenzato  dall'Impressionismo  e  dove  mori  nel  1917. 
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The  reader 
(1870) 

The  picture  depicts  one  of  the  painter's  friend,  hosted  in 

Diego  IVIartelli's  estate.  The  feminine  figure  is  reading  and 

her  shape  stands  out,  with  her  white  dress  and  the  little 

yellow  umbrella,  on  the  background  of  a  raw  wall  and  a  blue 

sky,  creating  this  way  some  strong  contrasts. 

The  young  woman  acquires  a  particular  importance  either 

for  her  central  position  in  the  painting  or  for  her  intellectual 

activity  which  distinguishes  her  from  the  peasants,  often 


La  lettrice 
(1870) 

II  quadro  ci  presenta  un'amica  del  pittore,  ospite 

anch'ella  nella  tenuta  di  Diego  Martelli.  La  figura 

femminile  e  intenta  nella  lettura  e  si  staglia,  con  il  suo 

abito  bianco  ed  il  suo  ombrellino  giallo,  sullo  sfondo  di 

un  muro  grezzo  e  di  un  cielo  azzurro,  creando  forti 

contrasti  cromatici. 

La  giovane  donna  acquista  una  particolare  importanza, 

oltre  che  per  la  posizione  centrale  all'lnterno  della  tela. 
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painted  by  the  Macchiaioli. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


per  la  sua  attivita  intellettuale,  che  la  distingue  dalle 
contadine  spesso  ritratte  dai  Macchiaioli. 


[Index]  [Italian  Artistsi 


:^        J    ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adufts  418 

[Index] 

Antonio  Canova  (1757  - 1822) 


This  great  sculptor  of  Veneto  is  the  most  important  representative  of  Neoclassicism 
and  gave  a  noticeable  contribution  to  spread  this  movement  around  the  major  European 
countries  with  the  beauty  of  his  works.  He  was  born  in  Possagno  in  the  province  of  Treviso  in 
1757  and  he  grew  as  an  artist  in  the  Venetian  environment. 

Thank  to  his  earnings  coming  from  his  first  works,  which  made  him  immediately  well- 
known,  he  moved  to  Roma  where  he  could  study  classical  art  more  deeply.  He  stayed  in 
Roma  for  a  long  time  as  this  city,  which  already  had  many  ancient  beautiful  works  of  art, 
became  the  centre  of  the  European  neoclassical  movement.  He  attended  a  nude  school  at  the 
Accademy  of  France. 

As  the  Neoclassicism  was  dominated  by  Napoleon,  Antonio  Canova  was  elected  to 
depict  the  Emperor  and  some  of  his  relatives,  such  as  the  beautiful  Paolina  Borghese 
Bonaparte.  However,  he  never  had  subservient  manners  towards  powerful  figures  who 
commissioned  works  from  him,  still  conducting  a  very  simple  and  independent  lifestyle.  This 
moral  integrity  of  his  raised  so  much  respect  from  the  people  of  his  time,  that  governors  who 
succeeded  Napoleon  honoured  him  so  much  that  they  gave  him  back  all  his  works  Napoleon 
had  taken  away  from  Italy. 

His  splendid  smooth  white  marble  sculptures  are  inspired  by  Winckelmann's 
principles.  This  neoclassical  theorist  claimed  the  ideal  of  beauty  characterised  by  'simple 
nobility  and  quiet  magnitude'.  The  figures  are  the  expression  of  eternal  and  ideal  beauty 
through  a  very  refined  technique  which  gives  emphasis  to  their  perfection. 

The  subjects  Canova  prefers  to  depict  are  characters  from  the  myth  but  he  also 
devoted  his  work  to  funerary  monuments  of  a  rare  beauty  such  as  the  one  dedicated  to  Maria 
Cristina  from  Austria.  These  marble  compositions,  which  inspire  such  moving  feelings,  pre- 
announce  the  romantic  sensitivity  and  remind  us  of  the  fact  that  in  those  very  years  Foscolo 
celebrated  the  importance  of  sepulchres  as  a  means  to  pass  on  examples  of  civil  virtues  to  the 
posterity. 

A  few  years  after  his  death,  which  happened  in  Venezia  in  1822,  his  remains  were 
taken  to  Possagno,  his  hometown,  and  were  put  into  the  temple  he  wanted  to  be  built  on  his 
expenses  as  an  evidence  of  his  generosity  his  faith  and  love  for  arts. 
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Questo  grande  scultore  veneto  e  il  piu  illustre  rappresentante  del  Neo-classicismo  e 
contribui,  con  la  straordinaria  bellezza  delle  sue  opere,  a  diffondere  questo  movimento  nei 
maggiori  paesi  europei.  Egli  nacque  a  Possagno,  in  provincia  di  Treviso,  nel  1757  e  si  formo 
artisticamente  in  ambiente  veneziano. 

Con  i  proventi  delle  sue  prime  opere,  che  lo  resero  presto  famoso,  si  trasferi  a  Roma, 
dove  gli  fu  possibile  approfondire  lo  studio  dell'arte  classica  e  dove  amo  risiedere  a  lungo, 
poiche  questa  citta,  che  conservava  tanti  tesori  deH'antichita,  divenne  il  centro  artistico  di 
tutto  il  movimento  neo-classico  europeo. 

Completo  la  sua  preparazione  frequentando  anche  la  Scuola  del  nudo  all' Accademia  di 
Francia. 

Poiche  il  Neo-classicismo  era  dominato  dalla  figura  di  Napoleone,  Antonio  Canova  fu 
scelto  per  raffigurare  sia  I'lmperatore  che  alcuni  suoi  familiari,  come  la  bellissima  Paolina 
Borghese  Bonaparte,  ma  non  assunse  mai  atteggiamenti  servili  nei  confronti  dei  personaggi 
potenti  che  gli  commissionarono  opere  d'arte,  conservando  sempre  uno  stile  di  vita  semplice 
ed  indipendente. 

Questa  sua  integrita  morale  gli  procuro  una  stima  tale  da  superare  gli  sconvolgimenti 
politici  di  quel  tempi  turbolenti  ed  anche  i  governanti  che  succedettero  a  Napoleone  lo 
onorarono  a  tal  punto  da  consentirgli  di  ottenere  la  restituzione  di  molte  opere  d'arte  che 
I'lmperatore  aveva  trafugato  all'Italia. 

Le  sue  splendide  sculture,  di  marmo  bianco  e  perfettamente  levigato,  sono  ispirate  ai 
canoni  dell'archeologo  Winckelmann,  teorico  del  Neo-classicismo,  che  proponeva  I'ideale  di 
una  bellezza  caratterizzata  da  "  nobile  semplicita  e  quieta  grandezza". 

Le  figure  si  presentano  come  espressioni  di  una  bellezza  ideale  ed  eterna,  ottenuta 
grazie  ad  una  tecnica  raffmata  che  ce  le  mostra  in  tutta  la  loro  perfezione. 

I  soggetti  prediletti  dal  Canova  sono  mitologici,  ma  egli  si  e  dedicato  anche  a 
monumenti  funebri  di  rara  bellezza  e  poesia,  come  quello  dedicato  a  Maria  Cristina  d' Austria. 

Tali  composizioni  marmoree,  che  ispirano  a  chi  le  contempli  una  dolente 
commozione,  preannunciano  la  sensibilita  romantica  e  ci  ricordano  che,  in  quegli  stessi  anni, 
Foscolo  celebrava  I'importanza  dei  sepolcri  per  tramandare  ai  posteri  esempi  di  virtu  civili. 

Pochi  anni  dopo  la  sua  morte,  avvenuta  a  Venezia  nel  1822,  le  sue  spoglie  furono 
riportate  a  Possagno,  il  suo  piccolo  paese  natale,  e  deposte  nel  tempio  che  aveva  fatto  erigere 
a  proprie  spese,  lasciandoci  una  ultima  testimonianza  della  sua  generosita,  della  sua  fede  e  del 
suo  amore  per  I'arte. 
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Paolina  Borghese  Bonaparte 
(1804-1808) 

The  statue,  which  is  kept  near  the  Borghese  Gallery  in 

Rome,  was  commissioned  to  the  Canova,  by  the  Prince 
Camillo  Borghese,  husband  of  Paolina  Bonaparte,  sister  of 
Napoleon.  The  sculptor  exalted  the  beauty  of  the  character, 
by  representing  her  with  through  typical  classical  features. 

The  Carrara  marble  has  been  handled  by  the  artist  with 
careful  techniques  and  precious  wa;  this  allowe  him  to  give 

a  soft  brightness  and  a  particular  smoothness  to  a  cold 
material. 

Comments  by:  Anna  Maria  Rossi 
Translated  by:  Norma  Patelli 


Paolina  Borghese  Bonaparte 
(1804-1808) 

Quest'opera,  che  si  trova  a  Roma,  nella  Galleria 

Borghese,  fu  commissionata  al  Canova  dal  Principe 

romano  Camillo  Borghese,  marito  di  Paolina  Bonaparte, 

sorella  di  Napoleone.  L'artista  ha  esaltato  la  bellezza  del 

personaggio  raffigurandola  con  i  tratti  tipici  dell'antica 

classicita  romana.  II  marmo  di  Carrara  della  statua  e 

state  trattato  dallo  scultore  con  tecniche  accuratissime  e 

cere  pregiate,  con  le  quali  egli  abitualmente  conferiva 

alia  superficie  del  marmo,  di  per  se  fredda,  una  morbida 

lucentezza  ed  una  particolare  levigatezza,  che  lo 

rendono  particolarmente  gradevole  alio  sguardo. 
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Lithuanian  Literature 


Overview 


^th 


1795-1918,  that  is  all  the  19  century  in  Lithuania  is  marked  with  the  occupation  of 
three  opposing  forces.  The  western  part  of  Lithuania  was  under  German  influence  and  the  rest 
of  the  country  was  oppressed  by  Polish  and  Russians.  Consequently,  Lithuanian  culture  was 
developing  in  the  oppressive  environment.  In  the  19th  century  modern  Lithuania  was  being 
developed  not  by  denationalized  noblemen,  its  ethnical  cultural  heritage  was  established  by 
peasants,  farmers  and  intellectuals.  This  period  provided  great  influence  for  national  identity. 

The  19^^  century  in  Lithuanian  history  is  a  period  of  national  resistance  and  armed 
battles  (namely,  the  uprisings  in  1831  and  1863)  during  which  Lithuanians  were  fighting  for 
their  rights  to  statehood,  language  and  culture  as  well  as  striving  to  slip  the  collar  of  the  press 
suppression  which  evoked  the  appearance  of  book  carriers  illegally  distributing  books  written 
in  Lithuanian  language. 

In  1918  Lithuania  regained  its  independence  thus  for  22  years  (up  to  1940)  bringing 
up  a  new  generation  of  writers  influenced  by  the  national  Lithuanian  school. 

The  year  of  1940  brought  soviet  occupation  which  lasted  for  50  years  and  made  a 
great  impact  on  Lithuanian  authors  holding  them  under  the  influence  of  communist  ideology 
and  restraining  them  with  censorship.  Meanwhile,  the  literature  of  emigrants  was  emerging  in 
the  form  of  nostalgic  creation,  resulting  from  the  solitude  in  the  multicultural  world. 

[Index] 


Apzvalga 

Nuo  1795  metii  iki  1918  metn,  tai  yra  vis^  XIX  amzin,  lietuvin  tauta  buvo  okupuota 
trijn  priesiskn  jegn.  Mazosios  Lietuvos  teritorijoje  reikejo  atsispirti  vokiecin  kulturai,  o 
Didziojoje  Lietuvoje  pasipriesinti  lenkinimui  ir  rusinimui.  Butent  priesindamiesi  svetimiyij. 
priespaudai,  lietuviai  sukure  savo  kultur^.  XIX  a.  gime  nauja,  moderni  jaunoji  Lietuva,  kuri^ 
sukure  ne  nutautej?  bajorai,  o  valstieciai,  zemdirbiai  ir  is  jij  kil?  naujieji  inteligentai,  issaugoj? 
etnin?  lietuvin  kultur^.  Siuo  metu  subrendo  lietuvin  tautine  s^mone  bei  savimone.  XIX  a.  -  tai 
kulturinio  pasipriesinimo  bei  ginkluotn  kovij  laikotarpis  Lietuvos  istorijoje,  kuomet  teise  [ 
sav^  valstybingum^  kalb^ir  kultur^buvo  ginama  1831  bei  1863  metu  sukilimuose,  o  taip  pat 
keturiasdesimt  metij  priesinantis  lietuviskos  spaudos  draudimui.  Butent  siuo  laikotarpiu,  kai 
knygos  lietuviskais  rasmenimis  buvo  uzdraustos,  Lietuvoje  atsiranda  knygnesiai,  nelegaliai 
platinantys  lietuvisk^  spaud^. 
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1918  -  1940  m.  Lietuva  isgyvena  Nepriklausomybes  laikotarp[,  kurio  metu  atsirado 
nauja  rasytojukarta,  uzaugusi  ir  mokslus  baigusi  savoje,  lietuviskoje  mokykloje. 

Po  1940-tiyii  metii  prasideda  ir  penkiasdesimt  metu  t^siasi  sovietine  okupacija,  kurios 
metu  lietuviii  kurejus  [takoja  komunistine  ideologija,  o  kurybos  laisv?  varzo  valdzios  cenzura. 
Taciau  tuo  metu  formuojasi  ir  iseivijos  literatura.  Zmonin,  kurie  dar  tevij  buvo  isvezti  is 
Lietuvos  kuryboje  atsispindi  tevynes  ilgesys  bei  noras  suprasti,  k^  reiskia  buti  lietuviu 
daugiakulturiniame,  atvirame  pasaulyje. 
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Lithuanian  poets 
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Aistis  Jonas 
Baltakis  Algimantas 
Baltmsaitis  Jurgis 
Baranauskas  Antanas 
Bloze  Vytautas 
Brazdzionis  Bernardas 
Degutyte  Janina 
Kirsa  Faustas 
Kudirka  Vincas 
Macernis  Vytautas 
Mackus  Algimantas 
Maironis 
Marcinkevicius  Justinas 


Martinaitis  Marcelijus 

Miezelaitis  Eduardas 

Neris  Salomeja 

Putinas  (Vincas  Mykolaitis-Putinas) 

Radauskas  Henrikas 

Rastenis  Kestutis 

Smoga  Balys 

Sirvys  Paulius 

Tysliava  Juozas 

Vaicaitis  Pranas 

Venclova  Tomas 

Vaiciunaite  Judita 
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Aistis  Jonas  (1904  -  1973) 
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Jonas  Aistis  was  born  in  central  Lithuania.  He  studied  Lithuanian  Uterature  at  the 
University  of  Kaunas  and  received  a  grant  from  the  Lithuanian  Ministry  of  Education  to  study 
French  hterature  at  the  University  of  Grenoble  in  France  from  1936  to  1940.  His  doctoral 
dissertation  examined  the  linguistic  structure  of  Gospel  translations  into  ancient  Provancal. 
From  1944  to  1946,  he  worked  in  the  Nice,  France,  archives  and  in  the  Paris  National  Library. 
He  came  to  the  United  States  in  1946,  served  for  a  number  of  years  as  chairman  of  the 
Lithuanian  Writers'  League  and  worked  at  the  Library  of  Congress  until  his  death  in  1973. 
Aistis  published  ten  books  of  poetry.  He  also  wrote  literary  criticism  and  edited  several 
anthologies  of  poetry. 
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Poetas  ir  eseistas  Jonas  Aistis  (tikroji  pavarde  Aleksandravicius)  gime  1904  m. 
Kampiskese,  Kauno  rajone.  1927  m.  baige  Kauno  „Ausros"  gimnazij^.  Kauno  Vytauto 
Didziojo  universitete  studijavo  lituanistik^.  Nuo  1936  m.  Grenoblio  universitete 
(Prancuzijoje)  studijavo  prancuzn  kalb^  ir  literature.  1944  -  45  m.  dirbo  Nicos  archyve  ir 
Paryziaus  nacionalineje  bibliotekoje,  o  1946  m.  Jonas  Aistis  persikele  [  JAV,  kur 
Marianapolio  kolegijoje  deste  lietuvin  kalb^.  Savo  kuryboje  Jonas  Aistis  remesi  romantizmo 
atgaivinta  katarsio  teorija:  lyrika  gimsta  is  kancios.  Ludesys  ir  grozis  -  neatskiriamos  lyrikos 
vertes  s^vokos.  Sis  poetas  parase  desimt  poezijos  knygn,  taip  pat  rase  literaturos  kritik^  ir 
isleido  kelias  poezijos  antologijas.  Mire  Jonas  Aistis  1973  m.  Vasingtone  (JAV),  o  2000  m. 
perlaidotas  Rumsiskese  (Lietuva). 
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ONE  DROP  OF  BLOOD 
(1948) 


One  drop  of  blood  would  have  cleansed  you, 

But  in  your  misery  you  missed  it, 

And  though  we  drew  our  strength  from  the  old  times  - 

Our  promises  remained  unfulfilled... 

One  single  word  would  have  protected  you. 

But  in  your  misery  you  missed  it. 

And  though  we  swore  we'd  die  for  our  homeland  - 

Our  promises  remained  unfulfilled... 

Translated  by:  Jonas  Zdanys 
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VIENAS  KRAUJO  LASAS  BUT  TAVE 
NUPLOV^S 

(1948) 

Vienas  kraujo  lasas  but  tave  nuplov^s, 

0  varge  jo  vieno  tu  pasigedai. 

Mors  stipryb^  semem  is  didzios  senoves  - 

Liko  neteseti  musti  pazadai... 

Vienii  vienas  zodis  but  tave  apgyn^s. 

Bet  varge  jo  vieno  tu  pasigedai. 

Mors  visi  zadejom  mirti  uz  tevyn?  - 

Liko  neteseti  musii  pazadai... 


[Index]  [Lithuanian  Poets] 


V?  /     ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults  426 


[Index] 


Baltakis  Algimantas  (born  1930) 


Born  in  the  village  of  Leliunai  in  1930.  In  1954,  he  graduated  from  the  department  of 
history  and  philology  at  Vilnius  University.  The  same  year  he  joined  the  editorial  staff  of 
Per  gale  (Victory),  a  cultural  and  literary  monthly,  becoming  editor-in-chief  in  1964.  He  also 
worked  as  Secretary  of  the  official  Lithuanian  Writers'  Union.  His  first  book  of  verse  came 
out  in  1955.  The  poet  is  remarkable  for  his  trusting  frankness  about  the  main  issues  of  his 
generation  and  his  ironical  confessions.  His  poems  are  marked  by  an  impulsiveness  of  feeling 
and  melodious  form  close  to  the  tradition  of  Salomeja  Neris.  Baltakis  has  established  himself 
as  a  pensive  poet  of  city  life. 
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Gime  poetas,  kritikas  ir  vertejas  1930  m.  Leliunuose,  Utenos  rajone.  Lituanistikos 
studijas  Vilniaus  universitete  Algimantas  Baltakis  baige  1954  m.  Sis  poetas  priklauso 
vadinamajai  „trisdesimtiyii  metn  gimimo  kartai",  kuri  atgaivino  pokario  metais  nuskurdint^ 
lietuviii  poezij^.  Vieni  geriausin  poeto  eilerascin  yra  romansiniai  meiles  eilerasciai.  Veliau 
kultivuotas  buitinis  eilerascin  tipas.  Poeto  kuryboje  dominuoja  atviras,  logizuotas  kalbejimas, 
o  taip  pat  daznos  snekamosios  kalbos  orientacijos. 
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HOW  MUCH  A  MAN  NEEDS 

(1966) 

I  cannot  complain  of  my  life.  It  is  true. 
I  know  folk  who  love  me,  and  I  love  them  too. 

There's  many  a  hand  I  can  heartily  press. 
There's  someone  who  gives  me  a  gentle  caress. 

How  much  does  man  need?  Just  some  bread,  white  or 

brown, 

A  drink  of  pure  water,  a  home  of  his  own. 

A  job  to  be  busy  with  day  after  day. 
Some  warmth  just  to  while  a  cold  winter  away. 

How  much  does  man  need?  Just  some  grass  where  to  lie. 
One  sky  little  star  in  the  star-studded  sky. 

Of  all  seas  and  oceans  which  roll  without  rest 
One  frolicsome  wave  splashing  over  your  breast. 

How  much  does  man  needs?  Just  a  blue  peaceful  sky 
For  twittering  birds  but  not  bombers  to  fly. 

Of  all  the  world's  roads  that  may  lie  before  you 
One  doesn't  need  many,  one  only  will  do. 

In  order  to  love  both  the  heaven  and  earth 
One  needs  a  true  friend  when  in  need  ant  in  mirth. 

How  much  does  man  need?  I'm  still  racking  my  brain... 
So  much  and  so  little...  It's  hard  to  explain... 

Translated  by:  Lionginas  Pazusis 


AR  DAUG  ZMOGUI  REIKIA 
(1966) 

Gyvenimu  skiistis  tikrai  negaliu. 
Mane  daug  kas  myli,  as  daug  k^  myliu. 

Turiu  as  kam  rank^sirdingai  paspaust. 
Turiu  prie  ko  galv^nuvarg^s  priglaust. 

Ar  daug  zmogui  reikia?  Tik  duonos  riekes, 
Tik  vandenio  tyro,  tik  savo  kertes. 

Tik  darbo,  kurs  mielas.  Siek  tiek  silumos. 
Ir  tai  -  tik  todel,  kad  nebotum  ziemos. 

Ar  daug  zmogui  reikia?  Zoles  po  medziu. 
Zvaigzdeles  vienos  tarp  daugybes  zvaigzdzin. 

Beribeje  juroje  reikia  bangos, 
Uztyskancios  tau  ant  krutines  nuogos. 

Ar  daug  zmogui  reikia?  Padanges  taikios, 
Kurioj  ne  bombonesiai  -  pauksciai  lekios. 

Tarp  daugelio  zemes  vingiuotn  keliL[  - 
Vienintelio  kelio.  Nereikia  keliii... 

Kad  zem?  myletum,  nekeiktum  dangaus, 
Dar  reikia  -  nors  vieno  -  biciulio  brangaus. 

Ardaug  zmogui  reikia?  As  galv^suku... 
Ir  maza,  ir  daug...Atsakyti  sunku... 
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Baltrusaitis  Jurgis  (1873  -  1944} 


Born  into  a  peasant  family  in  the  village  of  Paantvardziai,  Jurgis  Baltrusaitis  went  to 
secondary  school  in  Kaunas  and  from  1893  to  1899  studied  mathematics  and  history  at 
Moscow  University.  Together  with  S.  Polyakov  he  founded  the  Scorpion  publishing  house  in 
1899.  From  1920  to  1939  Baltrusaitis  was  the  ambassador  of  Lithuania  to  the  USSR.  In  1939 
he  was  transferred  to  a  diplomatic  post  in  France  and  was  in  Paris  when  World  War  II  began. 
His  first  poems  written  in  Russian  were  published  in  1899.  Baltrusaitis  published  two  books 
of  verse  in  Russian,  continuing  the  philosophical  tradition  of  Russian  Symbolist  lyrics.  His 
first  poem  in  Lithuanian  was  published  in  1927.  It  was  especially  notable  for  its  concentrated 
thought,  restrained  lyricism  and  combination  of  Symbolist  poetics  with  old  Lithuanian  rural 
vocabulary. 
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Poetas  Jurgis  Baltrusaitis  gime  1873  m.  Pasandravyje,  Jurbarko  raj  one.  Mokesi  Kauno 
gimnazijoje,  studijavo  Maskvos  universitete,  gamtos  moksln  fakultete.  Gyvendamas 
Maskvoje  Jurgis  Baltrusaitis  [sijunge  [  rusij  simbolistij  judejim^  o  kartu  su  rasytoju  S. 
Poliakovu  1900  m.  [kure  leidykl^„Skorpion". 

1920  m.  Jurgis  Baltrusaitis  paskirtas  Lietuvos  Respublikos  atstovu  Maskvoje.  Rasyti 
poetas  pradejo  rusiskai,  pirmieji  jo  eilerasciai  paskelbti  1899  m.  Lietuviski  eilerasciai 
pasirode  gyvenimo  pabaigoje.  Lietuviskoje  kuryboje  poetas  filosofiskai  apsvarsto  zmogaus 
but[,  jo  viet^  visatos  s^rangoje.  Palyginus  su  rusisk^^  lietuviskoji  poetine  kalba  yra 
konkretesne,  nors  nevengiama  ir  abstrakciij  s^voki^.  Lietuvisko  simbolizmo  fone  Jurgio 
Baltrusaicio  poezija  originali  del  to,  kad  orientuojama  [  sen^^lietuvin  literature. 
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TO  THE  CRUCIFIED  HOMELAND 
(1918) 

An  orphan's  fate,  to  stray  and  stumble 

On  ways  of  blood  and  fire,  is  thine... 

Yet  in  your  wordless  grief,  my  humble. 

Believing  heart,  await  the  Sign... 

Hail  beats  the  crop,  stark  lightnings  cleave  it. 
The  ancient  shields  are  sighs  and  groans. 

Yet  He  who  built  this  land,  believe  it. 
Makes  wine  of  tears  and  bread  of  stones. 

You  labor  painfully  and  slowly 

Through  fruitless  days  of  blight  and  sleet. 

Yet  trust  and  deem  divine  the  lowly. 

Mute  stigmata  of  bleeding  feet. 

And  though  the  pain  seem  daily  greater 

And  blessing  bitter  from  above. 

Lift  up  the  mind  to  the  Creator 

For  the  last  victory  of  love. 

Translated  by:  Ants  Oras 


NUKRYZIUOTAI  TEVYNEI 
(1918) 

Dalia  tavoji  -  naslaityste, 

Ugnis  ir  kraujas  -  tau  vadai... 

Taciau,  sirdie,  kentek  nebyliai, 

Tikek  irzenklo  lauk  tvirtai... 

Rauda,  dejone  -  tavo  skydas, 

Kai  lauk^niokoja  krusa, 

Tik  ar  nevirs  vynu  irduona 

SiL[tavoasarL[nasa? 

Mors  nuo  beprasmiii  mirksnio  smugiti 

Labai  kelione  tau  [skaus, 

Priimk  zaizdas  ant  savo  kojn 

Kaip  zenkl^,  ductals  dangaus... 

Ir  sielvarto,  ir  netekimo 

Kartelio  lauk  nei  dovanos 

Ir  eik  isvien  su  Amzinybe, 

Kol  zeme  Meile  suliepsnos! 
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Baranauskas  Antanas  (1835  -  1902) 


Baranowski  was  born  in  the  village  of  Onikszta,  to  a  humble  peasant  family  of  distant 
szlachta  origin.  Early  in  his  youth  his  parents  sent  him  to  a  local  bi-yearly  parochial  school. 
After  finishing  his  studies  there,  Baranowski  initially  stayed  in  the  parochy  as  a  helper.  After 
that  he  was  sent  to  a  bi-yearly  school  for  communal  writers  in  Rumyszki.  There  he  started 
writing  his  first  poems  in  Polish  language.  In  1853  he  finished  the  school  and  started  working 
as  a  writer  and  chancellor  in  various  communes  of  the  area.  During  his  work  he  met  Karolina 
Proniewska,  a  locally-renown  writer,  with  whom  he  shared  passion  for  the  poetry  of  Adam 
Mickiewicz.  With  time,  under  notable  infiuence  of  other  notable  Polish  poet  of  the  epoch, 
Juliusz  Slowacki,  Baranowski's  poetry  improved  in  style.  Thanks  to  the  friendship  with 
Proniewska,  in  1856  her  family  sponsored  Baranowski's  entry  into  Catholic  seminary  of 
Wornie  (Lithuanian  Varniai).  It  was  there  where  Baranowski  started  writing  poems  in 
Lithuanian  language  as  well.  One  of  his  juvenile  works  he  wrote  during  that  time  under 
notable  influence  of  Mickiewicz,  Anyksciu  silelis  {Forest  of  Onikszta),  is  considered  to  be  one 
of  the  classics  of  Lithuanian  poetry  of  19th  century. 

[Index]  [Lithuanian  Poetsi 

A.  Baranauskas  gime  Anyksciuose,  valstieciij  seimoje.  Po  mokyklos  baigimo  A. 
Baranauskas  tapo  pagalbininku  parapijoje,  veliau  jis  buvo  nusi^stas  mokytis  [  Rumsiskes. 
Toliau  mokesi  Varnin  kunigij  seminarijoje.  1862  m.  baige  Peterburgo  dvasin?  akademij^.  Iki 
1864  m.  studijavo  Miuncheno,  Romos,  Leveno  universitetuose.  1866  -  1884  m.  -  Kauno 
kunigij  seminarijos  profesorius.  Svarbiausius  poezijos  kurinius  parase  1857  -  1863  m. 
Patriotines  poeto  ir  dvasininko  aspiracijos,  maistinga  nuotaika  bei  emocingas  protestas  pries 
imperines  Rusijos  priespaud^  atsispindejo  giesmese  ir  poemose:  „Dainn  dainel?"  (1857), 
„Kelione  Petaburkan"  (1858-1859),  „Pasikalbejimas  Giesminyko  su  Lietuva"  (1859),  „Dievo 
rykste  ir  malone"  (1859),  „Ko  gi  skaudzia  man  sirdel?"  (1863).  Reiksmingiausias  A. 
Baranausko  kurinys  -  romantine  poema  „Anyksciii  silelis '\  kuriame  apdainuojama  gimtojo 
krasto  gamta,  idealizuojama  Lietuvos  senove,  kaip  kontrastas  jo  laikotarpio  realijomis 
atskleidziamas  gamtos  ir  zmogaus  dvasinis  rysys,  protestuojama  pries  tautin[  lietuvin  tautos 
engim^.  Po  1863  m.  sukilimo  nuslopinimo  patyrusi  daug  netekciii  poet^uzgoze  dvasininkas, 
abejingas  lietuvybes  idejoms. 
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THE  FOREST  OF  ANYKSCIAI 
(1858) 

(excerpt) 

How  fine  are  forest  sounds,  not  only  scents! 

The  forest  hums,  resounds  with  eloquence. 

While  midnight  brings  a  silence  that  is  so 

Profound  you  hear  each  leaf  and  flower  grow. 

Hear  tree  to  tree  in  gentle  whispers  call. 

Each  star  through  heaven  move,  each  dewdrop  fall. 

The  heart  is  hushed.  Such  peace  reigns  everywhere 

The  soul  soars  heavenward  in  quiet  prayer. 

But  when  the  new  day  dawns  with  gleaming  brow 

And  blades  of  grass,  dew-laden,  earthward  bow 

The  forest  wakens,  night-time  silence  flees 

And  day  again  resumes  its  melodies. 

That  rustle?  It's  a  leaf  the  breeze  has  stirred 

Or,  stirring  in  its  nest,  a  waking  bird. 

That  crackling?  It's  a  homebound  wolf  who,  loath 

To  hunt  by  day,  breaks  through  the  undergrowth. 

A  captured  duck  the  fox  bears  to  his  lair, 

A  badger  scurries  from  his  burrow  there, 

A  roe  bounds  past,  a  squirrel  neatly  takes 

A  flying  leap  onto  a  bough  that  shakes, 

A  stoat  or  marten  rummages  about... 

The  forest  creatures  are  all  up  and  out. 

Who  taps?  A  woodpecker  up  in  a  tree. 

Who  splutters  there?  An  angry  snipe,  you  see. 

Who  whispers?  It's  an  adder  you  hear  hiss 

Or  it's  the  river  laps  her  bank  in  bliss. 

Who's  talking?  By  the  water  gabbling  geese. 

A  stork  its  long  beak  snapping  without  cease. 

On  marshes  ducks  are  landing  one  by  one. 


ANYKSCIlj  SILELIS 
(1858) 

(istrauka) 

Ai  siaudzia  graziai  miskas,  netil  kvepia  gardziai, 

Siaudzia,  uzia  irskamba  linksmai,  dailiai,  skardziai. 

Vidunaktyj  teip  tyku,  kad  girdi,  kaip  jaunas 

Lapas  arbo  ziedelis  ant  sakeliii  kraunas. 

Girdi,  kaip  sakom  snibzda  medziii  kalba  sventa, 

Kaip  zvaigzdeles  plevena,  gaili  rasa  krinta. 

Del  to  ir  sirdyj  vises  pajautos  nutilsta, 

Ramum  tykumu  malda  dusia  dangun  kilsta. 

E  kai  jau  dienai  brekstant  rytai  sviesa  tvinksta, 

Rasos  pilnos  zolynnzemyn  galvos  linksta, 

Tada  silas  nubunda,  visa  yra  tyla, 

Prasideda  pamazu  sventa  dienos  byla. 

Kas  te  slama?  -  E  veju  papustas  lapelis, 

Egi  guztoj  nubud^s  sujuda  paukstelis. 

Kas  te  treska?  -  E  vilkas:  dien^  mat  azuodzia. 

Is  naktines  medziokles  par  pakrumes  skuodzia. 

Egi  lape  ant  ol^,  zasiok^  intskandus, 

Egi  barsiukas  bega,  islind^s  is  landos; 

Egi  linksmute  stirna  par  pusyn^striuoksi; 

Egi  pusin  is  pusies  voveryte  liuoksi; 

Egi  mat  sirmuonelis  ir  kiaune  juodoja, 

Ir  visoki  zvereliai  po  misk^ulioja. 

Kas  te  tauksi?  -  E  stuobri  kapoja  genelis. 

Kas  mikena?  -  Egi  mat  perkuno  ozelis. 

Kas  te  snibzda?  -  E  snypscia  is  kelmo  piktoja, 

Egi  srove  teskena  upele  Sventoja. 

Kas  te  kalbas?  -  E  z^sys  paupej  gagena; 

Egi  mat  lizde  starkus  pamiskej  klegena; 

Egi  antys  „pry!  pry!  pry!"  priskryd?  ant  liun^; 
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The  whooping  hoopoe  asks  his  wife  and  son: 

"What-what-what-what  to  bring  you?  Speak  in  turn! 

What-what?  A  grain  of  wheat?  A  fly?  A  worm?" 

The  cuckoo  glancing  round  cuckoos  for  us 

And  laughs  and  chuckles,  weeps  and  makes  a  fuss. 

The  forest  rings.  The  oriole  teases  Eve: 

"Eve,  Eve,  believe  me!  You  this  field  must  leave!" 

The  snipe  call  by  the  stream.  Then  in  a  throng 

Of  voices  birds  galore  burst  into  song. 

More  calls  and  melodies  from  more  throats  gush: 

The  chiff-chaff,  tomtit,  siskin  and  the  thrush. 

The  magpie,  jay  -  each  adding  its  own  tune. 

They  laugh,  lament  and  some  play  the  buffoon. 

The  nightingale  calls  louder  than  the  rest 

In  song  full-throated,  varied,  full  of  zest. 

Forever  changing,  ever  reaching  to 

The  heart  as  Lithuanian  folk  songs  do. 

Each  rustling,  stirring  leaf  too  joins  the  surge 

Of  sound  in  which  these  varied  voices  merge 

To  sing  a  most  melodious  roundelay 

In  perfect  harmony,  no  note  astray. 

The  ear  though  not  distinguishing  each  voice 

Delights,  as  in  far  fields  our  eyes  rejoice 

When  flowers  in  profusion  intertwine 

To  make  a  single  carpet  woven  fine. 

Translated  by:  Peter  Tempest 


Egi  kukutis  klausia  savo  paci^,  sunL[: 

„K^,  k^,  k^jum  atnestie?  K^jus  kalbat  niekus? 

K^,  k^,  k^,  k^?  ar  grudus?  ar  musias?  ar  sliekus?" 

Egi  mat  gegutele  dairos  ir  ketojas, 

Cia  kukuodama  verkia,  cia  kvatojas. 

Skamba  tik  skamba  miskas:  cia  volunge  lev^ 

Trotina:  „leva,  leva,  neganyk  po  piev^!" 

Cia  paupej  „ri-u!  ri-u!  ri-u!"  tilvikas  susuko, 

Cia  vel  balsii  visokiii  -  lyg  trukte  pratruko. 

Vis  kitoki  balseliai,  vis  kitokios  bylos: 

Dagiliai,  pecialandos,  strazdeliai,  cizylos, 

Kekstai,  sarkos  ir  kites  vis  saviskai  gieda: 

Toj  juokias,  toj  vaitoja,  e  toj  niekus  klieda. 

E  uz  visus  virsesnis  lakstingales  balsas: 

Pilnas,  skardus,  griaudingas  ir,  teip  sakyt,  skalsus: 

Skamba,  uzia  par  krumus  ir  vis  kiteip  mainos, 

Ir  vis  dusion  intsmenga  -  lyg  Lietuvos  dainos. 

Tie  visoki  balseliai  teip  kruvon  suplaukia, 
Tartum  koznas  lapelis  cilba,  kliauga,  saukia, 

Ir  sutartin?  taiso,  ir  teip  graziai  dera: 

Siaudzia  tik,  tartum  siaudzia  -  rentavimo  nera. 

Anei  tii  balsn  ausis  skyrium  nepazista, 

Lyg  kad  ant  zaiios  pievos  zolynai  prazysta, 

Ir  visokie  ziedeliai  teip  terp  sav^s  pinas,  - 

Kad  is  tolo  tik  regis  grazus  margumynas. 
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Bloze  Vytautas  (born  1930) 


Vytautas  Bloze,  born  in  the  town  of  Baisogala  in  central  Lithuania,  was  the  son  of  a 
pharmacist,  who  also  owned  land.  Bloze's  poetry  deals  honestly  with  issues  such  as  partisan 
warfare,  mass  deportation,  subjugation  of  the  will,  while  at  the  same  time  remaining  true  to 
art.  Much  of  his  subject  matter  is  drawn  from  his  experiences  living  in  hiding  in  war-torn 
Lithuania.  He  has  published  thirteen  collections  of  poems,  has  translated  Spanish,  Chinese, 
Japanese,  Greek,  Russian  and  Polish  poetry  into  Lithuanian.  Among  others,  he  has  translated 
the  work  of  Lermontov,  Pushkin,  Nekrasov,  Schiller,  Vallejo,  Cavafy,  and  Heine.  In  1991 
Bloze  received  the  Lithuanian  National  Prize  for  his  book  Nocturnes.  Bloze  is  considered  to 
be  one  of  the  most  important  innovators  in  modern  Lithuanian  poetry,  and  his  work  has 
influenced  generations  of  younger  writers. 
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Poetas  ir  vertejas  Vytautas  Petras  Bloze  gime  1930  m.  Baisiogaloje,  Radviliskio 
raj  one.  Mokesi  Kedainin,  Seduvos  gimnazijose.  Studijavo  Vilniaus  pedagoginiame  institute 
rusiifilologij^.  1951  -  56  m.  dirbo  Grozines  literaturos  leidyklos  redaktoriumi.  1991  m.  Bloze 
gavo  Nacionalin?  kulturos  ir  meno  premij^  taip  pat  apdovanotas  uz  poezijos  vertimus  [ 
lietuviii  kalb^. 

Ankstyvosios  poezijos  centre  -  tragiska  pokario  situacija,  o  velesniojoje  kuryboje 
stipreja  epinis  pradas  -  eilerascio  centras  daznai  tampa  tarsi  tam  tikru  pasakojim^  branduoliu, 
kuris  suskyla  [  buitinius,  mitinius,  istorinius  ar  fantastinius  minipasaulius. 
Vytautas  Bloze  isverte  M.  Lermontovo,  A.  Puskino,  H.  Heines,  R.  M.  Rilkes  ir  kt.  garsiij 
autoriij  kurybos  -  eilerascio,  poemij^,  dramij^.  Yra  paras^s  tekstij  dainoms. 
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HORSES  WADE  IN  THE  NEMUNAS 
(1964) 

horses  wade  in  the  Nemunas 

they  drink  flowing  fog 

they  drink  the  morning 

floating  on  the  Nemunas 

stones  from  ruins 
rest  on  the  bottom 

rolling  for  ages 
from  the  high  banks 

fires  sleep  on  the  bottom 

old  swords  rust 

pressed  in  the  shallows 

moans  of  the  drowned  are  quiet 

horses  wade  in  the  Nemunas 

they  drink  flowing  fog 

they  drink  the  morning 

floating  on  the  Nemunas 

Translated  by:  Jonas  Zdanys 


ARKLIAI  BRENDA  I  NEMUN^V 
(1964) 

arkliai  brenda  [Nemun^ 

geria  tekanti  ruk^ 

geria  ryto  ausr^ 

plaukianci^Nemunu 

dugne  ilsisi 
griuvesiL[akmenys 

amziL[nuritinti 
nuo  aukstL|JL[krantL[ 
miega  dugne  gaisrai 
rudija  seni  kalavijai 
seklumti  prislegtos 
tyli  skenduoliL[aimanos 

zirgai  brenda  [Nemun^ 

geria  tekanti  ruk^ 

geria  ryto  ausr^ 

plaukianci^Nemunu 
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Bernardas  Brazdzionis  (1907  -  2002) 


Born  in  the  village  of  Stebeikeliai  in  northeastern  Lithuania,  Brazdzionis  left  Lithuania 
with  his  parents,  living  temporarily  in  the  United  States  until  1914.  After  his  return  to 
Lithuania,  he  completed  his  secondary  and  higher  education,  studying  Lithuanian  Literature 
and  Linguistics.  After  graduating  from  the  Lithuanian  State  University  in  Kaunas  he  worked 
as  an  editor  of  a  number  of  literary  publications.  Brazdzionis  began  publishing  poetry  while 
still  a  high  school  student;  later,  as  an  University  student,  Brazdzionis's  poetry  became 
increasingly  popular.  Brazdzionis  was  forced  to  flee  Lithuania  during  the  Second  World  War 
and  eventually  resettled  in  the  United  States  in  1949,  where  he  actively  participated  in 
Lithuanian  emigre  life  publishing  many  volumes  of  poetry,  as  well  as  books  for  children.  He 
was  also  an  editor  of  the  magazine  Lithuanian  Days  in  Los  Angeles.  Brazdzionis'  poetry, 
written  in  exile,  dealt  with  themes  of  loyalty  and  love  for  the  motherland,  and  often  was  set  to 
music  and  sung  at  patriotic  gatherings.  Bernardas  Brazdzionis  is  considered  by  many  to  be  the 
patriarch  of  Lithuanian  emigre  poetry. 
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B.  Brazdzionis  gime  Birzij  apsk.  Pumpenn  vals.,  Stebeikelin  km.  Nuo  1908  m.  su 
tevais  gyveno  JAV.  1914  m.  gr[zo  [  Lietuv^.  1921  -  1929  m.  baige  Birzn  gimnazij^.  1929  - 
1934  m.  Vytauto  Didziojo  universitete  Humanitarinin  mokslij  fakultete  studijavo  lietuviij. 
kalb^  ir  literature.  1 944  m.  pasitrauke  [  Vakarus.  Ravenbsurge  dalyvavo  iseivijos  lietuvin 
kulturiniame  gyvenime.  1947  m.  redagavo  lietuvin  rasytojij  metrasti  „Tremties  metai".  1949 
m.  atvyko  [  JAV.  Gyvendamas  Bostone,  dirbo  „Lietuviii  enciklopedijos"  Visuotines 
literaturos  skyriaus  redaktorium,  1949  -  1950  m.  redagavo  vaiku  laikrast[  „Eglute". Gyveno 
Los  Andzelo  mieste.  Mire  2002  m.  liepos  11  dien^  palaidotas  Petrasiunn  kapinese. 
Pirmajame  poezijos  rinkinyje  atsispindi  esminis  visos  kurybos  bruozas  -  religine 
problematika,  katastrofmiai  motyvai.  Velesniuose  rinkiniuose  ryski  poeto  pranaso  pozicija. 
Iseivijoje  isleistuose  rinkiniuose  svarbiausia  tema  islieka  pavergtos  tautos  likimas. 
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JOURNEY  INTO  NIGHT 
(1932) 

My  sister  told  me,  "You  are  not  my  brother." 

My  brother  told  me,  "You  are  not  my  brother." 

Where  can  I  find  a  sister  -  where,  a  brother. 

Who  am,  to  sister  and  to  brother,  alien? 

High  up  the  Alps,  deep-chasmed  in  the  snows, 

St.Bernard's  chapel  hunches,  hoar  with  years. 

A  cold  and  lonely  toller  nods  beside  the  bell 

And,  sleeping,  dreams  and  angel,  lowering,  awoke  him. 
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KELIONE  I  NAKTl 
(1932) 

Sesuo  man  tare:  -  tu  ne  mano  brolis. 

Ir  brolis  tare:  -  tu  ne  mano  brolis  -  -  - 

0  kur  as  miel^  seseri,  o  kur  as  miel^  broli 

rasiu  ir  seseriai  ir  broliui  tolimas? 

Yra  ten  Alpese  giliai  po  sniegu 

sena  ir  uzpustyta  san-bernardinii  koplytele, 

pas  varp^  vienisas  ir  saltas  varpininkas  miega, 

miega  sapnuodamas,  kad  angelas  atejo  ir  pakele. 


He  walks  now,  searching  for  me  -  downhill:  through  night 

And  day,  through  wind  and  snowdrift,  thaws  and  freezing. 

He  seems  to  brush  my  brow  -  his  good  soft  hand  upon  me; 

He  seems  to  touch  my  face  -  my  heart  he  quickens. 

Here  below,  my  heart  will  sleep.  Above,  awaken.  Its  sun 

obscured. 

Its  beating  stilled,  this  heart  had  verged  on  death. 

Through  fog  -  a  tale:  all,  all  is  a  trek  through  fog.  And  life 

itself 

Ascends  through  fog  -  a  journey  into  night. 

Translated  by:  Demie  Jonaitis 


Ir  eina  jis  man^s  ieskodamas  pakalnen 

per  nakti  ir  perdien,  per  vej^,  per  pusnis,  per  atlydzius  ir 

saiti,  - 

rodos,  jau  kakt^paliete,  uzdejo  rank^ger^,  svelni^, 

rodos,  jau  veid^ paliete,  rodos,  jau  sirdi  paliete  ... 

Cia  ji  uzmigs.  Ten  ji  nubus,  cia  sirdziai  saules  truko, 

0  taip,  0  taip  -  sirdis  pradejo  nebeplakti... 

Per  ruk^pasaka,  viskas,  viskas  per  ruk^, 

per  ruk^  ir  gyvenimas  -  kelione  [  nakt[. 


[Index]  rLithuanian  Poetsi 


ij        J     ELBA  -  Erectronic  Book  for  Adurts  437 

[Index] 

Degutyte  Janina  (1928  - 1990) 


Born  in  Kaunas,  she  graduated  from  the  department  of  history  and  philology  at  Vilnius 
University  in  1955.  From  1958  to  1961  she  worked  as  an  editor  for  the  Vaga  Publishers  in 
Vilnius.  Her  books  of  verse  are  marked  by  a  romantic  view  of  the  world,  improvisation  in 
verse  structure  and  emotional  exclamatory  phrases.  She  is  also  known  as  an  author  of  several 
books  of  verse  for  children. 
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Janina  Degutyte  -  lietuviij  lyrikos  romantike  -  Salomejos  Neries  melodingojo  lyrizmo 
tradicijos  t^seja  ir  modifikuotoja,  gamtos  lyrikos,  gamtines  miniatiuros  kureja.  J.  Degutyte 
gime  1928  m.  Kaune.  Vilniaus  universitete  studijavo  literature  (baige  1955  m.).  1958-1961  m. 
dirbo  grozines  literaturos  leidykloje  redaktore.  J.  Degutyte  buvo  romantinio  pasaulevaizdzio  ir 
romantinio  stiliaus  poete.  Poezijos  kurinys  jai  buvo  monologinis  kalbejimas  didziausio 
susijaudinimo  bukleje.  Veliau  poezija  prisipilde  gamtos  vaizdn  ir  muzikos.  Gamta  tapo 
pagrindiniu  poetes  motyvu.  Poete  isleido  daugyb?  eilerascin  rinkiniij,  knygn  vaikams,  isverte 
A.  Barto,  V.  Briusovo,  E.  Verhaereno,  R.  Rilkes  kurinin,  parase  pjesiij  leliii  teatrui.  Poete 
mire  1990  m.  vasario  8  d. 
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*** 

Bygones  cannot  by  bygones. 

Only  streets  and  squares 
have  forgotten  the  smell  of  fire. 

Only  fields 

have  forgotten  the  taste  of  blood. 

Iron  forsaken  still  bleeds  with  rust. 

Bygones  cannot  be  bygones. 

Time's  not  a  beast,  it  cannot 

lick  its  wounds 

with  a  rough  moistened  tongue. 

We  bear  its  wounds  within. 

Hidden  by  commonplace  words, 

a  reticent  pause,  half-smile,  half-prayer... 

Hidden  in  a  yellowing  letter 

or  a  visionary  tombstone... 

The  wounds  we  hide  with  a  baby's  palm, 

with  our  daily,  unyielding  routine, 

with  Chopin  or  Bach... 

We  wish  they  were  soothed  by  a  kiss... 

They  don't  heal,  though.  They  bleed 

at  the  touch  of  a  thoughtless  hand... 

And  in  peace  now  and  then 

they  bloom  out  into  glimmering  roses 

or  poems... 

Translated  by:  Lionginas  Pazusis 


*** 


Niekas  nepraeina. 
Tai  tik  gatves  ir  aikstes 
pamirso  gaisro  kvap^. 

Tai  tik  laukai 

pamirso  kraujo  skoni. 

Pamesta  gelezis  kraujuoja  rudim. 

Niekas  nepraeina. 

Laikas  -  ne  zveris  ,  kuris 

dregnu  siurksciu  liezuviu 

uzlaizo  savo  zaizdas. 

Mes  jo  zaizdas  nesame  savyje. 

Pasleptas  po  kasdieniniais  zodziais, 

tylejimu,  pusiau  sypsniu,  pusiau  malda... 

Pasleptas  senam  pageltusiam  laiske, 

[sivaizduojamo  (nerasto)  kapo  akmeny... 

Mes  pridengiam  jas  vaikiskais  delnukais, 

grieztu  pareigntvarkarasciu, 

Sopenu  ar  Bachu... 

Noretume,  kad  jas  nuimtn  pabuciavimu... 

Bet  jos  gyvos  -  neatsargiai 

palietus,  vel  plustakrauju... 

0  paskui  -  ramybej  - 

is  JL[  issiskleidzia  degancios  rozes 

ar  poemos... 


I 
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Kirsa  Faustas  (1891  -  1964} 


Faustas  Kirsa  was  born  in  1891  in  the  village  called  Senadvaris  (Zarasai  district), 
where  he  finished  his  secondary  education.  By  1918,  the  year  Lithuania  proclaimed  itself  an 
independent  republic,  he  had  published  his  first  book  of  poems.  After  a  second  book  of  poems 
and  some  spirited  contributions  as  writer  and  organizer  to  revive  the  theatre  and  art  scenes,  he 
received  a  grant  to  resume  formal  studies  at  the  University  of  Berlin.  At  the  close  of  World 
War  II,  he  was  obliged  to  move  into  Germany  and  spent  the  first  postwar  years  in  a  refugee 
camp  at  Ltibeck,  where  he  was  active  in  revitalizing  emigre  cultural  life,  work  he  managed  to 
continue  after  relocating  to  the  United  States.  He  died  in  Boston.  Kirsa  started  with  the  first 
and  still  ranks  among  the  best  of  the  post-Symbolists  who  came  into  their  own  in  that  sweet 
but  unsettling  twenty-year  interim  of  newfound  independence.  His  poetry  was  sporadically 
arrived  at,  or  so  he  claimed,  yet  it  was  vigorous  and  expert  beyond  the  range  of  his  intensely 
unique  lyric  meditations  also  to  include  didactic  and  satiric  verse  of  verve  and  polish. 
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Faustas  Kirsa  gime  1891  metais  Senadvaryje  (Zarasn  rajone).  Poetas  mokesi  Kauno  ir 
Maskvos  gimnazijose,  Vilniuje  baige  pedagoginius  kursus,  o  veliau  klause  paskaitij  Berlyno 
universitete.  Bendradarbiavo  [steigiant  satyrin[  teatr^  kure  tekstus  jo  spektakliams.  1944  m. 
pasitrauke  [  Vokietij^  gyveno  Liubeko  mieste  ir  aktyviai  dalyvavo  emigrant^  kulturiniame 
gyvenime.  1949  m.  poetas  Faustas  Kirsa  emigravo  [  JAV,  Bostono  miete  ir  mire.  Pirm^[  savo 
kurybos  rinkin[  poetas  isleido  1918  m.  Siame  rinkinyje  isryskejo  svarbiausi  Kirsos  poezijos 
bruozai  -  abstraktumas  ir  neapibreztumas.  Poezija  kurejui  yra  tarsi  galimybe  kalbeti  apie 
amzin^sias  tiesas;  eilerastis  daznai  tampa  tiesiog  idejos  deklaracija.  Velesniuose  rinkiniuose 
eilerastis  labiau  meditacinis  ir  retoriskas.  Emigracijos  laikotarpiu  rasytuose  eilerasciuose 
pasirodo  lyrine  intonacija. 
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SPECK  OF  MIST 

Such  a  yearning  comes  at  sunset, 

Earth's  weight  you  more  clearly  sense: 

Like  the  sullen  mist,  you  shudder. 

Bear  and  suffer  pangs  intense... 

There  are  new  bright  spots,  new  glances. 

New  flames  in  the  ashes  grey... 

You  too,  go  as  humbly  crawling 

As  the  mist,  through  hill  and  vale! 

If  -  though  but  a  speck  -  you  glisten. 

Singing  shall  your  sorrows  drown... 

You  shall  read  the  palm  the  mist  is 

Lifting  and  its  witchcraft  crown! 

Translated  by:  Peter  Tempest 
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RUKO  DULKE 

Saulei  leidziantis  taip  ilgu, 

Sunki^zem?  taipjauti: 

Niuria  ukana  suvirpi 

Ir  virpedamas  kenti... 

Naujos  demes,  nauji  zvilgsniai, 

Naujos  ugnys  pelenuos... 

Slink  irtu,  kaip  ruko  duike, 

Menkas  kloniuos  ir  kalnuos. 

Kas  pajegs  ir  duIke  sviesti, 
Tas  ilgedamos  dainuos!.. 

Okanniskeltam  delne 
Burtusspes  ir  vainikuos!.. 
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Kudirka  Vincas  (1858  -  1899) 


n 

^^H^^^ 


Vincas  Kudirka  was  a  Lithuanian  poet  and  doctor,  and  the  author  of  the  Lithuanian 
national  anthem.  He  is  now  regarded  in  Lithuania  as  a  national  hero.  He  began  by  studying 
history  and  philosophy  in  Warsaw  in  1881;  he  changed  to  medicine  the  following  year. 
During  his  studies,  he  was  arrested  as  a  subversive  for  having  a  copy  of  Das  Kapital,  was 
expelled  from  university,  and  later  reintegrated.  He  graduated  in  1889,  and  worked  later  as  a 
doctor.  Kudirka  begun  writing  poetry  in  1888.  Simultaneously  he  became  more  active  in  the 
Lithuanian  nationalist  movement.  Together  with  other  Lithuanian  student  at  Warsaw,  he 
founded  the  secret  society  Lietuva  ("Lithuania").  The  following  year  the  society  began 
publishing  the  clandestine  newspaper  Varpas  ("Bell"),  which  Kudirka  directed  and  wrote  in 
for  the  next  10  years.  Kudirka  gave  a  great  impulse  to  Lithuanian  culture,  and  published  a 
collection  of  Lithuanian  popular  songs.  He  was  also  a  famous  satirical  writer. 
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V.  Kudirka  gime  Vilkaviskio  apskrityje,  Paezerin  kaime,  pasiturincio  ukininko 
seimoje.  1871  m.  baig^s  pradzios  mokykl^  [stojo  [  Marijampoles  gimnazij^.  Tevo  verciamas 
V.  Kudirka  [stojo  [  Seinn  kunign  seminarij^.  Cia  jis  mokesi  du  metus  ir  buvo  pasalintas  del 
„pasaukimo  stokos".  1889  m  baige  Varsuvos  universiteto  Medicinos  fakultet^.  1888  m.  jis 
[kure  Varsuvos  lietuvin  student^  nelegali^draugij^  "Lietuva".  Draugija  1889  m.  pradejo  leisti 
"Varp^",  kur[  V.  Kudirka  kelerius  metus  redagavo.1890  -  1894  m.  V.  Kudirka  dirbo  gydytoju 
Sakiuose.  Tuo  metu  jis  jau  sirgo  tada  dar  nepagydoma  liga  -  dziova.  V.  Kudirka  mire  1899  m. 
lapkricio  6  d.  Naumiestyje  (nuo  1934  m.  -  Kudirkos  Naumiestis),  kur  ir  palaidotas.  Kudirkos 
kova  su  carizmu  uz  Lietuv^  buvo  optimistine  tragedija:  jegos  nelygios,  dirbo  beveik  vienas, 
bendradarbiii  ir  skaitytojij  turejo  mazai,  taciau  net  savo  priesus  priverte  ji  gerbti,  nes  kultur^ 
laisv^minti  gyne  kulturingai. 
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THE  NATIONAL  SONG 
(1898) 

Lithuania,  our  dear  homeland, 

Land  of  worthy  heroes, 

IVIay  your  sons  draw  strength  and  vigour 

From  your  past  experience. 

IVIay  your  children  always  proudly 

Choose  the  paths  of  virtue. 

May  your  good  and  gains  of  people 

Be  the  goals  they  work  for. 

May  the  sun  over  this  land 

Scatter  all  the  gloom  and  dark. 

Truth  and  light,  shining  bright. 

Guide  our  steps  forever. 

May  our  love  for  our  native  land 

Keep  on  burning  in  our  hearts. 

For  the  sake  of  this  land 

We  shall  stand  together. 


TAUTISKAGIESME 
(1898) 

Lietuva,  Tevyne  musii, 
Tu  didvyrinzeme. 

Is  praeities  Tavo  sunus 
Te  stipryb?  semia. 

Tegul  Tavo  vaikai  eina 

Vien  takais  dorybes, 

Tegul  dirba  Tavo  naudai 

Irzmoningerybei. 

Tegul  saule  Lietuvoj 
Tamsumas  prasalina, 

Ir  sviesa,  ir  tiesa 
Muszingsniustelydi. 

Tegul  meile  Lietuvos 

DegamusLisirdyse, 

Vardan  tos  Lietuvos 

Vienybe  tezydi! 
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Macernis  Vytautas  (1920  -  1944) 


Vytautas  Macernis  was  born  in  the  village  of  Sarnele  near  the  city  of  Plunge  in 
northwestern  Lithuania.  He  studied  philosophy  and  English  literature  at  the  Kaunas  and 
Vilnius  universities.  After  the  close  of  the  universities  in  1943,  he  lived  in  a  small  town  in  the 
countryside  until  he  died  in  1944.  Macernis  wrote  several  cycles  of  poetry,  none  of  which  was 
published  during  his  lifetime.  In  his  poems  themes  of  alarm  and  grief,  and  of  pining  for  stable 
human  values,  prompted  by  the  approaching  and,  later,  raging  battles  of  World  War  II,  are 
combined  with  a  poetic  view  of  his  homeland,  severity  of  classical  form  and  a  profound 
lyricism. 
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Gyvendamas  gimtajame  Zemaitijos  kaime  Vytautas  Macernis  uzaugo  ir  sukure 
daugum^  savo  eilerascin.  Mokydamasis  gimnazijoje  pradejo  rasyti  pirmuosius  eilerascius. 
Gimnazijoje  jis  vis  toks  pats  susikaup^s,  [  kazk^  [sigilin^s,  minties  ir  proto  zmogus.  1939  m. 
pradejo  studijuoti  anglij  kalb^  (mokejo  7  kalbas)Vytauto  Didziojo  universitete.  fsijunge  [ 
jaunn  literatii  veikl^  svajojo  apie  sav^[  zurnal^.  1940  m.  persikele  [  Vilniaus  universitet^  po 
dviejn  semestrij  pagrindine  savo  specialybe  pasirinko  filosofij^.  1943  m.  del  karo  uzdarius 
universitet^  V.  Macernis  gr[zo  tevisken.  1944  m.  spalio  7  d.  atsitiktine  sviedinio  skeveldra 
ateme  jauno  ir  talentingo  poeto  gyvyb?.  Jis  palaidotas  teviskes  kalnelyje,  kur[  buvo  labai 
pameg^s,  tarp  aukstn  pusi^,  egliii  ir  ^zuolij^. 
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VISIONS 

INTRODUCTION 

(1939) 

An  angry  evening  has  come  to  the  earth, 

So  very  alien  and  restless. 

Only  the  wanderer  wind  tosses  about  outside  the  window 

And  like  a  traveler  knocks  at  the  door. 

But  I  shall  never  let  him  in  - 

I  will  shut  the  door  even  more  securely, 

I,  full  of  unrest,  longing  for  something. 

Drowned  in  the  gravity  of  the  evening,  think: 

Of  this  earth  and  plowed-up  hills. 

Those  cabins  built  of  thick  timbers. 

And  men,  passing  from  generation  into  generation. 

Those  men,  young  and  full  of  promise. 

I  see  the  golden  harvest  of  their  summers. 

The  ripe  nights  of  the  month  of  May, 

The  fields  after  harvest,  the  seed,  free-falling. 

And  the  agony  of  creative  men. 

It  is  they  who  flutter  in  the  shadows  of  this  evening. 

Becoming  clear  through  gestures  and  power. 

And  slowly  they  are  born  again. 

Born  again  through  me. 

Translated  by:  Leta  Januseviciute-Kelertiene 


VIZIJOS 

IZANGA 

(1939) 

[  zem?  piktas  vakaras  atejo, 

Toks  baisiai  svetimas  ir  neramus, 

0  ten  uz  lango  blaskosi  klajoklis  vejas 

Ir  lyg  keleivis  beldzias  [duris. 

Bet  as  vidun  jo  niekad  nepeisiu, 

Duris  uzversiu  dar  tampriau  - 

As  pilnas  nerimo,  kazko  pasiilg^s  baisiai, 

Paskend^s  vakaro  rimty,  m^stau 

Apie  si^zem^  ir  kalvas  suartas, 

Ir  is  storn  sienojn  pastatytus  siuos  namus, 

Ir  zmones  einant  is  kartos  [  kart^- 

Tuos  zmones  jaunus,  pranasius. 

Menu  jn  vasaros  auksini  derliii, 

Geguzes  menesio  naktis  brandzias, 

Laukus,  priejus  pjuciai,  grud^berlL[ 

Ir  kuriancin  zmonin  kancias. 

Tai  plazda  jie  sio  vakaro  seseliuos, 

Ryskeja  mostai  ir  galia 

Ir  pamazu  atgimsta  velei, 

Atgimsta  velei  per  mane... 
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Mackus  Algimantas  (1932  -  1964) 


Algimantas  Mackus  was  born  in  Pagegiai  in  western  Lithuania,  and  was  forced  to  flee 
Lithuania  along  with  his  parents  during  the  Soviet  occupation  of  Lithuania.  Mackus  had 
worked  as  a  journalists  for  the  emigre  community's  radio  and  edited  a  magazine  associated 
with  this  program.  Mackus  had  published  three  collections  of  poetry;  a  fourth  was  published 
post-humously.  His  poetry  has  been  characterized  by  Lithuanian  emigre  critics  as  being 
complex  and  at  the  same  time  easily  accessible,  yet  however  one  might  try  to  describe 
Mackus'  work,  it  was  clear  that  he  had  been  able  to  break  with  traditional  Lithuanian  literary 
bonds  and  create  a  new  style  that  combined  elements  of  the  past  with  ideas  absorbed  while 
living  abroad.  However,  it  is  the  tragic  nature  of  Mackus'  life  -  exiled  at  an  early  age,  forced 
to  live  abroad  in  countries  where  he  found  no  place  for  himself,  while  at  the  same  time  being 
too  young  to  clearly  remember  the  homeland,  and  an  early  tragic  death  -  which  has  turned 
him  into  a  symbol  of  a  lost  generation  for  many  Lithuanians  at  home  and  abroad.  Mackus 
died  tragically  at  the  age  of  32  in  a  car  accident  in  Chicago. 
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Poetas  Algimantas  Mackus  gime  Pagegiuose,  VakarnLietuvoje.  Prasidejus  Sovietiniai 
okupacijai  poetas  su  tevais  pasitrauke  [  Vakari^  Europe  nuo  1949  m.  gyveno  JAV.  Studijavo 
Ruzvelto  universitete.  Dirbo  Mackus  lietuviskoje  radijo  stotyje  „Margutis"  ir  buvo  to  paties 
pavadinimo  laikrascio  redaktorius.  Zuvo  poetas  autokatastrofoje,  budamas  32  meti^  amziaus.  A. 
Mackus  buvo  ryskiausias  bezemii^  kartos  atstovas.  Pirmqjame  tradicines  lyrikos  kupiname  rinkinyje 
issakomi  tevynes  ilgesio,  tremties  ir  skausmo  motyvai.  Antrajame  rinkinyje  tremtis  traktuojama  kaip 
issukis  Dievo  ir  tiesos  supratimui.  Poetas  tiesogiai  neissizada  Dievo,  taciau  kalba  apie  nesusitikim^  su 
juo,  apie  situacij^  kai  Dievas  nebedalyvauja  zmogaus  gyvenime.  Tokiu  poziuriu  poetas  isreiskia 
negalejim^  pateisinti  beprasmes  zmogaus  mirties.  Mackui  budinga  neornamentuotos  kalbos  stiHstika 
padare  stipri^  [tak^  Lietuvos  poezijai. 
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IN  TRIUMPH 


And  death  won't  be  won  over. 

Dead  men  don't  turn  back 

once  their  elbows  prop  rubble, 

with  the  north  moon's  north  eye 

to  shine  on  the  body  that  was. 

Bones  may  be  gathered,  but  not  put  together 

like  a  word,  letter  by  letter. 

The  soul  left  behind,  but  no  soul  left. 

And  death  won't  be  won  over. 

And  death  won't  be  won  over. 
Women  cry  out  for  sex  as  for  rain, 

in  earth  turned  arid  and  flat. 

Bones  glaring  white  dry  out,  down 

to  the  size  of  scant  summer  dust. 

Dust  may  be  gathered,  not  enough  to  cover 

the  waist  of  a  body  crushed. 

The  body  left  over,  and  none  of  it  left. 

And  death  won't  be  won  over. 

And  death  won't  be  won  over. 

Nor  are  the  men  ever  to  come  home. 

Though  clocks  keep  the  beat  of  a  pulse 

beyond  time,  there  shall  be  beds 

set  up  for  the  night  in  empty  rooms. 

With  none  to  return,  and  all  gone, 

the  doors  shut  blind. 

Time  left  behind,  and  no  time  left. 

And  death  won't  be  won  over. 

Translated  by:  Vyt  Bakaitis 
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TRIUMFALISKOJI 


Ir  mirtis  nebus  nugaleta, 

Vyrai  numir?  neatsigris, 

alkunem  graiucius  parem?. 

Siaures  menulio  siaures  akis 

spindes  virs  buvusio  kuno. 

Kaulus  surinks,  bet  jn  nesudes 

kaip  zodzio  -  raides  prie  raides. 


Siela  paliks,  bet  sielos  neliks. 

Ir  mirtis  nebus  nugaleta. 

Ir  mirtis  nebus  nugaleta. 

Moterys  sauks  lyties  kaip  lietaus 

lygioj  isdziuvusioj  zemej. 

Kaulai  baiti  sausroj  sutrupes 

[smulki^vasarosdulk?. 

Dulkes  surinks,  bet  jos  neuzdengs 

sutraiskyto  kuno  liemens. 

Kunas  paliks,  bet  kuno  neliks. 

Ir  mirtis  nebus  nugaleta. 

Ir  mirtis  nebus  nugaleta. 

Vyrai  daugiau  negris  [  namus. 

Uz  laiko  laikrodziam  plakant 

pulso  ritmu,  tusciuos  kambariuos 

bus  nakciai  klojamos  lovos. 
Niekas  negris,  bet  viska  isnyks, 

Duris  akiinai  uzdarys. 

Laikas  paliks,  vet  laiko  neliks. 

Ir  mirtis  nebus  nugaleta. 
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Maironis  (1862  -  1932) 


Born  in  a  peasant  family  on  the  Pasandravis  estate  (his  real  name  was  Jonas  Maciulis), 
Maironis  went  to  secondary  school  in  Kaunas,  studied  literature  for  a  time  at  Kiev  University, 
graduated  from  the  Kaunas  Seminary  in  1988  and  from  the  St.  Petersburg  Catholic 
Theological  Academy  in  1892.  He  was  a  professor  at  the  Academy,  rector  of  the  Kaunas 
seminary  and  lectured  on  literature  at  Kaunas  University.  His  first  poem  was  published  in 
1885.  Maironis'  poetry  set  the  basic  standards  for  modern  Lithuanian  poetry. 
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Gime  1862  m.  lapkricio  2  d.  Pasandravio  dvare,  Siluvos  valsciuje,  netoli  nuo 
Tytuvenij.  (Raseiniij  raj.)  laisvij  valstiecin  seimoje,  mire  1932  m.  birzelio  28  d.  Kaune.1883- 
1884  m.  studijavo  literature  Kijevo  universiteto  istorijos  ir  filologijos  fakultete.  1892  m.  baige 
Peterburgo  dvasin?  akademij^.  Deste  Kauno  kunigij  seminarijoje,  buvo  jos  rektorius, 
Peterburgo  dvasines  akademijos  profesorius;  nuo  1903  m.  -  teologijos  daktaras.Pirmuosius 
eilerascius  jaunasis  poetas  rase  lenkij  kalba.  Veliuos  siuos  savo  bandymus  jis  sunaikino. 
Reiksmingiausia  Maironio  kurybos  dalis  -  lyrika.  Nemazai  eilerascin  virto  liaudies  dainomis, 
kurioms  muzik^parase  JNaujalis,  C.  Sasnauskas. 
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TRAKAI CASTLE 
(1895) 

With  lichen  and  mould  overgrown  all  around 

A  time-honoured  castle  there  looms! 

Its  true  high-born  rulers  now  sleep  below  ground, 

Yet  Trakai  outlasted  their  tombs. 

While  centuries  run,  its  grim  ruins  grow  older. 

Deserted  and  lonely,  they  gradually  moulder. 

When  over  the  castle  the  wind  bursts  to  moan 

The  lake  lying  round  climbs  its  walls: 
A  wave  rides  a  wave,  and  a  mouldering  stone 

Works  loose  and  submissively  falls. 

The  towers  keep  crumbling  and  day  after  day 

So  many  a  heart  fill  with  gloom  and  dismay. 

Old  castle!  Long  centuries  echoed  your  name! 

Great  men  rose  to  glory  with  you! 

You  saw  the  Great  Vytautas'  power  and  fame. 

His  regiments  on  a  review. 

Where  is  now  your  might  that  was  dazzling  with  glory? 

Where  is  your  antiquity  lauded  in  story? 

You  walls,  dark  and  ruinous,  covered  with  grime. 

Defenceless,  unpeopled  and  dumb! 

I  tenderly  fancy  your  most  precious  time 

You've  had  in  the  centuries'  run! 

Invaluable  time!  Shall  we  see  your  revival? 

Or  shall  you  like  youth  just  in  dreams  find  survival? 

Each  time  when  through  Trakai  I  happen  to  go 

With  pain  my  heart  bitterly  cries. 

A  sorrowful  tear  down  my  cheek  starts  to  flow 

And  suddenly  clouds  my  blue  eyes. 


TRAKll  PILIS 
(1895) 

Pelesiais  ir  kerpe  apaugus  aukstai 

Trak^stai  garbinga  pilis! 

Jos  aukstus  valdovus  uzmigde  kapai, 

Oji  tebestovi  darvis. 
Bet  amziai  bega,  ir  griuvancios  sienos 
Kas  dien^  nyksta  apleistos  ir  vienos!.. 

Kai  vejas  pakyla  ir  drumzdzias  vanduo, 

Ir  ezeras  verzias  platyn,  - 

Banga  gena  bang^,  ir  boksto  akmuo 

Paplautas  nuvirsta  zemyn. 

Taip  griuva  sienos,  liudnesnes  kas  dien^, 

Graudindamos  jautri^  sirdi  ne  vien^. 

Pilis!  Tu  tiek  amziL[  praleidai  garsiai! 

Irtiekmumsdavei  milzinii! 

Tu  Vytauto  didzio  galyb?  matei, 

Kad  jojo  tarp  savo  pulkii! 

Kur  tavo  galia  garsi  palikimais? 

Kur  ta  senove,  brangi  atminimais? 

Nutilusios  sienos,  apleistos  visLi, 

Be  sargo,  ginklti,  be  zmogaus! 

Kiek  primenat  jus  man  brangiausin  laiku 

Ant  vieskelin  amziii  plataus! 

Laikai  brangiausi!  Ar  mums  dar  sugriste? 

Ar  vien  minesme  kaip  savo  jaunyst?? 

Kada  tik  keliu  vaziavau  pro  Trakus, 

Man  verke  is  skausmo  sirdis; 

Gaili  asarele  beplove  skruostus 

Ir  melynas  temde  akis! 
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In  vain  my  poor  heart  tries  to  seel<  consolation, 
All  round  I  see  darkness  and  bleak  desolation. 

Translated  by  Lionginas  Pazusis 


Ir  veltui  dvasi^raminti  norejau, 
Aplinkui  vien  tamsi^  nakti  regejau. 
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I'LL  VANISH  LIKE  SMOKE 
(1895) 

I'll  vanish  like  smoke  drifting  up  in  the  air, 

And  no  one  will  miss  me  at  all! 

Like  thousands  who  lived  once  and  sank  in  despair, 

Whose  names  now  can  no  one  recall! 

Like  waves  of  the  seas  or  a  man's  restless  thought 

This  world's  deeds  are  changing  with  time! 

Where's  Sardis?  Or  Athens?  The  Romans  who  sought 

To  reach  in  their  works  the  sublime? 

Then  what  is  my  misery  or  inspiration? 

Those  flashes  revealing  my  soul? 

A  stir  of  my  blood  or  my  heart's  trepidation  - 

The  grave  soon  will  swallow  it  all! 

My  songs  soon  will  die!  Yet  a  fond  aspiration 

Will  make  other  poets  fly  high! 
The  same  distant  star  will  arouse  admiration. 

They'll  suffer  bedazzled  like  I! 

And  what  is  the  glory  in  song  so  exalted? 

A  shadow  that's  tuning  along! 

When  man  is  no  more,  all  the  dreams  he  has  haunted 

Will  fade  soon  like  thick  crimson  dawn 

Translated  by  Lionginas  Pazusis 


ISNYKSIU  KAIP  DUMAS 
(1895) 

Isnyksiu  kaip  dumas,  neblaskomas  vejo, 

Ir  niekas  man^s  nemines! 

Tiek  tukstanciL[  amziais  gyveno,  kentejo, 

0  kas  JLi  bent  vard^  atspes? 

Kaip  bangos  ant  marin,  kaip  mintys  zmogaus, 

Taip  mainos  pasaulio  darbai! 

Kur  Sardes?  Atenai?  Ar  Rymo  garsaus 

Kurvyrai  arjuveikalai? 

0  kas  mano  kancios?  Ar  tas  [kvepimas? 

Tie  dvasios  sumirg?  zaibai!.. 

Tik  kraujas  sujud^s,  sirdies  tik  plakimas, 

Kuriems  nebuzilgo  -  kapai! 

Uzmirs  mano  giesmes!  Poetai  kiti 

leskos  [kvepimo  brangaus; 

Ir  jiems  ta  zvaigzde  svies  is  tolo  skaisti. 

Bet  vel  kaip  mane  ji  apgaus! 

Ir  kas  ta  garbe,  giesmemis  apdainuota? 

Seselis,  kurs  bega  greta! 

Isnyko  zmogus:  ir  svajota-sapnuota 

Isblysko  kaip  ryto  ausra! 
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Marcinkevicius  Justinas  (bornl930) 


Justinas  Marcinkevicius  is  an  intellectual  Lithuanian  poet  and  playwright.  He  was 
born  into  a  peasant  family  in  March  10,  1930  in  Vazatkiemis,  Prienai  district.  In  1954  he 
graduated  from  Vilnius  University  History  and  Philology  Department  with  degree  in 
Lithuanian  language  and  Litarature.  During  the  times  of  Soviet  totalitarianism  he  was  one  of 
the  authors  who  defended  the  cultural  self-awareness  of  his  nation.  Justinas  Marcinkevicius 
wrote  and  keeps  writing  his  poems  in  romantic  and  modern  style.  In  his  poems  he  brought 
back  humanistic  ideas,  also  he  valued  the  esthetic  side  of  literature  and  continued  on  the 
romantic  and  lyric  poetry  tradition.  He  is  also  known  as  a  poetry  translator. 
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Poetas,  dramaturgas,  prozininkas  Justinas  Marcinkevicius  gime  1930m.  kovo  10 
dien^  Vazatkiemyje,  Prienn  rajone.  1954  m.  baige  lituanistikos  studijas  Vilniaus  universitete. 
Pagrindine  poeto  kurybos  tema  -  Lietuva,  jos  istorija  ir  dabartis,  gamta  ir  kultura,  zmogus 
tevyneje  ir  pasaulyje,  jo  egzistencine  problematika:  laime,  pareiga,  kancia,  baime,  istikimybe, 
dora,  gerumas.  Poeto  kuryba  du  kartus  apdovanota  Lietuvos  valstybine  premija,  visuomenine 
veikla  -  Lietuvos  Santarves  premija  (1994). 

Justino  Marcinkeviciaus  kuryba  atskiromis  knygomis  isleista  vokiecin,  rusn,  angli^, 
bulgarij,  vengrij,  norvegij,  estij,  rumunij,  serbij,  latviij,  slovakij,  armenij,  cekij,  uzbekij, 
gruzinn,  moldavij,  kirgizi^,  ukrainiecin  ir  kitomis  kalbomis.  Eilerascin  ciklai  skelbti  italic, 
prancuzn,  ispani^,  suomii^  ir  kitomis  kalbomis  [vairiuose  almanachuose,  zurnaluose. 
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LOVE  IS  LIKE  THIS 
(1975) 

In  the  bright  glow  of  evening  skies 
How  divine  is  your  aspect,  my  homeland! 

So  come  kneel  and  be  silent  awhile  - 

let  this  space  now  fill  up  with  your  presence, 

because  love  is  like  this.  Through  the  heart 

your  own  blood  rushes  calling: 

my  homeland, 

our  cradle  of  fortunes,  your  aim 

I've  been  seeking  in  vain 

for  a  lark's  nest  you  are 

in  the  boundless  expanse  of  the  fields! 

My  heart  melts  when  I  look 

at  the  blossoming  apple-tree 

a  child  fast  asleep 

and  your  eyes  often  gleaming  in  mist. 

Yet  I'm  seeking  a  flower 

to  remind  me  of  you, 

bearing  scents  of  my  childhood 

and  that  balmy  evening  - 

so  drowsy  and  warm. 

What  a  treasure  it  is  to  have  you 

ever  bending  your  gaze  over  me. 

I  have  faith,  hence  my  words  - 

oh,  my  words!  -  they  are  bandages 

Always  stuck  fast  to  your  wounds. 

Translated  by:  Lionginas  Pazusis 


TOKIAYRAMEILE 
(1975) 

Vakarinio  dangaus  sviesoje 
koks  grazus  tavo  veidas,  gimtine! 

Atsiklaupk  ir  tyiek  -  tegul 

si  erdve  prisipildo  tav^s, 

nes  tokia  yra  meile.  Per  sirdi 

eina  saukdamas  kraujas: 

gimtine, 

likimii  lopsy,  tavo  tikslo 
ieskojau  nerasdamas  - 

vieversio  lizdas  - 

arimiiplatybese-tu! 

Taip  gera  ziureti 

[zydinci^  obeli, 

miegantivaik^ 

iritavoakis  ukanotas. 

Bet  ieskau  geles, 

kuri  primintL[tave, 

kurioje  vis^  laik^  kvepetn 

vaikyste  ir  vakaras  - 

siltas,  mieguistas. 

Stai:  laime  tureti  tave, 
visados  virs  man^s  pasilenkusi^. 

Is  cia  mano  zodziai  - 

0,  mano  zodziai!  Kaip  tvarsciai, 

prilip?  prie  tavo  zaizdLi. 
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Martinaitis  Marcelijus  (born  1936) 


Born  in  the  village  of  Paserbentis  near  the  city  of  Raseiniai,  Marcelijus  Martinaitis 
studied  at  the  Kaunas  Polytechnic  Institute.  Also  he  studied  history  and  philology  at  the 
University  of  Vilnius.  During  the  period  of  national  rebirth  in  Lithuania  he  was  an  important 
member  of  "Sajudis",  political  organization.  Martinaitis  has  published  ten  collections  of 
poetry  and  two  collections  of  essays.  A  modern  outlook  on  folklore,  paradox  and  the 
grotesque  is  typical  of  Martinaitis's  poetry.  In  his  poetry  Martinaitis  draws  extensively  on  the 
ethnographic  wealth  of  the  spiritual  experience  of  the  country  folk.  His  most  popular 
collection  The  Ballads  ofKukutisis  a  black  comedy  that  attempts  to  describe  the  internal  and 
external  conflict  between  the  mindset  and  outward  reactions  of  an  ancient  pagan  farmer 
suddenly  having  found  himself  within  the  de-humanizing  bureaucratic  structures  of  post-war 
Soviet  occupation. 
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M.  Martinaitis,  poetas,  eseistas,  vertejas  gime  1936  m.  Paserbentyje  (Raseinin  r.). 
1964  baige  Vilniaus  universitet^  dirbo  laikrasciij  ir  zurnalu  redakcijose,  nuo  1980  desto 
Vilniaus  Universitete.  Buvo  S^udzio  narys.  Nacionalines  premijos  laureatas  (1998).  Poetas 
save  suvokia  kaip  agrarines  kulturos  atstov^  isgyvenusi  tos  kulturos  zlugim^.  M.  Martinaitis 
savo  kuryboje,  pasiremdamas  archetipiniu  m^stymu,  is  buities  detalin  bando  rekonstruoti 
sen^^  baltii  pasaulejaut^  ar  zemdirbiij  civilizacijos  konturus  ir  pagrindinius  jos  zenklus 
(zeme,  namai,  Dievas,  rysys  su  mirusiais),  gamtos  ritmu  pagr[st^  laiko  tekmes  ir  buties  desnin 
suvokim^.  Naivia  s^mone  prisidengus,  intelektualiai  apm^stoma  gyvenimo  verte  ir  prasme, 
kuriama  savita,  liaudisk^a  etika  pagr[sta  vertybin  sistema:  vert?  gauna  naivumas, 
sugebejimas  pagaileti,  asara,  skaudejimas.  Vienas  garsiausin  poeto  kurinin  -  „Kukucio 
balades". 
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LAMENTING  LADYBUG. 
A  SUMMER  DREAM 

In  the  morning, 

as  the  sun  was  rising 

Ladybug  died. 

They  carried  her  held  up  high 
in  a  glass  drop. 

Along  the  way,  reapers 

stood  barefoot,  hats  in  hand. 

They  scythes  flashed. 

In  front  twelve  horsemen  rode. 

Their  horses  walked  with  lowered  heads 

as  if  in  an  etching. 

And  you  couldn't  see  where  the  road  ended. 

Beside  the  hearse 

walked  a  lame  girl  - 

she  was  ladybug's  sister. 

Twelve  wallers, 

those  twelve 

black  veiled  nights 

followed  wailing: 

"Sun,  sun, 

grow  reeds 

to  raise  Ladybug." 

The  sun  sharpened  the  scythes  - 

the  scythes  cut  the  reeds  - 

twelve  horsemen  rode  - 

dew  fell  - 

Translated  by:  Laima  Smoginis 


RAUDA  BORUZEI. 
VASAROS  SAPNAS 

Ryt^, 

patekant  saulei, 

mire  boruze. 

J^veze  iskelt^aukstai 

stikliniam  lase. 

Pakelej  be  kepuriti  stovejo 

basi  sienpjoviai. 

Zybciojo  dalgiai. 

Priekyje  dvylika  raiteliiijojo. 

Kaip  nupiesti  jnzirgai 

ejo  nuleid?  galvas. 

Ir  nesimate,  kur  baigiasi  kelias. 

Salia  katafaiko 

ejo  mergaite  raisa  - 

ji  buvo  boruzes  sesuo. 

RaudotoJLi  dvylika 

tL[  dvylika 

juodai  gobturuotLi  naktu 

paskui  raudodamos  ejo: 

"Saulele,  saulele, 

auginki  smilgel? 

boruzei  pakilt". 

Saul?  ant  dalgiiigalando- 

dalgiais  pakirto  smilgel?  - 

dvylika  raitelinjojo- 

krito  rasa  — 
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Miezelaitis  Eduardas  (1919  - 1997) 


Eduardas  Miezelaitis  was  born  into  a  worker's  family  in  1919  in  the  village  of 
Kareivskiai.  In  1939  -  1941  he  studied  law  at  the  universities  of  Kaunas  and  Vilnius.  During 
the  war,  he  served  as  a  war  correspondent.  His  first  book  of  verse,  called  „Lyrics"  appeared  in 
1943.  He  is  the  one  of  the  most  prolific  of  Lithuanian's  modern  poets.  Since  his  first  books  of 
verse  in  which  he  showed  himself  to  be  an  emotional  lyric  poet,  close  to  the  tradition  of 
Salomeja  Neris,  he  has  produced  more  than  a  score  of  books.  E.  Miezelaitis  died  in  1997  in 
Vilnius. 
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Eduardas  Miezelaitis  gime  darbininkij  seimoje  1919  m.  Kereiviskese.  Nuo  1939  m.  iki 
1941  m.  poetas  studijavo  teis?  Kaune  ir  Vilniuje.  Karo  metu  tarnavo  kaip  karo 
korespondentas.  Pirma  poezijos  knyg^  Eduardas  Miezelaitis  isleido  1943  m.  Jo  lyriska  poezija 
pasizymi  jausmingumu  ir  yra  artima  Salomejos  Neries  eilems.  Mire  poetas  1997  m.  Vilniuje. 
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ASHES 

The  brown  pieces  of  bone  underfoot  here  lying  - 

lil<e  old  splinters  of  bullets  attacked  by  decay  - 

were  once  two  tiny  feet  that  went  leaping  and  flying 

in  the  fields  after  butterflies  flitting  away; 

they  were  two  little  hands  which  were  gently  caressing 

their  mother's  soft  shoulders  and  velvety  breast; 
they  were  two  big  strong  hands  which  were  soothingly 

blessing 

their  small  children  to  wish  them  a  good  night's  rest. 

And  the  colourless  ashes  by  breezes  here  scattered 

were  eyes  that  once  sparkled  or  glared  distrust, 

were  lips  that  once  smiled,  craved  for  kisses  and  chattered, 

and  supressed  bitter  sufferings  too... This  grey  dust 

hides  the  hearts  that  were  grieving,  rejoicing  and  seething, 

and  the  brains  that  were  throbbing  and  burning  with  strife, 

facing  desperate  plight,  they  were  twisting  and  wreathing 

like  the  letters  when  children  first  chalk  the  word  „life..." 

And  the  hair  that  now  lies  in  a  heap  over  there 

once  was  gracefully  curled;  in  a  leisurely  hour 

it  would  often  be  fondled  and  plaited  with  care, 

maybe  somebody  kissed  it  and  set  there  a  flower... 

All  the  tremors  of  hearts,  dreams  of  happy  tomorrow, 

gloomy  eyes,  smiling  lips,  all  good  cheer  and  blame 

have  been  turned  into  ashes. ..These  people  were 

swallowed 

in  the  ovens  of  death  by  a  merciless  flame... 

...Look,  from  out  of  blue  heaven  a  bird  downward  dashes... 

Its  grey  wing  in  the  sunshine  surprisingly  glows 

as  it  swoops  low  above  the  barbed  wire  and  the  ashes 

to  alight  by  a  blood-red  late-flowering  rose... 

I  am  still  overwhelmed  by  the  pain  I  am  feeling 

and  a  tear  has  lodged  somewhere  deep  in  my  breast. 


PELENAI 

Sitie  kaulL[rudi  trupineliai  po  koJLi- 

tarsi  kulkL[skeveldros  suestos  rudziii,  - 

buvo  mazes  kojytes  -  jos  sokavo,  begiojo 

paskui  balt^drugelilaukLitakuciu; 

buvo  trapios  rankutes  -  jos  spurdejo  ir  pynes 

apie  motinos  kakl^,  krutis  ir  pecius; 

buvo  dideles  rankos,  kurios  prie  krutines 

prisispaudusios  glaude  mazus  vaikucius. 

Ir  pilki  pelenai,  cia  nesiojami  vejo,  - 

buvo  akys,  jos  zaide  ir  zvelge  liudnai; 

buvo  lupos  -  sypsojos,  buciavos,  kalbejo 

ir  kentejo  kancias...Sie  pilki  pelenai  - 

buvo  sirdys,  jos  dziauges,  nerimo  ir  kente; 

buvo  smegenys,  jos,  kaip  raide  prie  raides 

lentoje  parasytame  zody  „gyventi", 

raites,  rangesi,  vijosi  iki  mirties... 

Ir  plaukai,  kurin  like  cia  didelis  kalnas, 

kitados  garbanojos;  galbut  kitados 

juos  sukavo  ir  gloste,  ir  pyne  juos  delnas, 

ir  kazkas  juos  tikriausiai  buciavo  zieduos... 

Ir  sirdzin  virpesys,  ir  laimingos  svajones, 

ir  akiLi  liudesys,  lengvas  lupn  sypsnys  - 

pelenai... pelenai... Nes  prarijo  tuos  zmones 

krematorijLi  krosniii  siaubinga  ugnis. . . 

Lekia  paukstis  pro  sali...Suspurda,  suosia 

suzibejusiu  sauleje  pilku  sparnu 

ir  uzgauna  prazydusi^kruvin^roz^ 

tarp  spygliuotLivielLi,  kruviniipelenn... 

Ir  skaudu,  kaip  retai  man  gyvenime  buna... 

Asarele  [strigus  kazkur  gomury  - 

tarsi  kulkos  skeveldra,  [smigus  [  kun^, 

kurios  skausm^nesioti  ir  jausti  turi... 
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like  a  shell  splinter  deep  in  a  wound  never  healing 

that  is  fated  to  torture  and  give  me  no  rest... 

I  cannot  tear  my  gaze  from  the  faraway  flashes 

when  the  cloudy  horizon  I  anxiously  scan 

and  I  cry,  as  I  clutch  a  small  handful  os  ashes: 

Stop  now,  once  and  for  all,  killing  man!.. 


Negaliu  savo  zvilgsnio  nukreipti  [sali 

nuo  kazkur  besiniaukiancio  zydro  dangaus. 

Ir  sakau,  pelenL[  siii  iskel^s  ziupsneli: 

pagaliau  nezudykitzmogaus!.. 


Translated  by:  Lionginas  Pazusis 
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Neris  Salomeja  (1904  -  1945) 


Salomeja  Neris  was  born  in  a  peasant  family  in  the  village  of  Kirsai.  Her  real  surname 
was  Bacinskaite  -  Buciene.  In  1928  Neris  graduated  from  Kaunas  University,  where  she 
studied  German  and  Lithuanian.  For  several  years  she  work  as  a  teacher.  In  the  first  verse 
collections,  „Early  in  the  morning"  (1927)  and  „Prints  in  the  sand"  (1931),  a  romantic  view  of 
the  world  was  expressed  with  emotional  sighs  and  notes  of  lyrical  tenderness.  Her  poetry  is 
marked  by  the  delicacy  and  lightness  of  its  verbal  fabric,  an  affinity  with  folk  poetry  in  the 
impulsiveness  and  flexibility  of  its  phrases,  by  rhythmic  harmony  and  classic  lucidity. 
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Salomeja  Neris,  kurios  tikroji  pavarde  yra  Bacinskaite  -  Buciene,  gime  valstiecii^ 
seimoje  Kirsn  kaime.  Lietuvos  universitete  studijavo  lietuvin  literature  bei  vokiecin  kalb^  ir 
literature.  O  taip  pat  pedagogik^.  Kelis  metus  dirbo  mokytoja  Pirmuosiuose  kurybos 
rinkiniuose  „Anksti  ryt^"  bei  „Pedos  smely"  eilerasciai  yra  labiausiai  veikiami  romanso 
poetikos,  budingi  kategoriski  priesybin  gretinimai.  S.  Neries  poezijos  tradicija  -  viena 
gyvybingiausiii  lietuvin  poezijoje.  Jos  [taka  jauciama  E.  Miezelaicio,  P.  Sirvio,  J,  Degutytes 
kuryboje.  Poezijos  vertimij^  knygos  isleistos  latviij,  baltarusiii,  ukrainieciii,  turkmenij^,  bulgarij^, 
cekn,  angln  kalbomis. 
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HOMELAND 
(1941) 

Despoiled  and  blood-drenched  by  the  foe 

You  rise  before  my  eyes. 

Many  a  hundred  miles  I'll  go 

To  see  your  stirring  skies. 

When  blossoms  from  your  apple  -  tress 

Or  leaves  in  autumn  fall, 

I'll  go  to  you,  though  on  my  knees 

Throug  rain  and  cold  I'll  crawl. 

Today  the  heavy  clouds  of  war 

Enshroud  your  lovely  face... 

How  are  your  towns  I  see  no  more? 

Grim  ruins  take  their  place. 

You  wring  your  hand  in  grief  and  pain: 

Where  are  my  sons,  my  loyal  guards? 

In  empty  homesteads  chill  winds  reign 

And  moles  dig  up  the  yards. 

Over  the  Nieman  night  drags  on 

But  it  shall  not  last  long. 

I'll  come  to  you  one  day  at  dawn 

To  soothe  you  with  my  song. 

Translated  by:  Lionginas  Pazusis 


TEVYNE 
(1941) 

Sukruvinta  ir  apiplesta 

Ji  stovi  man  akyse. 

Simtus  as  mylitieisiu  pescia, 

Kol  gyv^pamatysiu. 

Zydes  ten  sodai,  svyros  vaisiai 

Ar  lapai  kris  pagelt?,  - 

As  keliais  [tave  pareisiu 

PerlietLi,  gruod^,  salti... 

Siandien^dangsto  karo  dumai 

Man  tavo  veid^sviesLi... 

0  tavo  miestai,  dalus  rumai?  - 

Pilki,  salti  griuvesiai. 

Didziam  skausme  rankas  uzlauzus: 

0  kur  vaikai  geriausi? 

Tusciuos  namuos  jii  -  vejai  dauzos, 

Darzeliuos  kurmiai  rausias. 

Ne  daugel  kartL[saule  leisis 

Mus  Nemuneliojuostoj,  - 

As  greit  sugrisiu,  as  pareisiu... 

Dainom  tave  paguosiu. 
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Vincas  Mykolaitis-Putinas  (1893  -  1967) 


Vincas  Mykolaitis-Putinas,  poet,  novelist,  dramatist,  translator,  and  literary  historian, 
was  born  in  a  peasant  family  in  the  village  Pilotiskiai  near  the  city  of  Marijampole.  He  studied 
at  the  Seiniai  seminary  and  was  ordained  a  priest  in  1915;  twenty-one  year  later,  in  1936,  he 
was  relieved  of  his  priestly  duties  and  excommunicated  for  marrying  one  of  his  students,  a 
step  he  anticipated  in  his  famous  autobiographical  novel  In  the  Shadow  of  the  Altars 
Mykolaitis-Putinas  studied  at  the  Catholic  Theological  Academy  in  Petrograd  from  1915  to 
1917.  Later  he  went  abroad  to  study  and  continued  his  philosophical  and  literary  education  in 
Germany.  From  1923  to  1939  he  was  a  lecturer  and  professor  of  literature  at  Kaunas 
University.  Later  he  taught  modern  literature  at  the  University  of  Vilnius. 

His  first  book  of  poetry.  Red  Flowers,  appeared  in  1917  and  bordered  on  Symbolism. 
Putinas  introduced  an  element  of  drama  into  Lithuanian  intellectual  poetry.  The  themes  of 
closiness  to  the  soil  and  of  the  eternal  nature  of  existence  mark  his  verse  collections.  Lyrical 
and  philosophical  meditation  on  the  essence  of  human  existence  dominates  his  poetry. 
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Vincas  Mykolaitis-Putinas  gime  1893m.  sausio  6d.  Pilotiskin  kaime,  Marijampoles 
apskrityje,  ukininkn  seimoje.  Mokesi  Marijampoles  gimnazijoje.  Baig^s  4  klases,  1909m. 
V.Mykolaitis-Putinas  [stojo  [  Seinn  kunign  seminarij^  ir  1915m.  [sisventino  kunigu. 
Pastoracinio  darbo  nedirbo  ir  1915-1917m.  toliau  mokesi  Petrapilio  dvasineje  akademijoje. 
191 8-1 922m.  Friburgo  universitete  studijavo  filosofij^  filosofijos  ir  meno  istorij^  literature. 
1923-1929m.  V.Mykolaitis-Putinas  deste  Lietuvos  universitete  nauj^^  lietuvin  literature 
visuotines  literaturos  [vad^ir  estetik^.  1935m.  oficialiai  atsisake  kunigystes  ir  sio  laikotarpio 
isgyvenimus  perteike  romane  „Altorin  sesely". 

Ankstyvojoje  Putino  lyrikoje  t^siama  Maironio  tradicija.  Eilerasciai  kupini  gyvenimo 
dziaugsmo,  gamtos  ir  meiles  nuojautij,  kuryboje  ryskeja  simbolizmas.  Velesniuose 
eilerasciuose  vyrauja  zmogaus  egzistencijos  tragizmas.  Visai  velyvajai  lyrikai  budingos 
monumentalios  poezijos  formos,  eilerascin  ciklai,  laisva  intonacija,  prozisko  zodzio  junginys 
su  pakilaus  kalbejimo  tradicija. 

Mire  poetas  1967m.  birzelio  7d.  Kacergineje,  prie  Kauno,  palaidotas  Vilniuje. 
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TO  THE  EARTH 


You,  sinful  Earth,  possess  such  strenght  and  beauty! 

Your  flowers  rival  those  of  Paradise. 

It's  hues  drawn  from  your  depths  rainbows  are  using. 

It's  from  your  breast  that  I  my  life  derive. 

Of  sunset's  scarf  your  dark  brow  you're  divesting. 
The  warm  spring  night's  intoxicating  you: 

I  sense  your  throbbing  heart,  your  fragrant  tresses 
That  turn  the  head  as  meadow  flowers  do. 

Red  poppies  at  your  feet  were  straightway  swooning. 
The  reddish  clouds  above  thinned  out  like  mist. 

The  stars  assembled  and  the  moon  stopped  moving 
When  on  that  autumn  night  my  lips  you  kissed. 

You  I  embraced  as  no  one  could  embrace  you. 

My  turbulent  desires  in  you  struck  root. 

I'll  rise,  like  a  magic  plant,  to  starry  spaces. 

But  it's  your  life  shall  feed  the  growing  shoot. 

Translated  by:  Peter  Tempest 


ZEMEI 


Grazi  ir  galinga  esi,  nuodemingoji  zeme! 

Tu  pranesi  dangnsavnJLiziedLiskaidrumu. 

Is  tavo  gelmin  sau  vaivorykstes  metmenis  semia  - 

Is  tavo  krutines  ir  as  sau  gyvybes  imu. 

Nuo  juodbruvo  veido  sauleleidzio  skar^nutraukus, 

Tu  silt^pavasario  naktimanim  apsvaigai: 

Jauciu  tavo  plakanci^  sirdi  ir  kvepiancius  plaukus, 

Kaip  galv^ svaigina,  lyg  zydincin  pievL[  ukai. 

Raudonos  aguonos  nulink?  tau  vyto  prie  kojn. 

Ant  tav^s  rausvi  debesynai  pakriko  lengvai,  - 

Susiteike  zvaigzdes  ir  menuo  padangej  sustojo, 

Kai  silt^  pavasario  nakti  mane  buciavai. 

Apglebiau  tave,  kaip  ne  vienas  apglebt  negaletn. 

[augau  tavin  chaotingngeismnsaknimis. 
Kaip  pasakos  augalas  kilsiu  lig  ruimiizvaigzdetLi, 

0  kraunamas  ziedas  tav^a  gyvybe  ismis. 
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Radauskas  Henrikas  (1910  -  1970) 


Henrikas  Radauskas  was  born  in  1910  in  Krakow  (Poland).  He  returned  to  Lithuania 
in  1921.  He  graduated  from  the  Panevezys  Teachers  Institute  in  1929,  was  a  schoolmaster  for 
one  year,  and  studied  Lithuanian,  German,  and  Russian  languages  and  literatures  in  the 
University  of  Kaunas.  By  1944  he  had  been  forced  to  flee  to  Germany,  where  he  found 
himself  in  Berlin's  Soviet  occupied  zone,  later  he  managed  to  escape  to  the  English  zone. 
There  Radauskas  continued  his  literary  career.  At  that  time  Radauskas  was  influenced  by 
French  impressionist  art,  baroque  and  rococo  music,  Rilke,  Verlaine,  Mallarme,  the  Polish 
poet  Tuwim,  and  the  Russian  symbolists.  Later  Radauskas  emigrated  to  the  United  States.  In 
1959  Radauskas  went  to  work  in  the  Congress  library  in  Washington,  where  he  remained 
among  books,  paintings,  poems  and  friends  until  his  death  in  August  1970. 
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Henrikas  Radauskas  gime  1910  m.  Krokuvoje  (Lenkija).  Poetas  mokesi  Panevezio 
gimnazijoje  ir  mokytojn  seminarijoje,  Vytauto  Didziojo  Universitete  studijavo  lituanistik^ 
germanistik^  ir  rusistik^.  1944  m.  Radauskas  pasitrauke  [  Vokietij^  o  po  penkerin  metij^ 
persikele  [  JAV.  Eilerascius  poetas  pradejo  publikuoti  periodikoje  nuo  1929  m.,  o  pirm^[ 
poezijos  rinkin[  „Fontanas"  isleido  1935  m.  Siame  rinkinyje  isryskeja  poeto  kurybos  principas 
-  poleminis  santykis  su  lyrine  poezijos  tradicija.  Esminiai  Radausko  kurybos  bruozai  - 
estetizmas,  antilyrizmas,  estetine  distancija,  poetine  tikroves  transformacija.  Eilerastis 
kuriamas  ne  kaip  jausmi^  ar  idejn  israiska,  o  kaip  dinamiskas  poetinis  pasakojimas,  kuris 
paneigia  realybes  desnius,  kuriame  susipina  ironija  ir  egzistencijos  tragizmas.  Ypatingai  sie 
poeto  kurybos  bruozai  sustipreja  velyvojoje  kuryboje. 
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ARROW  IN  THE  SKY 


I  am  an  arrow  that  a  child  shot  through 

An  apple  tree  in  bloom  beside  the  sea; 

A  cloud  of  apple  blossoms,  like  a  swan, 

Has  shimmered  down  and  landed  on  a  wave; 

The  child  is  wondering,  he  cannot  tell 

The  blossoms  from  the  foam. 

I  am  an  arrow  that  a  hunter  shot 

To  hit  an  eagle  that  was  flying  by; 

For  all  his  strength  and  youth,  he  missed  the  bird. 

Wounding  instead  the  old  enormous  sun 

And  flooding  all  the  twilight  with  its  blood; 

And  now  the  day  has  died. 

I  am  an  arrow  that  was  shot  at  night 

By  a  crazed  soldier  from  a  fort  besieged 

To  plead  for  help  from  mighty  heaven,  but 

Not  having  spotted  God,  the  arrow  still 

Wanders  among  the  frigid  constellations. 

Not  daring  to  return. 

Translated  by:  Theodore  Melnechuk 


STRELE  DANGUJE 


As  -  kaip  strele,  kuri^  paleido  vaikas 

[balt^  obeli  zaiiam  pajury, 

Ir  debesis  ziedn,  tarytum  gulbe, 

Mirgedamas  [  bang^  nusileido, 

Ir  stebis  vaikas  ir  negali  putti 

Atskirti  nuo  ziedii. 

As  -  kaip  strele,  kuri^stiprus  ir  jaunas 

Medziotojas  [  praskrendanti  ar^ 

Paleido,  bet  [  pauksti  nepataike 

Ir  suzeide  didziul?  sen^saul? 

Ir  vis^vakar^krauju  uzpyle, 

Irnumirediena. 

As  -  kaip  strele,  kuri^,  netek^s  proto 

Kareivis  prieso  apsuptoj  tvirtovej 

Paleido  nakti  [  galing^  dangii 

Prasyt  pagalbos,  bet,  neradus  Dievo, 

Strele  klajoja  tarp  saltL[  zvaigzdynn, 

Nedrisdama  sugizt. 
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Rastenis  K^stutis  (born  1950) 


1 


K^stutis  Rastenis  was  born  in  Utena,  Lithuania.  In  1968  he  finished  Tauragnai 
secondary  school.  In  1973  graduated  from  Vilnius  university  history  department.  In  1978 
completed  doctorship  studies  in  history  of  philosophy  in  Institute  of  Philosophy,  Sociology 
and  Law.  He  was  working  in  Mintis  publishing  house  as  senior  scientific  editor. 

Rastenis  is  a  member  of  Lithuanian  Writers'  union.  He  translated  from  English  into 
Lithuanian  philosophical  books:  "An  Inquiry  Concerning  Human  Understanding"  by  D. 
Hume,  "Leviathan"  by  T.  Hobbes,  "Nations  and  Nationalism"  by  E.  Gellner,  and  others. 
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Poetas  ir  kritikas  K^stutis  Rastenis  gime  Utenoje,  baige  Vilniaus  universiteto  istorijos 
fakultet^.  Dirbo  Partijos  istorijos  institute,  Knygij  rumuose,  „Minties"  leidykloje,  Kulturos  ir 
meno  institute.  Poeto  K.  Rastenio  poezija  santuri,  daznai  jai  budinga  klasikine  forma,  vyrauja 
egzistencinio  nerimo,  harmonijos  ilgesio  motyvai.  Paskelbe  poezijos  knygn,  spekltakliij. 
recenzijn,  isverte  filosofn  E.  Gellerio,  T.  Hobbeso  ir  kt.  veikalij. 
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ALONE  IN  THE  NIGHT  IN  FINLAND 


Let's  be  all  things  mad. 

As  foolish  as... 

Let's  make  the  very  abyss  of  your  eyes  itself  distinct 

Thatblack  August  night - 

Let's  reveal  the  web  of  vision 

Which  -  once  caught  -  shall  never  allow  us  to  be  free  of  it 

Let's  open  the  room  of  your  hope  - 

You'll  find  a  cup  of  treasures  within. 

Let's...  Let's  go!  Men  and  women, 

Wives  and  children...  All  of  us,  let's  go. 

Let's  make  love  in  the  shadow  of  war. 

The  threat  of  war  -  it  stuns  us  - 

There  is  no  consolation.  Only  there 
In  the  outskirts  of  sepulchral  cities  suspense  grows. 

The  last  tram  near  Helsinki's  station  runs  off 
And  you  are  left  to  stand  alone  in  the  night  in  Finland. 

Translated  by:  unknown 


VIENAS  NAKTY  SUOMIJOJ 


Tebuna  viskas  beprotiska, 

Lygiai  kaip  ir  kvaila  - 

Tegu  isryskeja  tavo  akin  bedugne 

T^tamsi^rugpjucio  nakti- 

Tegu  atsiskleidzia  vizijiitinklas, 

Kurian  sugauti  jau  niekad  nepaspruksim  - 

Tegu  atsiveria  tavo  vilties  kambarys  - 

Jame  surasi  brangenybiii  krait?. 

Tegu.  Tegu  eina  vyrai  ir  moterys, 

Zmonos  ir  vaikai.  Visi  jie  tegu  eina, 

Tegu  mylisi  karo  sesely  - 

Karo  gresme  -  ji  mus  pribloskia  - 

Nera  jau  jokios  paguodos.  Tik  ten 

Miestn  gudziLi  pakrasty  lukestis  auga 

Nuvaziuoja  paskutinis  tramvajus  pro  Helsinkio  stoti- 

Ir  lieki  nakty  Suomijoj  vienas  stoveti. 
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Sruoga  Balys  (1896  -  1947) 


Poet  Balys  Sruoga  was  born  in  a  peasant  family.  In  1915-1918  he  studied  at  the 
universities  of  Petrograd  and  Moscow  and  in  1921-1924  did  Slavonic  studies  at  Munich 
University  where  he  received  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Philology.  From.  He  was  one  of  47 
Lithuanian  intellectuals  arrested  as  hostages  during  the  World  War  II.  Sruoga  was  held  at  the 
Stutthof  concentration  camp  from  1943  till  1945.  After  the  war  he  worked  as  a  professor  at 
Vilnius  University.  His  poems  first  appeared  in  1911.  Influenced  by  Russian  Symbolism,  he 
introduced  in  Lithuanian  poetry  Verlaine's  kind  of  verse  in  which  the  predominant  note  is  one 
of  free  play  of  emotions  and  understatement.  Sruoga  wrote  historical  plays  of  a  lyrical  nature. 
The  best  known  book  of  Balys  Sruoga  is  called  "Forest  of  the  Gods".  It's  a  book  of 
reminiscences  of  the  Stutthoff  concentration  camp.  He  also  published  studies  in  the  field  of 
folklore,  the  history  of  the  Lithuanian  theatre  and  Russian  literature. 
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Poetas,  dramaturgas,  kritikas,  vertejas  ir  publicistas  Balys  Sruoga  gime  valstiecin 
seimoje,  Baibokij  kaime,  Birzijrajone.  Studijavo  literature Petrogrado,  Maskvos  ir  Miuncheno 
universitetuose.  Pirmuosius  eilerascius  pradejo  spausdinti  1911  m.  Poetineje  Sruogos 
kuryboje  ryskejo  individuali  problematika,  noras  sukurti  k^  nors  naujo.  Sruogos  eilerasciai 
yra  sugrupuoti  [  ciklus  pagal  simbolizmo  tradicij^  improvizaciniai,  grindziami  muzikiniu 
skambesiu,  trumpalaike  nuotaika,  perteikia  beribiskumo  ir  laisve  ispud[.  Veliau  poetas  laike 
save  romantiku,  o  [  jaunystes  lyrikos  dal[  ziurejo  skeptiskai.  Meno  esme,  Sruogos  supratimu, 
visuotinums  ir  kosmiskumas,  savitas  sielos  gyvenimas,  tautos  dvasia,  kuri  ryskiausiai 
atsisipindi  liaudies  dainose.  Garsiausias  Balio  Sruogos  kurinys  yra  romanas  "Dievn  miskas" 
kuriame  aprasomas  gyvenimas  Stutgofo  koncentracijos  stovykloje. 
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SONG  OF  MIST 


The  smooth  oar  lifts  no  spray, 
The  soft  breeze  dies  away, 
There's  joy  in  store  today. 

The  waves  a  silence  binds, 

The  rowboot  softly  glides. 

The  road  of  mourners  winds. 

If  but  a  sigh  you'd  spare! 

Did  you  not  hear,  or  care. 

When  storms  beset  me  there? 

From  yearning  I  was  lost. 

By  gales  my  heart  was  tossed. 

In  mist  my  dreams  were  crossed. 

The  oar  slips  through  the  air. 

My  heart  weeps  in  despair. 

Unheeded  is  my  prayer. 


UKANOTOJI 


Tylus  irklo  palietimas, 

Vejo  mirstancio  dvelkimas, 

Kazkoks  laimes  nujautimas  - 

Tyli  bangos  vainikuotos, 
Tyliai  slenka,  tyliai  luotas  - 
Kelias  liudinciL[vingiuotas  - 

Is  tav^s  norsgars^vejo! 
Negirdejai,  neskaudejo, 
Kaip  mane  audra  lydejo? 

Tai  ilgejimos  paselo, 

Sieloj  viesul^sukelo, 

Su  ukais  sapnus  suvelo  -  - 

Irklas  tyliai  vel  iskrinta  -  - 

Siela  verkia,  siela  junta - 

Neisgirsta  malda  sventa  -  - 


Translated  by:  Peter  Tempest 
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Sirvys  Paulius  (1920  -  1979) 
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Poet  Paulius  Sirvys  was  born  into  a  peasant  family  in  the  village  of  Padustelis  in  1920. 
He  graduated  from  a  farming  school  in  1940  and  from  the  Institute  of  Literature  in  1957.  He 
fought  in  World  War  Two  and  twice  escaped  from  captivity.  His  verse  was  first  published  in 
1947.  Sirvys'  lyrical  poems  are  permeated  with  Lithuanian  folklore  traditions  and  melodious 
poetic  patterns.  His  books  of  verse,  "Native  Birches  Rustle"  (1956),  "Longing  Is  a  Song" 
(1972)  and  others,  are  marked  by  the  lyrical  quality  of  his  wartime  memories,  sincerity  of 
expression  and  the  sad  melodiousness  of  folk  song.  A  few  poems  of  this  poet  became  a  well 
known  songs. 
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Poetas  Paulius  Sirvys  gime  1920  m.  Padustelyje  (Zarasn  raj.).  Baige  zemes  ukio 
mokykl^  [stojo  [  Vilniaus  karo  pestininkn  mokykl^.  Dalyvavo  Antrajame  pasauliniame  kare, 
du  kartus  pateko  [  vokieciij  nelaisv?  ir  pabego.  Baige  Maskvos  M.  Gorkio  literaturos  instituto 
aukstuosius  literaturos  kursus.  1956  m.  poetas  isleido  eilerascin  rinkin[  „Osia  gimtines 
berzai",  o  1972  m.  -  penkiolikos  kurybiniij.  metij  rinkin[  „Ilgesys  -  ta  giesme".  Poeto  kurybai 
budingas  melodingas,  tautosakiskas  eiliavimas,  atspindintis  prieskario  neoromantikntradicij^. 
Svarbiausios  Sirvio  poezijos  temos  -  karas,  teviske  ir  meile.  Ne  vienas  poeto  eilerastis  tapo 
gerai  zinoma  daina. 
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THE  DANCE  WAS  OVER 


The  dance  was  over. 

All  sank  in  darkness. 
In  maple  shadows 
Rustled  the  night. 

The  rose  I  brought  you 

Was  doomed  to  wither. 

Love  too  was  sharing 

The  flower's  plight. 

I  saw  you  shunning 

My  pleading  glances 

But  kept  on  gazing 

Into  your  eyes. 

And  then  I  trembled 
In  fear  and  frenzy 

And  grew  as  dreary 
As  autumn  skies. 

I  felt  my  heartstrings 

Broke  with  a  snapping. 

We  sat  in  silence 

Alien,  withdrawn. 

I  still  remembered 

The  dreams  we  cherished 

When  cocks  were  crowing 

At  early  dawn. 

Where  have  you  vanished 
Love's  sighs  so  pleasing, 


PAMINTOS  GELES 


Baigesi  sokis. 

Bleso  zibintas. 

KlevLiseseliuos 

Ose  naktis. 

Geles  -  nuskintos. 

Geles  -  pamintos. 

GeliLiirmeiles- 

Viena  lemtis. 

As  paziurejau 
[  tavo  veid^. 
[  tavo  saltas 
Gilias  akis. 

Irsudrebejau, 

Rankas  nuleidau. 

Ir  apsiniaukiau 

Kaip  ta  naktis. 

Kazkas  uzgeso 

Manoj  krutinej 

Sedejom  tylus 

Irsvetimi. 

0  buvo  dienos  - 

Svajon?  pynem, 

Ir  mums  giedojo 

Gaidziai  pirmi. 

Ne  to  jau  naktys, 
Ne  tie  irzodziai. 
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Deep  as  the  rustle 
Of  forest  pines? 

There  are  no  bridges 

Left  for  retreating. 

Goodbye,  my  lassie, 

Sweet  love  of  mine. 

The  one  I  cherished 

Tonight  was  buried. 

We  were  not  able 

To  get  along. 

A  white  star  tumbled 

Over  the  forest 

Suddenly  ending 

My  love  and  song. 

Translated  by:  Lionginas  Pazusis 
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Pakirptas  auksas 
PiukiL[  kasLi. 

Neliko  nieko, 

Mergaite  sodziaus. 

Is  musLimeiles 

DienL[sviesiL[. 

Kur  tos  nakteles, 

Atsidusimai  - 

Gilus  kaipsilo 

Tyli  daina? 

Neliko  tiltLi 

Atgal  gizimui. 

Sudie,  mergaite 

Manojauna. 

Kuri^mylejau  - 
Si^naktimire 
Tu  nebebusi 

Daugiau  man  ta. 

Kazkur  suduzo 

[tamsi^giri^ 

Daina  ir  meile 

Nesuprasta. 
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Tysliava  Juozas  (1902  -  1961) 


Juozas  Tysliava  was  born  in  a  peasant  family  in  the  village  of  Geisteriskiai.  From 
1922  to  1929  he  studied  literature  and  journalism  at  Kaunas  and  Paris  universities.  A  member 
of  the  "Four  Winds",  a  Lithuanian  avant-garde  group,  in  Paris  he  joined  an  international 
modernist  group  and  in  1928  published  a  multi-language  journal  "Muba".  In  1932  he  went  to 
the  United  States.  His  work  was  first  published  in  1918.  Tysliava  published  volumes  of  verse, 
"Will-o'-the-wisos"  (1922),  'Tn  the  Niemen's  Embrace"  (1924),  "Into  the  Distance"  (1926), 
combined  the  traditions  of  integral  lyricism  with  urban  themes  and  a  dynamic  expressiveness. 
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Juozas  Tysliava  gime  valstieciij  seimoje,  Geisteriskiij  kaime.  Tarnavo  Lietuvos 
savanorin  gretose,  o  pasitrauk^s  is  kariuomenes  dirbo  redakcin[  darb^  laikrasciuose.  Studijavo 
Kauno  ir  Paryziaus  universitetuose.  Paryziuje  isleido  eilerasciij  rinkin[  prancuzij  kalba.  Nuo 
1932  m.  poetas  gyveno  JAV,  kur  buvo  aktyvus  lietuviii  bendruomenes  veikejas.  Savo 
kuryboje  Tysliava  originaliai  sujunge  neoromantinius,  modernistinius  bei  avangardistinius 
lietuviii  poezijos  ieskojimus,  budingus  treciajam  desimtmeciui.  Poetas  dave  pradzi^ 
zaidybines  kilmes  estetikai,  kurybos  atvirumui  ir  dinamikai.  Jis  savaip  tiese  naujus  kelius 
radikalioms  lietuviij.  poezijos  reformoms. 
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DEAR  LITHUANIAN 
(1925) 

My  countryman,  dear  Lithuanian 

Brought  up  in  meadows  and  in  leafy  dales, 

To  lead  a  new  life  is  my  invitation, 

A  life  loud  with  the  song  of  radio-nightingales. 

I  offer  you  a  long  asphalted  highway 
With  streetlamps  to  escort  you  through  the  night. 

Forget  all  you  have  lost  in  forest  byways! 
New  forests  full  of  trams  will  hum  for  your  delight. 

Here  every  morning  lorry  and  mill  hooters 

Such  entertaining  concerts  shall  provide. 

You  will  no  longer  care  who  was  it  used  to 

Instil  in  you  love  for  the  countryside. 

My  countryman,  dear  Lithuanian! 

Don't  sulk  if  aeroplanes  you  cannot  hear. 

Remember  how  the  carwheel  crushed  your  father 

The  day  his  shy  horse  bolted,  struck  with  fear. 

The  train  will  teach  you  that  in  sooty  tunnels 
Steel  windows  must  be  raised  without  delay. 
And  when  you  climb  a  tower  at  the  top  of  it 
Observe  well  what  you  have  to  do  next  day. 

At  four  p.m.  tomorrow  cine-radio 
Intend  your  Heavenly  Father  to  present. 

You'll  be  delighted  and  an  Eldorado 
Without  a  guide  you'll  find  within  yourself. 

Translated  by:  Peter  Tempest 
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LIETUVI 
(1925) 

Lietuvi,  mano  mylimas  lietuvi, 

Uzaug^s  pievose  ir  girin  duburiuos, 

Kvieciu  dabar  tave  [  nauj^  buvi, 

Kur  radijo  lakstingalos  tau  amziii  amzius  suoks. 

Tau  duosiu  ilg^asfaltuot^gatv?, 

Kinematografas  (desimtoji  muza)  vakarais  tave  cia 

palydes. 

Lietuvi,  uzsimirsk,  k^giriose  esi  prarad^s,  - 

TramvaJLigiriose  tau  naujos  girios  prazydes. 

Rytais  masinii,  fabrikL[svilpukai 

Tau  sicia  tokius  koncertus  supus, 

Kad  tu  ir  zinot  nebezinosi,  kas  [bruko 

[atmintitau  pievas,  praeities  kapus... 

Lietuvi,  mano  mylimas  lietuvi, 

Nenusimink,  jei  tavo  laivas  anapus  debesn  pasibaidys. 

Atsimeni,  kaip  tavo  tevui  buvo 

Karsta,  kai  pakinkyt^juodberiisgasdino  gaidys? 

Tave  cia  traukinys,  [lind^s  gyvate  [  pozemi, 

Parodys,  kaip  gyventi  tarp  dienos  ir  nakties. 

Kai  tu  turesi  naujo  zmogaus  pozymi, 

Keliai  [ateititau  patys  nusities. 

Rytoj,  t^paci^valand^,  kai  kino  radijo 

Parodys  tavo  tev^danguje, 

Tu  dziaugsiesi  surad^s  susirad^s 

Be  vado  Eldorado  zmoguje. 
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Vaicaitis  Pranas  (1876  -  1901) 


Pranas  Vaicaitis  was  born  into  a  peasant  family  in  the  village  of  Santakai  in  1876.  In 
1900  graduated  in  law  from  St.  Petersburg  University.  He  worked  in  the  library  of  the  Russian 
Academy  of  Sciences.  His  first  verses  were  published  in  the  illegal  liberal  journal  „Varpas" 
(Bell)  in  1896.  In  his  ballads  on  historical  themes  and  poems  describing  social  contrasts  he 
used  a  syllabic  stress  to  achieve  emotionally-charged  melodiousness.  In  the  history  of 
Lithuanian  literature  Vaicaitis  figures  as  an  eminent  democratic  poet  of  the  late  19th  century. 
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Pranas  Vaicaitis  gime  1876  m.  Santaki^  kaime  (Sakii^  rajone).  Mokesi  Peterburgo 
Universitete,  Teises  fakultete.  Gyvendamas  Peterburge  poetas  aktyviai  dalyvavo  lietuviij. 
draugijn  veikloje,  bendradarbiavo  leidziant  draudziam^  lietuvin  spaud^.  Nuo  1897  m. 
prasidejo  poeto  politinis  persekiojimas.  P.  Vaicaitis  pusantrij  metij  prasikankino  ypatingoje 
policijos  prieziuroje  ir  kartu  su  tevu  buvo  nubaustas  administracine  tvarka.  Nuo  1900  m. 
poetas  dirbo  Peterburgo  Mokslij  akademijos  bibliotekoje,  bet  greitai  susirgo  dziova  ir  gr[zo  [ 
Lietuv^.  Sirgdamas  nemazai  rase.  Jo  poezijoje  galima  isskirti  kelis  tematinius  branduolius: 
teviskes  meile  ir  ilgesys  bei  rupestis  gimtosios  salies  padeties  ir  tautos  likimo.  Mire  poetas 
1901  m.  teviskeje. 
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THERE  IS  THE  LAND  WHERE  RIVERS 
FLOW 

(1897) 


There  is  a  land  where  rivers  flow 
Through  humming  forests  merrily 

And  babble  gaily  as  they  go 

While  tuneful  skylarks  sing  in  glee. 

There  people  shed  abundant  sweat 

In  summer,  working  heavily, 

And  threadbare  clothing  -  shred  on  shred 

Covers  their  bodies  scantily. 

And  yet  they  treat  with  all  their  heart 

A  guest  with  hospitality  - 

With  food  and  drink  all  piping  hot 

Without  undue  formality. 

The  slender  lasses  of  that  land 

Are  fairer  than  in  any  song. 

That  land  is  Lithuania, 

But  I  was  there  not  very  long... 

Inviting  folk  to  sleep,  the  sun 

Beneath  the  skyline  hides  away; 

Poor  Lithuanians  then  sing 

After  the  labours  of  the  day. 

And  pretty  girls  with  faces  bent 

Towards  the  rue,  at  evening  hours 

Water  it,  breathing  in  its  scent. 

And  pluck  the  lily's  fragile  flowers. 

A  warm,  soft  evening  I  recall 

After  a  torrid  summer  day; 

With  peace  and  calm  it  fills  my  soul. 

While  songs  rise  somewhere  far  away. 

A  distant  bell  sends  heavy  chimes. 

Pure  clear  and  loud  they  come  to  me. 

I  cannot  sleep,  although  the  birds 
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YRA  SALIS,  KUR  UPES  TEKA 
(1897) 


Yra  sails,  kur  upes  teka 

Linksmai  tarp  girin  uziancin 

Ir  meiliai  tarpu  sav^s  sneka 

Prie  giesmininkii  veversiL[. 

Ten  prakaitas  aplieja  zmones 

Prie  vasaros  darbii  sunkiL[ 
Ir  prastas  apredas  marskonis 

Apdengia  s^narius  visL^. 

Bent  tave  meiliai  pavaisina, 

Kaip  tik  nueisi  [svecius,- 

Ten  tave  myli,  valgydina, 

Kiek  paleidzia  isteklius. 

Ir  grakscios  tos  salies  merginos 

Ten  zydi  vis  kuo  nopuikiau... 

Sails  ta  Lietuva  vadinas  - 

Betas  neilgai  ten  buvau... 

Atsimenu,  kada  [guoli 

Saulut?  praso  vakarai 

Irgieda  lietuviai  varguoliai, 

Nes  pabaigti  dienos  darbai... 

Kaip  t^syk  merges  veid^skaistii 

Prie  rutLi  lenkia  kvepianciL[, 

Dainuodamos  jas  meiliai  laisto, 

LeliJL[skinaszydinciLi. 

Atsimenu,  kaip  vakars  siltas 

Po  vasaros  kaitrios  dienos 

Ir  eras,  ramumu  ispiltas, 

Nenorom  traukia  prie  dainos, 

Kaip  t^syk  varpas  sunkiai  gaudzia 

Ir  uzgirdet  toll  toll... 

Seniai  jau  pauksciai  medziuos  snaudzia. 
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Long  since  sleep  fast  in  every  tree. 

Like  river  waters  flow  my  thoughts, 

My  spirit  bathes  in  perfect  bliss, 

And  Nature  seems  to  say  to  me: 

How  lovely  Lithuania  is! 

My  country!  What  a  lovely  land 

I  left  and  lost  so  suddenly! 

No  words  are  there  that  could  express 

My  anguish  flowing  turbidly! 

Translated  by:  Dorian  Rottenberg 


Bet  pats  uzmigti  negali... 
Kaip  vandens  upes  mislys  teka, 

Idejos  reiskiasi  galvoj, 
Gamta  su  tavim,  rodos,  sneka: 
„Grazu,  grazu  mus  Lietuvoj..." 
0  teviske!  kaip  mielas  krastas, 

Kurio  taip  netekau  umai,  - 

To  neisreiks  ne  vienas  rastas, 

Jdi  pasakys  vieni  jausmai... 
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Venclova  Tomas  (born  1937) 


Tomas  Venclova  began  publishing  poems  while  still  in  his  teens.  On  graduating 
Vilnius  University,  he  stayed  on  to  teach  there.  Because  of  his  outspoken  membership  in 
Lithuanian  Helsinki  Group,  which  monitored  Soviet  violations  of  human  rights  in  Lithuania, 
Venclova  was  threatened  with  a  number  of  sanctions,  but  finally  was  allowed  to  emigrate.  He 
has  settled  in  the  United  States  and  is  currently  teaching  at  Yale.  Venclova's  spirited  re- 
engagement  with  the  modes  and  subjects  of  a  cosmopolitan  classical  tradition  has  influenced 
a  substantial  generation  of  Lithuanian  poets.  His  dry  witty  style  is  marked  by  a  highly 
controlled  irony  that  holds  out  an  effective  resilience  against  the  bleak  eventuality  of  his 
appraisals. 
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Poetas,  vertejas,  literaturos  tyrinetojas  ir  publicistas  Tomas  Venclova  gime 
Klaipedoje.  Dar  budamas  paauglys  jau  pradejo  spausdinti  eilerascius.  Baige  Vilniaus 
universiteto  lituanistikos  fakultet^  dirbo  istorijos  institute,  deste  Vilniaus  universitete.  Buvo 
Lietuvos  Helsinkio  grupes,  kovojusios  uz  zmogaus  teises,  narys,  emigravo  [  JAV,  dirba 
Yale'io  universitete.  Pagal  paties  Venclovos  pateikt^  poezijos  tyrinejimuose  taikom^ 
tipologij^  jo  poezija  priklauso  disciplinuotos  poezijos  tipui.  Poetas  zavisi  realybes  formomis, 
jam  poezija  -  pasaulio  issakymas,  chaotiskiems  jo  pavidalams  suteikiantis  form^. 
Paskutiniiyn  Venclovos  rinkiniij  pagrindine  asis  -  tremties  motyvas  ir  su  juo  susijusi 
istustejusio  pasaulio  tema. 
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DIALOGUE  IN  WINTER 


Step  into  this  landscape.  It  is  still  dark. 

On  the  far  side  of  the  dunes  drones  the  empty  road. 

The  continent  wars  with  the  seas  - 

It  is  invisible,  but  brimming  with  voices. 

A  traveler  or  an  angel  left 

This  light  snow-dusted  track, 

And  the  shore's  reflection  in  the  black  window 

Reminds  us  of  the  sterile  Antarctic. 

The  deep  sea  still  foams,  is  not  yet  frozen. 

The  sands  have  blown  for  more  than  just  a  mile. 

Here  the  bridge  becomes  distinct,  here  obscure 

As  the  severe  cavity  of  winter  grows  and  spreads. 

There  are  no  telegrams,  no  letters. 

Only  photographs.  The  transistor  doesn't  work. 

It  is  as  if  a  candle,  dripping  wax. 

Stamped  and  sealed  this  dangerous  time. 

How  damp  the  air,  how  steep  the  rock. 

How  powerful  the  roentgen  of  daybreak! 

Straining  your  eyes  you  can  see  how  the  walls  clear. 

The  church  tower,  and  the  figure  of  a  man. 

Only  the  foggy  contours  of  trees  stand  out 

Against  the  white  background.  Through  the  bark. 

Even  shut-eyed,  you  can  almost  see 

The  last,  narrow  resistant  ring. 

"That  habit  tires  the  eyes. 

After  an  hour,  it's  not  hard  to  get  lost." 

"Prophecy  does  not  waste  its  whispers  on  us." 

The  hoarfrost-covered  axis  tilts. 

And  it  seems  that  at  the  edge  of  the  horizon. 

Where  ships  blacken  and  sound  stiffens. 

In  the  sluggish  ocean  sky 
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PASNEKESYS  ZIEM^V 


[zenk  i  si  peizaz^.  Dar  tamsu. 

Anapus  kopngaudzia  tuscias  plentas. 

Su  juromis  kariauja  kontinentas  - 

Nematomas,  bet  sklidinas  balsLi. 

Praeivis  arba  angelas  sniege 

Paliko  lengv^uzpustyt^bryd?, 

Ir  kranto  atspindys  juosvam  lange 

Mums  primena  bevais?  Antarktid?. 

Putoja  neuzsalus  pragarme. 

Jau  nebe  pirm^  myli^  rieda  smiltys. 

Cia  paryskeja,  cia  isnyksta  tiltas, 

Ir  plinta  atsiauri  ziemos  ertme. 

Nera  nei  telegram^,  nei  laiskL[, 

Tik  nuotarukos.  Tranzistorius  neveikia. 

Sakytum,  zvake,  lasanti  vasku, 

Uzantspaudavo  pavojing^laik^. 

Koks  dregnas  oras,  koks  skardus  akmuo, 

Koks  visagalis  parycio  rentgenas! 

[tempus  zvilgsni,  praskaidreja  sienos, 

Baznycios  bokstas  ir  zmogaus  liemuo. 

Baltam  fone  issiskiria  tiktai 

Migloti  medziii  konturai.  Pro  ziev?. 

Net  uzsimerk^s  tu  beveik  matai, 

Atspari^,  siaur^paskutin?  riev?. 

„Tas  [protis  isvargina  akis, 
Po  valandeles  nesunku  suklysti". 
„Ne  apie  mus  byloja  pranasyste". 

Pakrypsta  apsarmojusi  asis 

Ir,  rodos,  horizonto  riboje, 
Kur  juoduoja  laivai  ir  stingsta  garsas, 

Nejudriame  pajurio  danguje 
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Flare  the  planets  Jupiter  and  Mars. 

The  emptiness  spreads  to  the  Atlantic. 

The  fields  are  bare  -  like  unlocked  halls. 

February  hides  beneath  January's  layers, 

The  plains  cower  from  the  wet  wind. 

Beyond  the  seas,  mountains  bare  themselves. 

In  the  depths  the  dissolving  snowdrift 

Dwindles  and  blackens.  "And  what  is  that?" 

"Again,  river  mouths,  bays,  and  harbors." 

Beneath  the  heavy  net  of  clouds 

Cramped  clearings  glitter  like  fish. 

"Do  you  remember  what  the  stars  said?" 

"This  century  rolls  into  being  without  signs. 

That's  the  fact."  "Death's  attraction 

Fetters  man,  plant,  and  thing. 

That's  why  grains  sprout  and  offerings  burn. 

And  that's  why  I  think  not  everything  is  finished." 

"Where  is  the  witness?  I  don't  understand. 

Who  divides  the  truth  from  the  lies: 

Perhaps  the  two  of  us  are  alone  in  the  world." 

"And  it  seems  to  me  you  are  the  only  one  " 

"And  the  third  speaker?  You  say 

No  one  hears  this  discussion?" 

"There  is  heaven  and  the  snow-covered  fields. 

And  sometimes  the  voice  outlives  the  heart." 

Midday  darkens  the  trees. 

In  broad  daylight,  you  are  conscious  only 

Of  small  things,  scratched  from  nothing  an  hour  ago. 

Which  stand  in  place  of  the  words: 

A  broken  chip  of  an  ice  chunk, 

A  skeleton  of  branches,  a  crumbled  brickhouse 

Near  the  bend  in  the  road...  Later  -  stillness 

On  this  side  of  the  sea,  and  on  the  other  side  of  the  sea. 

Translated  by:  Jonas  Zdanys 


[sidega  Jupiteris  ir  Marsas. 

Ligi  Atlanto  plyti  tustuma. 

Dyki  laukai  -  lyg  atrakintos  sales. 

Po  sausio  sluoksniu  slepiasi  vasaris, 

Nuo  slapio  vejo  guzias  lyguma. 

Uz  mariii  apsinuogina  kalnai, 

Duburyje  suslugsta  ir  pajuosta 

Aptirpusi  pusnis.  „0  kas  tenai?" 

„Vel  upiL[  ziotys,  [lankos  ir  uostai". 

Po  sunkiasvorio  debesio  tinklu 

Tarytum  zuvys  blizga  ankstos  aikstes. 

„Ar  tu  atsimeni,  k^sake  zvaigzdes?" 

„Sis  amzius  issivercia  be  zenklL[," 

Tera  statistika".  „Mirties  trauka 

Sukausto  zmogn,  augal^  ir  daikt^, 

Taciau  sudygsta  grudas  ir  auka, 

Ir  stai  tada,  manau,  ne  viskas  baigta". 

„Kur  liudininkas?  As  nesuprantu, 
Kas  perskiria  tikrov^  ir  apgaul^: 
Gal  mudu  esame  vieni  pasauly". 

„0  man  atrodo,  kad  esi  tik  tu". 
„0  trecias  pasnekovas?  Tu  sakai, 
Kad  niekas  sito  pokalbio  negirdi?" 

„Yra  dangus  ir  apsnigti  laukai, 
0  balsas  kartais  pergyvena  sirdi". 

Vidurdienis  patamsina  medzius. 

Visai  prasvitus,  s^moneje  lieka 

Pries  valandel?  sutverti  is  nieko 

Lengvi  daiktai,  atstojantys  zodzius: 

Suduzusi  ledoksnio  atskala, 

SakL[  skeletas,  istrupej^s  muras 
Ties  gatves  posukiu...Paskui  -  tyla 

Ir  siapus  juros,  ir  anapus  juros. 
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Vaiciunaite  Judita  (1937  -  2001) 


Born  into  a  doctor's  family  in  Kaunas,  in  1959  she  graduated  from  the  department  of 
history  and  philology  at  Vilnius  University.  In  Vaiciunaite's  poetry  self-analysis  proceeds 
against  the  background  of  modern  city  life  and  cultural  myths,  the  poems  are  built  upon  the 
swift  dynamic  of  changing  emotions,  and  descriptive  and  musical  elements  are  combined  in  a 
novel  way.  Vaiciunaite's  poetry  is  impressionistic  and  visual;  many  of  her  poems  describe 
both  the  physical  and  spiritual  architecture  of  Vilnius's  medieval  Old  City.  It  is  precisely 
because  of  the  care  Vaiciunaite  takes  in  absorbing  the  city  -  it's  architecture,  it's  inhabitants, 
history,  and  character  -  into  her  poetry,  that  she  has  been  termed  Lithuania's  only  distinctly 
city  poet.  The  images  and  very  stuff  of  her  poetry  stands  in  direct  contrast  with  the  bulk  of 
Lithuanian  poetry,  which  centers  itself  around  a  rural  setting  and  rural  sensibilities. 
Vaiciunaite  is  also  most  closely  associated  with  the  romantic  revival  in  Lithuanian  poetry  and 
writes  poems  which  often  center  on  themes  related  to  women.  Judita  Vaiciunaite  is  considered 
one  of  the  leading  female  voices  in  Lithuanian  poetry. 
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Poete  Judita  Vaiciunaite  gime  Kaune,  gydytojo  seimoje.  1959  m.  ji  baige  lituanistikos 
studijas  Vilniaus  universitete.  Poete  apdovanota  Baltijos  asamblejos  premija.  Vaciunaite 
viena  is  pirmiyn  Lietuvos  poetn  naturaliai  prieme  miesto  kulturos  pasauli.  Jos  eilerasciuose 
labai  svarbus  muzikinis  pradas  bei  muzikos  ir  dailes  kuriniij  sukelti  [spudziai.  Zvelgiant  [ 
poetes  kuryb^  galima  suprasti,  kad  miesto  pasaulis  gali  buti  toks  pats  jaukus  ir  poetiskas,  kaip 
kitiems  poetams  kaimo  pasaulis.  Vaiciunaite  pastebi  groz[  ir  kasdienybeje,  ir  banaliose 
buitinese  smulkmenose.  Jos  eilerasciuose  tiksliai  nusakytos  detales,  [vardinti  daiktai,  aplinka 
ir  augalai.  Galima  pasakyti,  kad  didele  dalis  eilerasciij  yra  tarsi  aistringas,  pasiaukojancios  ir 
isdidzios  moters  monologas.  Poetes  kuryba  labai  vientisa  nuo  pirmiyn  iki  paskutinin  rinkinin. 
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THE  CAFE  WITH  PIGEONS 


By  the  railroad  tracks  and  the  market, 

by  the  trolleybus  stop  under  snow 

I  still  found  the  cafe  with  pigeons  - 

old  women  and  gypsies  gather  there, 

there  I  heard  the  pigeons'  coo 

and  the  morning  rustle  of  their  frosted  wings, 

there  I  picked  up 

a  snow  feather 

from  the  dirty  stone  floor 

and  took  my  bag, 

and,  with  a  torn  heart 

glanced  swam  into  the  distance, 

through  the  crossroad's  fading  stars, 

February  clouds... 

Translated  by:  Laima  Smoginis 


KAVINE  SU  BALANDZIAIS 


Prie  gelezinkelio  irturgaus, 

prie  troleibusLi  apsnigtos  stoteles 

dar  suradau  kavin^  su  balandziais  - 

ten  renkasi  senutes  ir  cigones, 

ten  isgirdau  balandziL[ulbavim^ 

ir  apsarmojusiii  sparnn  rytini  snaresi, 

ten  sniego  plunksn^ 

nuo  akmeniniL[  purvinL[  grinds 

pakeliau 

ir  krepsipaemiau, 

ir,  plystantsirdziai, 

pro  lang^pazvelgiau- 

[toliplaukedebesys, 

per  kryzgatvin  zvaigzdynus 

vasario  skaidrus  debesys... 
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Spanish  Literature 


Overview 

The  XIX  Century  inherits  and  consoUdates  the  tradition  of  the  XVIII  century  the 
EnUghtment  century.  All  the  selected  authors  are  heirs  of  that  intellectual  movement  which 
generated  institutions  and  an  increasing  interest  for  cultural  and  humanistic  issues.  Let's 
remember  that  it's  during  the  XVIII  century  when  it  was  founded  the  Language  Real 
Academy  by  Marquis  of  Villena. 

This  poetic  selection  consists  of  one  -  or  several  -  poems,  preceded  of  a  brief 
biographical  review  of  the  author. 

[Index] 

Introduccion 


El  siglo  XIX  hereda  y  consolida  la  tradicion  del  XVIII,  el  siglo  de  la  Ilustracion. 
Todos  los  autores  seleccionados  son  herederos  de  aquel  movimiento  intelectual  que  genera 
instituciones  y  un  interes  creciente  por  los  temas  culturales  y  humanisticos.  Recordemos  que 
es  en  el  siglo  XVIII  cuando  nace  la  Real  Academia  de  la  Lengua  de  la  mano  del  Marques  de 
Villena. 

Esta  seleccion  poetica  consta  de  uno  -  o  varios  -  poemas,  precedidos  de  una  breve 
resena  biografica  del  autor. 
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Spanish  Poets 
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Agustin  Garcia  Calvo 

Alfonsina  Storni 

Amado  Nervo 

Antonio  Machado 

Bias  de  Otero 

Carlos  Castro  Saavedra 

Celso  Emilio  Ferreiro 

Cesar  Valleio 

Damaso  Alonso 

Delmira  Agustini 

Dionisio  Ridruejo 

Emilio  Prados 

Federico  Garcia  Lorca 

Francisco  A.  de  Icaza 

Gabriel  Celaya 

Gabriela  Mistral 

Gerardo  Diego 

Guillermo  Valencia 

Gustavo  Adolfo  Becquer 

Idea  Vilarino 

Jorge  Enrique  Adoum 

Jorge  Guillen 

Jose  de  Espronceda 

Jose  Hierro 

Jose  Marti 

Jose  Santos  Chocano 

Juan  Eugenio  Hartzenbusch 


Juan  Ramon  Jimenez 

Juana  de  Ibarbourou 

Julio  Herrera  y  Reissig 

Leon  Felipe 

Leopoldo  Lugones 

Luis  Alfonso  Diez 

Luis  Cernuda 

Manuel  Altolaguirre 

Manuel  Jose  Othon 

Manuel  Machado 

Miguel  De  Unamuno 

Miguel  Hernandez 

Nicanor  Parra 

Nicolas  Guillen 

Pablo  Neruda 

Pedro  Salinas 

Rafael  Alberti 

Ramon  M^  del  Valle  -  Inclan 

Roberto  Fernandez  Retamar 

Roque  Dalton 

Rosalia  de  Castro 

Ruben  Dario 

Salvador  Diaz  Miron 

Salvador  Rueda 

Vicente  Aleixandre  y  Merlo 
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Jose  de  Espronceda  (1808  -  1842) 


He  was  born  during  a  trip  in  Almendralejo,  (Badajoz),  in  1808.  He  was  son  of  a 
cavalry  colonel,  who  fought  against  the  French  in  the  War  of  Independence.  He  studied  in  St. 
Mateo  school  of  Madrid.  He  founded  a  secret  society  to  fight  against  absolutism.  When 
discovered,  he  was  shut  in  a  convent.  He  took  active  part  in  policy  as  deputy  in  the 
parliament.  He  died  of  diphtheria,  at  33  years  old,  in  1842.  His  life  is  full  of  adventures, 
political  passions  and  a  flaming  and  accurate  lyrical  poetry. 

[Index]  [Spanish  Poets] 


Nace  en  el  curso  de  un  viaje,  en  un  pueblo  extremeno,  Almendralejo,  (Badajoz),  en 
1808.  Hijo  de  un  coronel  de  caballeria  que  lucho  contra  los  franceses  en  la  guerra  de  la 
Independencia,  estudio  en  el  colegio  San  Mateo  de  Madrid.  Fundo  una  sociedad  secreta  para 
luchar  contra  el  absolutismo.  Descubierto,  fue  recluido  en  un  convento.  Intervino  activamente 
en  politica,  fue  diputado.  Muere  de  difteria,  a  los  33  anos,  en  1842.  Su  vida  esta  llena  de 
aventuras,  pasiones  politicas  y  de  una  poesia  lirica  encendida  y  certera. 
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The  Pirate's  Song 

The  breeze  fair  aft,  all  sails  on  high, 

Ten  guns  on  each  side  mounted  seen. 

She  does  not  cut  the  sea,  but  fly, 

A  swiftly  sailing  brigantine; 

A  pirate  bark,  the  "Dreaded"  named. 

For  her  surpassing  boldness  famed. 

On  every  sea  well-known  and  shore. 

From  side  to  side  their  boundaries  o'er. 

The  moon  in  streaks  the  waves  illumes 

Hoarse  groans  the  wind  the  rigging  through; 

In  gentle  motion  raised  assumes 

The  sea  a  silvery  shade  with  blue; 

Whilst  singing  gaily  on  the  poop 

The  pirate  Captain,  in  a  group. 

Sees  Europe  here,  there  Asia  lies. 

And  Stamboul  in  the  front  arise. 

"Sail  on,  my  swift  one! 

nothing  fear; 

Nor  calm,  nor  storm, 

nor  foeman's  force. 

Shall  make  thee  yield  in  thy  career 

Or  turn  thee  from  thy  course. 

Despite  the  English  cruisers  fleet 

We  have  full  twenty  prizes  made; 

And  see  their  flags  beneath  my  feet 

A  hundred  nations  laid. 

My  treasure  is  my  gallant  bark, 

My  only  God  is  liberty; 

My  law  is  might,  the  wind  my  mark. 

My  country  is  the  sea. 


Cancion  del  Pirata 

Con  diez  cahones  por  banda, 

viento  en  popa  a  toda  vela, 

no  corta  el  mar,  sino  vuela 

un  velero  bergantin: 

Bajel  pirata  que  llaman 

por  su  bravura  el  Temido, 

en  todo  mar  conocido 

del  unoalotroconfin. 

La  luna  en  el  mar  riela, 

en  la  lona  gime  el  viento, 

y  alza  en  bianco  movimiento 

olas  de  plata  y  azul. 

Y  ve  el  capitan  pirata, 

cantando  alegre  en  la  popa, 

Asia  a  un  lado,  al  otro  Europa 

y  alia  a  su  frente  Estambul . 

"  Navega  velero  mio, 

sin  temor, 

que  ni  enemigo  navio, 

ni  tormenta  ni  bonanza 

tu  rumbo  a  torcer  alcanza, 

ni  a  sujetar  tu  valor. 

"  Veinte  presas 
hemes  hecho 

a  despecho 

del  ingles, 
y  han  rendido 
sus  pendones 
cien  naciones 

a  mis  pies. 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


485 


"There  blindly  kings  fierce  wars  maintain, 

For  palms  of  land,  when  here  I  hold 

As  mine,  whose  power  no  laws  restrain, 

Whate'er  the  seas  infold. 

Nor  is  there  shore  around  whate'er. 

Or  banner  proud,  but  of  my  might 

Is  taught  the  valorous  proofs  to  bear. 

And  made  to  feel  my  right. 

My  treasure  is  my  gallant  bark, 

My  only  God  is  liberty; 

My  law  is  might,  the  wind  my  mark. 

My  country  is  the  sea. 

"Look  when  a  ship  our  signals  ring. 

Full  sail  to  fly  how  quick  she's  veered! 

For  of  the  sea  I  am  the  king. 

My  fury's  to  be  feared; 

But  equally  with  all  I  share 

Whate'er  the  wealth  we  take  supplies; 

I  only  seek  the  matchless  fair. 

My  portion  of  the  prize. 

My  treasure  is  my  gallant  bark. 

My  only  God  is  liberty; 

My  law  is  might,  the  wind  my  mark. 

My  country  is  the  sea. 
"I  am  condemned  to  die  !— I  laugh; 

For,  if  my  fates  are  kindly  sped. 

My  doomer  from  his  own  ship's  staff 

Perhaps  I'll  hang  instead. 

And  if  I  fall,  why  what  is  life? 

For  lost  I  gave  it  then  as  due. 

When  from  slavery's  yoke  in  strife 

A  rover!  I  withdrew. 

My  treasure  is  my  gallant  bark; 

My  only  God  is  liberty; 

My  law  is  might,  the  wind  my  mark. 

My  country  is  the  sea. 

"My  music  is  the  Northwind's  roar; 

The  bellowings  of  the  Black  Sea's  shore. 


"Que  es  mi  barco  mi  tesoro, 

que  es  mi  Dies  la  libertad, 

mi  ley  la  fuerza  y  el  viento 

mi  unica  patria  la  mar 

"  Alia  muevan  feroz  guerra 

ciegos  reyes 
por  un  palmo  mas  de  tierra: 

que  yo  tengo  aqui  por  mio 
cuanto  abarca  el  mar  bravio, 
a  quien  nadie  impuso  leyes. 

Y  no  hay  playa, 
sea  cualquiera, 

ni  bandera 
de  esplendor, 
que  no  sienta 

mi  derecho 

y  de  pecho 

a  mi  valor. 

"  Que  es  mi  barco  mi  tesoro, 

que  es  mi  Dies  la  libertad, 

mi  ley  la  fuerza  y  el  viento, 

mi  unica  patria  la  mar 

"  Alavozde"ibarcoviene!" 

es  de  ver 

como  vira  y  se  previene 

a  todo  trapo  a  escapar: 

Que  yo  soy  el  rey  del  mar, 
y  mi  furia  es  de  temer. 

"  En  las  presas 

yo  divide 

lo  cogido 

porigual: 

Solo  quiero 
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And  rolling  of  my  guns. 

And  as  the  thunders  loudly  sound, 

And  furious  the  tempests  rave, 

I  calmly  rest  in  sleep  profound. 

So  rocked  upon  the  wave. 

My  treasure  is  my  gallant  bark, 

My  only  God  is  liberty; 

My  law  is  might,  the  wind  my  mark. 

My  country  is  the  sea " 

Translated  by:  unknown 
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por  riqueza 
la  belleza 
sin  rival. 

"  Que  es  mi  barco  mi  tesoro 

que  es  mi  Dies  la  libertad 

mi  ley  la  fuerza  y  el  viento 

mi  unica  patria  la  mar 

'  jSentenciado  estoy  a  muerte! 

yo  me  rio: 

No  me  abandone  la  suerte, 

y  al  mismo  que  me  condena 

colgare  de  alguna  entena, 

quiza  en  su  propio  navio. 

"  Y  si  caigo, 

cQue  es  la  vida? 

Por  perdida 

yaladi, 

cuando  el  yugo 

del  esclavo, 

como  un  bravo, 

sacudi. 

"Que  es  mi  barco  mi  tesoro, 

que  es  mi  Dies  la  libertad, 

mi  ley  la  fuerza  y  el  viento, 

mi  unica  patria  la  mar 

Son  mi  musica  mejor 

aquilones; 

el  estrepito  y  temblor 

de  los  cables  sacudidos, 

del  negro  mar  los  bramidos 

y  el  rugir  de  mis  cahones. 

"  Y  del  trueno 
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al  son  violento 

y  del  viento 

al  rebramar, 
yo  me  duermo 

sosegado 
arrullado 

por  la  mar. 

"  Que  es  mi  barco  mi  tesoro, 

que  es  mi  Dies  ia  libertad, 

mi  ley  la  fuerza  y  el  viento, 

mi  unica  patria  la  mar. 
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Juan  Eugenio  Hartzenbusch  (1806-1880) 


He  was  born  in  Madrid,  1806.  He  was  son  of  a  German  cabinetmaker  and  an 
Andalusian  woman.  He  was  member  of  Language  Royal  Academy.  He  translated  works  of 
Moliere,  Voltaire  and  Dumas.  He  wrote  drama  plays  as  The  oath  of  Santa  Gadea  and  The 
Lovers  ofTeruel,  He  died  in  1880. 
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Nace  en  Madrid,  1806.  Hijo  de  un  ebanista  aleman  y  una  andaluza.  Fue  academico  de 
la  Real  Academia  de  la  Lengua.  Tradujo  obras  de  Moliere,  Voltaire  y  Dumas.  Escribe  obras 
dramaticas  como  La  jura  de  Santa  Gadea  y  Los  Amantes  de  Teruel.  Muere  en  1880. 
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To  each  time  each  thing 

Fable 

A  vixen  went  fleeing  up  a  hill 

from  a  mastiff  stuck  to  her  tail. 

Over  in  the  sky  flying 

a  lark  sees  her 

Which  in  the  air  was  chirping 

without  capsizing. 

-Listen!!  says  to  the  one  that  flees, 

my  sonorous  voice. 

For  music  we  go!,  the  vixen  said. 

Entertaining 

all  wants  somebody 

and  because  they're  not  on  time 

that  disturbs  them. 


Translated  by:  unknown 


A  su  tiempo  cada  cosa 

Fabula 

Una  zorra  iba  huyendo 

porunaloma 

de  un  mastin  que  llevaba 

casi  a  la  cola. 

Porencimavolando 

la  ve  una  alondra, 

que  en  el  aire  piaba 

muy  sin  zozobra. 

-  Oye,  dice  a  la  que  huye, 

mi  voz  sonora. 

i  Para  musica  vamos!, 

dijo  la  zorra. 
Divertir  quiere  a  todos 

cierta  persona, 

y  por  no  ser  a  tiempo 

los  incomoda. 
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Antonio  Machado  (1875  -  1939) 


"My  childhood  are  memories  of  a  courtyard  of  Seville".  He  was  born  in  Seville  in 
1875.  He  moved  to  Madrid  with  his  parents  and  brothers  and  he  studied  at  the  Institute  of  Free 
Teaching  .  In  1907  he  obtained  the  French  chair  at  the  Secondary  Institute  of  Soria.  He  was 
soon  moved  to  Baeza  and  to  Segovia  where  he  developed  an  intense  activity  of  popular 
culture.  He  was  an  elected  Member  of  the  Real  Academy  of  Language.  In  Madrid  he  has 
caught  by  surprise  by  the  Civil  War.  Partisan  of  the  Republic,  near  the  end  of  the  war,  he  went 
into  exile  in  France  in  a  small  hotel  of  Collioure,  where  the  poet  died  in  1939  "...  light  of 
luggage  /,  almost  naked,  like  the  sons  of  the  sea". 
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"Mi  infancia  son  recuerdos  de  un  patio  de  Sevilla".  En  Sevilla  nacio  en  1875.  Con  sus 
padres  y  hermanos  se  traslada  a  Madrid  y  estudia  en  la  Institucion  Libre  de  Ensefianza..  En 
1907  obtiene  la  catedra  de  frances  en  el  Instituto  de  Soria.  Se  traslada  a  Baeza  y  luego  a 
Segovia  en  donde  desarrolla  una  intensa  actividad  de  cultura  popular  .  Es  elegido  miembro  de 
la  Real  Academia  de  la  Lengua.  En  Madrid  le  sorprende  la  Guerra  Civil  .  Partidario  de  la 
Republica  ,  cerca  del  final  ,  se  refugia  en  Francia  en  un  hotelito  de  Collioure,  donde  muere  el 
poeta  en  1939  "...ligero  de  equipaje  / casi  desnudo,  como  los  hijos  del  mar'\ 
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On  solitudes 

Daydreams  have  endlessly  turning 

paths  going  over  the  bitter 

earth,  winding  roads, 

parks  flowering,  in  darkness  and  in  silence; 

deep  vaults,  ladders  against  the  stars; 

scenes  of  hopes  and  memories. 
Tiny  figures  that  walk  past  and  smile 
—sad  playthings  for  an  old  man—; 

friends  we  think  we  can  see 
at  the  flowery  turn  in  the  road 

and  imaginary  creatures 
that  show  us  roads...  far  off... 


De  las  soledades 

Sobre  la  tierra  amarga, 

caminos  tiene  el  sueho 

laberinticos,  sendas  tortuosas, 

parques  en  flor  y  en  sombra  y  en  silencio; 

criptas  hondas,  escalas  sobre  estrellas; 
rotables  de  esperanzas  y  recuerdos. 

Figurillas  que  pasan  y  sonrien 
— juguetes  melancolicos  de  viejo— ; 

imagenes  amigas, 

a  la  vuelta  florida  del  sendero, 

y  quimeras  rosadas 

quehacencamino...  lejos.. 


Translated  by:  Robert  Bly 
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Manuel  Altolaguirre  (1906  -  1959 


He  was  born  in  Malaga,  in  1905,  he  was  the  youngest  child  belonging  to  the  poetic 
group  of  the  27.  He  married  to  the  poetess  Concha  Mendez,  with  whom  he  published  essential 
poetry  books  in  the  "Hero"  collection.  Since  the  Spanish  Civil  War  he  lived  in  Cuba  and 
Mexico,  where  he  became  scriptwriter,  producer  and  cinema  director.  He  returned  to  Spain  in 
1959,  but  he  died  in  a  car  accident. 
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Nace  en  Malaga  en  1905,  es  el  benjamin  del  grupo  poetico  del  27. Se  caso  con  la 
poetisa  Concha  Mendez,  con  la  cual  edito  libros  fundamentales  de  poesia  en  la  coleccion 
"Heroe".  Desde  la  guerra  vivio  en  Cuba  y  en  Mexico,  donde  fue  guionista,  productor  y 
director  de  cine.  Regresa  a  Espana  en  1959,  pero  muere  en  un  accidente  de  automovil.  Obras: 
Las  islas  invitadas,  Fin  de  un  amor,  Poemas  de  America,  Soledades  juntas,  etc. 
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I  only  know  I'm  in  my  inner  self 

I  know  only  I  am  in  myself 

and  I  will  k  never  know  who  I  am, 

neither  I  know  where  I  go 

neither  till  when  I  will  be  here. 

Dressed  with  life  or  death 

or  dressed  without  dying, 

on  the  walls  of  this  huge  castle 

of  my  living 

or  free  by  the  sepulchral  confines 

of  the  skies, 

tearing  off  grey  veils, 

ignorant  of  my  aims 

I  do  not  know  which  jail  waits 

neither  the  liberty  I  desire, 

neither  which  dream  will  the  river 

of  my  life  give  when  I  die. 


Translated  by:  unknown 


Solo  se  que  estoy  en  mi 

Solo  se  que  estoy  en  mi 

y  nunca  sabre  quien  soy, 

tampoco  se  adonde  voy 

ni  hasta  cuando  estare  aqui. 

Vestido  con  vida  o  muerte 

0  vestido  sin  morir, 
en  los  muros  de  este  fuerte 

Castillo  de  mi  vivir, 

0  libre  por  los  confines 
sepulcrales  de  los  cielos, 
desgarrando  grises  velos, 

ignorante  de  mis  fines, 

no  se  que  carcel  espera 

ni  la  libertad  que  ansio, 

ni  a  que  sueho  dara  el  rio 

de  mi  vida  cuando  muera. 
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Emilio  Prados  (1899  -  1962  ) 


Emilio  Prados  was  born  in  Malaga  in  1899.  Both  him  and  Altolaguirre  published  the 
magazine  ''LitoraV  and  essential  books  of  the  group  of  the  27.  During  the  Republic  he  joined 
to  the  revolutionary  tasks  of  intellectuals.  He  participated  in  the  Defense  of  Madrid.  Since 
1939  he  lived  in  Mexico,  exiled,  where  he  died  in  1962.  His  poetic  beginnings  are  influenced 
by  J.  R.  Jimenez.  He  had  a  surrealistic  stage  followed  up  by  a  brief  stage  of  political  and  exile 
poetry. 
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Nace  Emilio  Prados  en  Malaga  en  1899.  Con  Altolaguirre  edita  la  revista  "  Litoral"  y 
libros  fundamentals  del  grupo  del  27.  Durante  la  Republica  se  suma  alas  tareas  de 
intelectuales  revolucionarios.  Participa  en  la  defensa  de  Madrid.  Desde  1939  vive  en  Mexico, 
en  el  exilio,  donde  murio  en  1962.Sus  comienzos  poeticos  estan  marcados  por  la  influencia  de 
J.R.Jimenez..  Tiene  una  etapa  surrealista,  le  sigue  una  breve  etapa  de  poesia  politica  y  el 
exilio. 
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Besieged  city 


Ciudad  sitiada 


Romance  of  the  defense  of  madrid         Romance  de  la  defensa  de  Madrid 


Among  cannons  I  look  at  myself, 

among  cannons  I  move: 

Castles  of  my  reason 

and  borders  of  my  dream, 

c  where  entrails  begins 

and  where  finishes  the  wind? 

I  do  not  have  pulse  in  my  veins, 

but  buzzes  of  thunder, 

whirlwinds  that  pull  me  out 

to  the  jungles  of  my  nerves; 

crowds  that  push  me, 

eyes  that  burn  my  fire, 

puffs  of  victory, 

hymns  of  blood  and  steel, 

birds  that  fight  me 

and  raise  my  forehead  to  their  sky 

and  burning  they  leave  the  clouds 

and  trembling  my  ground. 

There  they  go!  Heavy  masses 

cross  my  veins  of  iron; 

all  my  firmness  awaits 

taken  cover  in  my  bones. 

Comrades  of  the  present, 

ghosts  of  my  memories, 

hopes  of  my  hands 

and  homesickness  of  my  games: 

All  standing  to  defend  me, 

that  my  life  is  under  siege; 

that  the  truth  is  besieged 

threatened  in  my  chest! 

Quickly  the  barricades  at  staring, 

that  the  heart  is  burning! 

They  should  not  put  out 


Entre  cahones  me  miro, 
entre  cahones  me  muevo: 

castillos  de  mi  razon 
y  fronteras  de  mi  sueho, 

c  donde  comienza  la  entraha 
y  donde  tormina  el  viento? 

No  tengo  pulso  en  mis  venas, 
sino  zumbidos  de  trueno, 

torbellinos  que  me  arrastran 

por  las  selvas  de  mis  nervios; 

multitudes  que  me  empujan, 
ojos  que  queman  mi  fuego, 

bocanadas  de  victoria, 
himnos  de  sangre  y  acero, 
pajaros  que  me  combaten 
y  alzan  mi  frente  a  su  cielo 
y  ardiendo  dejan  las  nubes 
y  tembloroso  mi  suelo. 
jAllavan!  Posadas  moles 

cruzan  mis  venas  de  hierro; 

toda  mi  firmeza  aguarda 

parapetada  en  mis  huesos. 

Compaheros  del  presente, 

fantasmas  de  mis  recuerdos, 
esperanzas  de  mis  manos 
y  nostalgias  de  mis  juegos: 

jTodos  en  pie  a  defenderme, 

que  esta  mi  vida  en  asedio; 

que  esta  la  verdad  sitiada 

amenazada  en  mi  pecho! 

i  Pronto,  en  pie  las  barricadas, 

que  el  corazon  esta  ardiendo! 
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black  shots  of  ice. 

Quickly!,  quickly,  my  blood, 

whirl  me  entirely! 

Raise  all  my  weapons; 

look  it  waits  in  its  centre, 

trembling,  a  mass  of  flames 

that  no  longer  fits  in  my  fence! 

Quickly,  to  the  arms,  my  blood, 

the  fire  covers  me  all ! 

Who  dare  to  threaten  it, 

coal  will  become  his  dream. 

Oh,  city,  city  besieged, 

city  of  my  own  chest, 

if  the  enemy  steps  on  you, 

first  I  should  see  myself  dead! 

Castles  of  my  reason 
and  borders  of  my  dream, 

my  city  is  besieged: 

Among  cannons  I  move. 

Where  do  you  begin,  Madrid, 

or  is,  Madrid,  my  body? 


Translated  by:  dabne 


No  han  de  llegar  a  apagarlo 

negros  disparos  de  hielo. 

i  Pronto,  de  prisa,  mi  sangre, 

arremoliname  entero! 

i  Levanta  todas  mis  armas; 

mira  que  aguarda  en  su  centre, 

temblando,  un  turbion  de  llamas 

que  ya  no  cabe  en  mi  cerco! 

i  Pronto,  a  las  armas,  mi  sangre, 

que  ya  me  rebosa  el  fuego! 

Quien  se  atreva  a  amenazarlo, 

tizon  se  le  hara  su  sueho. 

jAy ,  ciudad,  ciudad  sitiada, 
ciudad  de  mi  propio  pecho, 

si  te  pisa  el  enemigo, 
antes  he  de  verme  muerto! 

Castillos  de  mi  razon 

y  fronteras  de  mi  sueho, 

mi  ciudad  esta  sitiada: 

entre  cahones  me  muevo. 

c  Donde  comienzas,  Madrid, 

0  es,  Madrid,  que  eres  mi  cuerpo? 
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Miguel  Hernandez  (1910  -  1942) 


He  was  born  in  Orihuela  (Alicante)  in  1910.  With  a  farmer  origin  and  self  taught 
person,  his  poetry  derived  to  the  social  and  political  commitment.  With  the  Pedagogical 
Missions  he  went  across  small  towns  and  villages  of  the  Spanish  rural  land,  giving 
information  and  culture  to  the  most  underprivileged  and  excluded  people.  In  1942  at  31  years 
old,  he  died  in  the  prison  of  Alicante. 
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Nacio  en  Orihuela  en  1910.  De  origen  campesino  y  formacion  autodidacta,  su  poesia 
derivo  al  compromiso  social  y  politico.  Con  las  Misiones  Pedagogicas  recorrio  pueblos  y 
aldeas  del  campo  espanol,  llevando  informacion  y  cultura  a  los  mas  desfavorecidos.  En  1942, 
a  los  31  anos,  muere  en  la  carcel  de  Alicante. 
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Olive  Pickers 

Andalusian  of  Jaen, 

arrogant  olive  pickers, 

tell  me  with  the  hand  in  your  heart,  who, 

who  grew  up  the  olives? 

The  nothing  didn't  grow  them  up, 

neither  the  money,  nor  the  lord, 

but  the  quiet  land, 

the  work  and  sweat. 

United  to  pure  water 

and  to  the  united  planets, 

the  three  gave  the  beauty 

to  the  twisted  trunks. 

Raise  up!  You!  grey  olive, 

they  said  at  the  foot  of  the  wind. 

And  the  olive  raised  a  powerful  hand 

and  laid  its  foundation. 

Andalusian  of  Jaen, 

arrogant  olive  pickers, 

tell  me  with  your  heart,  who, 

who  breast-fed  the  olives? 

Your  blood,  your  life, 

not  that  of  the  exploiter 

who  was  enriched 

in  the  generous  wound  of  the  sweat. 

Not  that  of  the  landowner 

who  buried  you  in  the  poverty, 

who  stamped  on  your  front  head, 

who  reduced  your  head. 

Trees  to  which  you  consecrated 

with  eagerness  in  mid  day  of  the  day, 

you  are  the  beginning  of  a  loaf  of  bread 

only  by  other  eaten. 

How  many  centuries  of  olive  harvest, 

the  feet  and  hands  imprisoned 


Aceituneros 

Andaluces  de  Jaen, 

aceituneros  altivos, 

decidme  en  el  alma:  ^quien, 

quien  levanto  los  olivos? 

No  los  levanto  la  nada, 

ni  el  dinero,  ni  el  sehor, 

sino  la  tierra  callada, 

el  trabajo  y  el  sudor. 

Unidos  al  agua  pura 

y  a  los  planetas  unidos, 

los  tres  dieron  la  hermosura 

de  los  troncos  retorcidos. 

Levantate,  olivo  cano, 

dijeron  al  pie  del  viento. 

y  el  olivo  aizo  una  mano 

poderosa  de  cimiento. 

Andaluces  de  Jaen, 

aceituneros  altivos, 

decidme  en  el  alma:  <j,quien 

amamanto  los  olivos? 
Vuestra  sangre,  vuestra  vida, 

no  la  del  explotador 

que  se  enriquecio  en  la  herida 

generosa  del  sudor. 

No  la  del  terrateniente 

que  OS  sepulto  en  la  pobreza, 

que  OS  pisoteo  la  frente, 

que  OS  redujo  la  cabeza. 

Arboles  que  vuestro  afan 

consagro  al  centre  del  dia 

eres  principio  de  un  pan 

que  solo  el  otro  comia. 

i  Cuantos  siglos  de  aceituna, 

los  pies  y  las  manos  presos. 
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from  sun  to  sun  and  from  moon  to  moon, 

they  weigh  over  your  bones! 

Andalusianof  Jaen, 

arrogant  olive  pickers, 

my  soul  inquires:  Whose, 

whose  are  those  olives? 

Jaen,  raise  up  brave 

on  your  moon  stones, 

don't  become  slave 

with  all  your  olive  trees. 

Inside  the  transparency 

of  the  oil  and  its  fragrances, 

they  show  your  liberty 

the  liberty  of  your  hills. 


solasolylunaaluna, 

pesan  sobre  vuestros  huesosi 

Andaluces  de  Jaen, 

aceituneros  altivos, 

pregunta  mi  alma:  c  de  quien, 

de  quien  son  esos  olivos? 

Jaen,  levantate  brava 

sobre  tus  piedras  lunares, 

no  vayas  a  ser  esclava 

con  todos  tus  olivares. 

Dentro  de  la  claridad 

del  aceite  y  sus  aromas, 

indican  tu  libertad 
la  libertad  de  tus  lomas. 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Damaso  Alonso  (1898  -  1990) 


He  was  born  in  Madrid  in  1898.  He  was  a  disciple  and  collaborator  of  Menendez 
Pidal.  He  belonged  to  the  Generation  of  27.  He  taught  Spanish  Language  and  Literature  in 
German,  English  and  North  American  universities.  In  1933  he  won  the  chair  of  the 
University  of  Valencia.  After  the  war,  he  obtained  the  chair  of  Roman  Philology  in  Madrid. 
He  was  member  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Language  and  of  the  Academy  of  History.  He  died 
in  1990.  A  Lyrical  purity  characterizes  his  initial  work.  The  protest  tone  reaches  the  summit 
work  of  the  author  in  Children  of  the  wrath  (Hijos  de  la  ird),  to  which  the  poem  below 
belongs  to. 
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Nacio  en  Madrid  en  1898.  Fue  discipulo  y  colaborador  de  Menendez  Pidal.  Formo 
parte  de  la  Generacion  de  27.  Enseno  Lengua  y  Literatura  espanolas  en  universidades 
alemanas,  inglesas  y  norteamericanas.  En  1933  obtiene  la  catedra  de  la  Universidad  de 
Valencia.  Tras  la  guerra,  la  catedra  de  Filologia  romanica  en  Madrid.  Fue  miembro  de  la  Real 
Academia  de  la  Lengua  y  de  la  Academia  de  la  Historia.  Muere  en  1990.  Pureza  lirica 
caracteriza  su  obra  inicial.  El  tono  de  protesta  Uena  la  obra  cumbre  del  autor,  Hijos  de  la  ira,  a 
la  que  pertenece  el  poema. 
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The  Injustice 

From  what  abyss  you  emerge,  black  shadow? 

What  do  look  for? 

the  hillocks, 

as  green  lizards,  appear  in  the  valleys 

that  sink  among  fogs  in  the  infancy  of  the  world. 

And  they  nap,  open,  the  flocks, 

while  the  light  beats,  always  recently  created, 

while  blond  time  bends  mastiff  sleeps 

at  God's  gates. 

But  you  come,  murky  spot, 

kingdom  of  the  caverns,  galloping  in  the  north  wind, 

after  your  curved  pupils,  projected 

as  two  growing  meteors  of  the  dark  thing, 

flagellating  the  summits  with  hairs  of  snakes, 

whips  of  hail. 

You  arrive, 
devouring  hollowness  of  centuries  and  of  worlds, 

as  an  immense  tomb, 

pushed  by  furies  which  introduce  their  foreheads, 

hard  erect  goats,  without  ears,  without  eyes 

which  tenderness  ignore. 

If  from  the  abyss  you  arrive, 

dark  sun  of  blackness,  you  arrive  always, 

murky  wave,  without  end,  endless  flow, 

opposed  to  love,  when  she's  born 

in  the  first  day. 

You  blur  with  your  hand 

of  humid  night  the  tepid  glass 

where  blue  shows  the  transparent  childhood, 

when  barely 
happiness  was  tender,  the  light  performed  itself 


La  injusticia 


cDe  que  sima  te  yergues,  sombra  negra? 

cQue  buscas? 

Los  oteros, 

como  lagartos  verdes,  se  asoman  a  los  valles 

que  se  hunden  entre  nieblas  en  la  infancia  del  mundo. 

Y  sestean,  abiertos,  los  rebahos, 

mientras  la  luz  palpita,  siempre  recien  creada, 

mientras  se  comba  el  tiempo  rubio  mastin  que  duerme 

a  las  puertas  de  Dios. 

Pero  tu  vienes,  mancha  lobrega, 

reino  de  las  cavernas,  galopante  en  el  cierzo,  tras 

tus  corvas  pupilas,  proyectadas 

como  dos  meteoros  crecientes  de  lo  oscuro, 

cabalgando  en  las  rojas  melenas  del  ocaso, 

flagelando  las  cumbres 
con  cabellos  de  sierpes,  latigos  de  granizo. 

Llegas, 

oquedad  devorante  de  siglos  y  de  mundos, 

como  una  inmensa  tumba, 

empujada  por  furias  que  ahincan  sus  testuces, 

duros  chivos  erectos,  sin  oidos,  sin  ojos. 

quelaternezaignoran. 

Si,  del  abismo  llegas, 

hosco  sol  de  negruras,  llegas  siempre, 

onda  turbia,  sin  fin,  sin  fin  manante, 

contraria  del  amor,  cuando  el  nacida 

en  el  dia  primero. 

Tu  empahas  con  tu  mano 

de  humeda  noche  los  cristales  tibios 

donde  el  azul  se  asoma  la  nihez  transparente, 

cuando  apenas 
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the  first  green  flame 

of  the  murky  swamps. 


You  pile  hatred  in  the  wintry  pond 
of  the  heart  of  the  old  one, 

and  provoke  the  fright 

of  its  sad  pack  abandoned 

which  barks  furiously  in  the  bottom  of  the  forest. 
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era  tierna  la  dicha,  se  estrenaba  la  luz, 

y  pones  en  la  nitida  mirada 

la  primera  llama  verde 

de  los  turbios  pantanos. 

Tu  amontonas  el  odio  en  la  charca  inverniza 

del  corazon  del  viejo, 

y  azuzas  el  espanto 

de  su  triste  jauria  abandonada 

que  ladra  furibunda  en  el  hondon  del  bosque. 
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Rafael  Albert!  (1902  -  1999) 


He  was  born  in  Puerto  de  Santa  Maria  (Cadiz)  in  1902.  He  moved  to  Madrid  in  1917 
and  at  the  Residence  of  Students  he  met  writers  and  artists  He  won  the  National  prize  of 
Literature  in  1925  for  his  book  Sailor  in  land.  He  published  in  1929  "On  the  angels''.  In  1930 
he  was  married  to  the  also  writer  M^  Teresa  Leon.  When  Spanish  Civil  War  blow  he  took 
part  for  the  Popular  Front;  he  was  the  secretary  of  the  Alliance  of  Antifascist  Intellectuals,  and 
he  founded  the  magazine  the  Blue  Overall,  At  the  end  of  the  war  he  went  into  exile  to  France, 
Argentina,  Uruguay  and  Rome.  He  came  back  to  Spain  in  1977.  He  awarded  the  Cervantes 
Prize  in  1983. 
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Nacio  en  el  Puerto  de  Santa  Maria  en  1902.  Se  traslado  a  Madrid  en  1917  y  entro  en 
relacion  con  los  escritores  y  artistas  de  la  Residencia  de  Estudiantes.  Premio  Nacional  de 
Literatura  en  1925  por  su  libro  Mariner o  en  tierra.  Publica  en  1929  Sobre  los  dngeles.  En 
1930  se  casa  con  la  escritora  M^  Teresa  Leon  .  Al  estallar  la  Guerra  Civil  espanola  intervino  a 
favor  del  Frente  Popular  ;  secretario  de  la  Alianza  de  Intelectuales  Antifascistas,  fundo  la 
revista  El  Mono  Azul,  Al  fm  de  la  guerra  se  exilio  en  Francia,  Argentina,  Uruguay  y  Roma. 
Regresa  a  Espana  en  1977.  Fue  Premio  Cervantes  1983. 
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Baku 
(Caspian  Sea.  Black  sea) 

But  the  sea  ...High  dirty  sea  of  gasoline, 

of  petroleum  hidden  under  the  low  tide. 

Listen.  They  are  the  men,  without  shadow,  of  the  mine. 

The  land  requires  firing  its  voice  to  shout. 

Blind  sad  ghosts  of  fright  and  of  woods 
we  forget  that  they  were  born  to  split  and  to  explore. 

Listen.  Who  explodes  the  wells  and  kettles? 

Dead  of  thirst,  the  rains  emigrate  through  the  sea. 

But  the  air.  ..Such   air  which  was  so  high  a  day, 

between  oils  and  wheels  you  will  listen  them  agonize. 

Listen.  Who  goes  hidden  through  the  tubing? 

Also  the  sky  wants  through  sea  run  to  the  sea. 

For  the  living  bird  the  branches  died, 

the  grass  tried  to  birth  and  breathe. 

Who  dominates  the  centres  of  the  world  and  of  the  flames? 

The  men! 

And  the  petroleum  goes  from  a  sea  to  another  sea. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


[Index] 
Baku 
(Mar  Caspio.  Mar  Negro) 

Pero  el  mar  ...Alto  mar  sucio  de  gasolina, 

de  petroleo  escondido  bajo  la  bajamar. 

Escucha.  Son  los  hombres,  sin  sombra,  de  la  mina. 

La  tierra  exige  al  fuego  su  voz  para  gritar. 

Ciegos  fantasmas  tristes  de  espanto  y  de  maderas 
se  olvidan  que  nacieron  para  hender  y  explorar. 
Escucha.  cOulen  estalla  los  pozos  y  calderas? 
Muertas  de  sed,  las  lluvias  emigran  por  la  mar. 

Pero  el  aire...Aquel  aire  que  fue  tan  alto  un  dia, 
entre  aceites  y  ruedas  lo  oiras  agonizar. 
Escucha.  (j^Quien  oculto  va  por  la  tuberia? 

Tambien  el  cielo  quiere  por  el  mar  irse  al  mar. 

Para  el  pajaro  vivo  se  murieron  las  ramas, 

las  yerbas  intentaron  nacer  y  respirar. 

(i^Quien  domina  los  centres  del  mundo  y  de  las  llamas? 

jLos  hombres! 

Y  el  petroleo  va  de  un  mar  a  otro  mar. 
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Jose  Hierro  (1922-2002) 


He  was  born  in  Madrid  in  1922.  He  spent  his  childhood  and  youth  in  Santander,  where 
he  became  a  member  of  poetic  group  called  "Proel"  In  1947  he  published  his  two  first  books: 
Earth  without  us  and  Joy.  The  existential  pain  fills  its  verses:  With  stones,  with  the  wind 
(1950),  and  Quinta  of  the  42  (1952).  He  opened  to  the  pain  of  others  and  wrote  poems  that 
bordered  the  social  poetry,  without  diminishing  its  aesthetic  exigency,  and  neither  its  richness. 
Works:  Whatever  I  know  of  me  (1959),  Agenda,  (1991).  For  his  work  he  was  awarded  with 
the  Cervantes  Prize. 
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Nacio  en  Madrid  en  1922.  Pasa  su  infancia  y  juventud  en  Santander,  donde  forma 
parte  del  grupo  poetico  "  Proel".  En  1947  publica  sus  dos  primeros  libros:  Tierra  sin  nosotros 
y  alegria.  El  dolor  existencial  llena  sus  versos.  Con  las  piedras,  con  el  viento  (1950)  y  Quinta 
del  42  (1952  ).  Se  abre  al  dolor  de  los  demas  y  escribe  poemas  que  lindan  con  la  poesia  social, 
sin  disminuir  su  exigencia  estetica,  ni  su  riqueza.  Obras:  Cuanto  se  de  mi  (1959),  Agenda, 
(1991).  Por  su  obra  recibio  el  Premio  Cervantes. 
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Lamentation 

We  have  had  so  many  things  to  say, 
and  they  were  not  told! 

Prodigious  young  words 

to  injure  the  old  ears. 

Marvellous  melodies, 

unpublished  songs. 

We  have  all  together  sung 

and  we've  cried  in  silence. 

We  learned  very  tough  science 

at  the  cost  of  our  own  dreams. 

We  have  had  so  many  things 

to  say,  and  they  were  not  told! 

We  have  saved  so  happy 

somber  premonitionsj 
We  have  loved  each  stem, 

each  cold  rag  of  winter, 

each  drop  of  early  morning 

with  so  crazy  avidity,  knowing 

that  we  were  meat  of  a  fable 

that  someone  lived  in  the  mystery! 

So  beautiful  songs! 

So  ardent  gusts  that  wounded  us. 

Music  of  interior  stars 

that  were  born  in  our  kingdom. 

Flutes  played,  in  the  afternoon, 

by  the  vague  hands  of  the  dream. 

And  so  many  clean  beauties 

as  fell! 

And  to  rotate  without  end  in  the  dawn 

with  the  dark  word  inside, 

with  the  to  sing  to  flower  of  life 

ignoring  the  remote  term. 


Lamentacion 

i  Memos  tenido  tantas  cosas 
quedecir,  y  nosedijeron! 

Prodigiosas  palabras  jovenes 

para  herir  los  oidos  viejos. 

Maravillosas  melodias, 

cantos  ineditos. 

Memos  cantado  todos  juntos 

y  hemes  llorado  en  el  silencio. 

Aprendimos  muy  dura  ciencia 

a  costa  de  los  propios  suehos. 

i Memos  tenido  tantas  cosas 

quedecir,  y  nosedijeron! 

i  Memos  salvado  tan  alegres 

los  sombrios  presentimientos  \ 

Memos  amado  cada  tallo, 
cada  frio  harapo  de  invierno, 

cada  gota  de  madrugada 

con  tan  loca  avidez,  sabiendo 

que  eramos  carne  de  una  fabula. 

que  alguien  vivia  en  el  misterio! 

i  Tan  hermosas  canciones!  Rafagas 

tan  ardientes  que  nos  hirieron  . 

Musica  de  astros  interiores 

que  nacian  en  nuestro  reino. 

Flautas  tahidas,  en  la  tarde, 

por  las  manos  vagas  del  sueho. 

i  Y  tantas  limpias  hermosuras 

comocayeron! 

Y  girar  sin  fin  en  el  alba 

con  la  oscura  palabra  dentro, 

con  el  cantar  a  flor  de  vida 

ignorando  el  remote  termino. 
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We  have  had  so  many  things 

that  to  say,  and  themselves  they  were  not  told! 

And  we  look  at  how  in  the  air 

the  music  without  owner  flies, 

without  we  can  rush  it 
with  our  clumsy  instruments. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


i  Memos  tenido  tantas  cosas 
quedecir,  y  nosedijeron! 
Y  miramos  como  en  el  aire 
vuela  la  musica  sin  dueho, 
sin  que  podamos  apresaria 
con  nuestros  torpes  instrumentos. 
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Jorge  Guillen  (1893  -  1984) 


He  was  born  in  Valladolid.  He  completed  his  education  in  Switzerland.  In  Madrid  and 
Granada  he  received  his  master's  degree  in  Philosophy  and  Letters.  He  was  a  lecturer  of 
Spanish  at  the  Sorbona,  where  he  knew  Paul  Valery.  Later  he  went  to  the  University  of 
Oxford.  He  occupied  the  chair  of  Spanish  Literature  in  Murcia  and  Seville,  where  the  Civil 
War  caught  him  in  surprise.  He  went  into  exile  in  1938  to  the  United  States.  He  was  awarded 
with  the  Cervantes  Prize  in  1976  and  the  following  year  he  returned  to  Spain. 
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Nacio  en  Valladolid.  Complete  su  educacion  en  Suiza.  En  Madrid  y  Granada  se 
licencio  en  Filosofia  y  Letras.  Fue  lector  de  espanol  en  la  Sorbona,  donde  conocio  a  Paul 
Valery.  Mas  tarde  estuvo  en  la  Universidad  de  Oxford.  Ocupo  la  catedra  de  Literatura 
espanola  en  Murcia  y  Sevilla,  donde  le  sorprendio  la  Guerra  Civil.  Se  exilio  en  1938  en 
Estados  Unidos.  Recibio  el  Premio  Cervantes  en  1976  y  al  ano  siguiente  regreso  a  Espana. 
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THE  BALANCE 
(In  these  years  of  storm) 

The  years  they  spend  and  the  fatal  balance 

is  imposed  already  to  the  most  unprepared. 

What  did  I  propose,  what  I  achieved,  that  reach 

they  had  my  sharpness,  my  senses? 

It's  useless  that  always  an  astute  way 

to  lie  me  unfold  its  sophisms. 

With  the  truth  at  end  no  longer  I  discuss. 

My  illusions  today  are  not  the  same. 

The  illusion  of  being  remains  me 

who  is  worth  more  than  the  own  result? 

The  experience  returns  to  the  catechism. 

My  being  is  my  living  accumulated. 

If  a  great  gift  was  lost,  if  was  not  swum. 

For  consolation  the  pride  will  grow. 

A  power  thus  squandered 

favors  monolog  and  murmur. 

That  of  really  humble  it  puts  the  weight 
of  his  to  be  in  his  to  do:  I  am  my  sum. 

Of  pretension  to  reality  return. 

I  press  of  the  swell  fades  foam. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


EL  BALANCE 
(En  estos  ahos  de  tormenta) 

Pasan  los  ahos  y  el  fatal  balance 

se  impone  ya  a  los  mas  desprevenidos. 

cQue  me  propuse,  que  logre,  que  alcance 

tuvieron  mi  agudeza,  mis  sentidos? 

Es  inutil  que  un  modo  siempre  astuto 
de  mentirme  despliegue  sus  sofismas. 

Con  la  verdad  al  fin  ya  no  discuto. 
Mis  ilusiones  hoy  no  son  las  mismas. 

c  Me  queda  la  ilusion  de  ser  yo  mismo 

quien  vale  mas  que  el  propio  resultado? 

La  experiencia  retorna  al  catecismo. 

Mi  ser  es  mi  vivir  acumulado. 

Si  se  perdio  un  gran  don,  si  no  fue  nada. 

Para  consuelo  crecera  el  orgullo. 

Una  potencia  asi  despilfarrada 

favorece  monologo  y  murmullo. 

El  de  veras  humilde  pone  el  peso 

de  su  ser  en  su  hacer:  yo  soy  mi  suma. 

De  pretension  a  realidad  regreso. 

Pulso  del  oleaje  esfuma  espuma.. 


[Index]  [Spanish  Poetsi 


ij        J     ELBA  -  Erectronic  Book  for  Adurts  510 

[Index] 

Bias  de  Otero  (1916  -  1979) 


He  was  born  in  Bilbao  in  1917.  He  finished  high  school  in  Madrid  and  Law  in 
Valladolid.  He  travelled  through  Spain,  France,  Russia,  China  and  Cuba.  The  works  of  Bias 
de  Otero  is  transformed  "from  I  to  the  We",  in  three  stages:  he  will  speak  of  his  personal, 
existential  and  religious  problems;  later  his  social  poetry  with  the  collective  problems;  at  last 
the  search  of  new  ways  would  be  remarkable  in  his  work. 

Works:  Cuatro  Poemas,  Poesias  en  Burgos  y    Cantico  espiritual    (1942).  Angel  fieramente 
humano  (1950),  Redoble  de  conciencia  (1951). 
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Nacio  en  Bilbao,  en  1917.  Curso  el  bachillerato  en  Madrid  y  Derecho  en  Valladolid. 
Viaja  por  Espana  ,  Francia,  Rusia  ,China  y  Cuba.  La  obra  de  Bias  de  Otero  se  resume  "del  yo 
al  nosotros",  en  tres  etapas:  hablara  de  sus  problemas  personales,  existenciales  y  religiosos. 
Despues  su  poesia  social  con  los  problemas  colectivos.  Al  final  se  advertira  en  su  obra  la 
busqueda  de  nuevos  caminos.  Obras:  Cuatro  Poemas,  Poesias  en  Burgos  y  Cantico  espiritual 
(1942).  Angel  fieramente  humano  (1950),  Redoble  de  conciencia  (1951). 
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CHILDREN  OF  THE  LAND 

Seems  as  if  the  world  walked  backwards 

towards  the  enormous  night  of  the  cliffs. 

That  a  man,  on  the  shoulders  of  fear,  climbed  for  the  hairy 

skirts 

of  the  death,  with  the  eyes  closed. 

Europe,  piled  on  Spain,  destroyed  to  rubble, 
without  any  north.  North  America,  falling  up; 

newborn,  Russia,  shoulders  bleeding  ; 

East,  stumbling,  and  the  rest  to  drift. 

It  seems  as  if  the  world  looked  at  me, 

that  meant  I  don't  know  what,  on  the  knees; 

rise  hands  to  the  sky,  gives  me  to  smell  its  bunches 

of  dead  people,  between  shouts  and  a  shake  of  splinters. 

The  sea,  standing  up, 

hits  him  in  the  throat  with  a  green  whip; 

suddenly  he's  beaten  throwing  foam  by  the  mouth,  bites  him. 

It  seems  as  if  the  world  was  finished,  it  sank. 

It  seems  as  if  God,  with  open  eyes, 

to  the  children  of  the  man  eate  their  eyes 

(It  doesn't  suffice-it  seems  -  the  eyes  of  the  dead  people) 

Europe,  on  the  shoulders  of  Spain,  hungry  and  alone; 

the  States  of  America,  leaving  mother  off 

the  flag  of  Russia,  oh  fishing  line  from  wave  to  wave; 

Asia,  the  immense  arrow  that  the  future  drill. 

You  raise  the  womb  to  the  sky,  oh  children  of  the  land; 

set  off  giving  shouts  of  fright! 

The  twenty-three  million  of  dead  in  the  war 

they  crowd  in  front  of  a  sky  completely  closed  . 


Translated  by:  dabne 


HIJOS  DE  LA  TIERRA 


Parece  como  si  el  mundo  caminase  de  espaldas 

hacia  la  noche  enorme  de  los  acantilados  . 

Que  un  hombre,  a  hombros  del  miedo,  trepase  por  las 

faldas 

hirsutas  de  la  muerte,  con  los  ojos  cerrados. 

Europa,  amontonada  sobre  Espaha,  en  escombros; 

sin  norte,  Norteamerica,  cayendose  hacia  arriba; 

recien  nacida,  Rusia,  sangrandole  los  hombros; 

Oriente,  dando  tumbos;  y  el  resto,  a  la  deriva. 

Parece  como  si  el  mundo  me  mirase  a  los  ojos, 

que  quisiera  decirme  no  se  que,  de  rodillas; 
alza  al  cielo  las  manos,  me  da  a  oler  sus  manojos 
de  muertos,  entre  gritos  y  un  trepidar  de  astillas. 

El  mar,  puesto  de  pie, 

le  pega  en  la  garganta  con  un  latigo  verde; 

le  descantilla;  de 

repente,  echando  espuma  por  la  boca,  le  muerde. 

Parece  como  si  el  mundo  se  acabase,  se  hundiera. 
Parece  como  si  Dios,  con  los  ojos  abiertos, 
a  los  hijos  del  hombre  los  ojos  les  comiera. 

( No  le  bastan  -  parece  -  los  ojos  de  los  muertos.) 

Europa,  a  hombros  de  Espaha,  hambrienta  y  sola; 

los  Estados  de  America ,  saliendose  de  madre; 

la  bandera  de  Rusia,  oh  sedal  de  ola  en  ola; 

Asia,  la  inmensa  flecha  que  el  future  taladre. 

i  Alzad  al  cielo  el  vientre,  oh  hijos  de  la  tierra; 
salid  por  esas  calles  dando  gritos  de  espanto! 
Los  veintitres  millones  de  muertos  en  la  guerra 
se  agolpan  ante  un  cielo  cerrado  a  cal  y  canto. 
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Pedro  Salinas  (1891  -  1951) 


He  was  born  in  Madrid.  He  had  the  master's  degree  in  letters  at  the  University  of 
Madrid.  He  was  lecturer  of  Spanish  at  the  Sorbona  and  at  the  University  of  Cambridge.  He 
occupied  the  chair  of  Language  and  Spanish  Literature  in  Seville  and  Murcia.  In  1923  he 
published  his  first  poem  book:  Omens  (Presagios).  Surely  chance  (1929),  Fable  and  sign 
(1931),  The  voice  to  you  due  (1924)  and  Reason  of  love  (1936).  He  participated  in  the 
foundation  of  the  International  Menendez  Pelayo  University.  When  the  Spanish  Civil  war 
blow  he  went  into  exile  to  the  United  States.  He  died  in  Boston  in  1951  and  buried  in  Puerto 
Rico. 
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Nacio  en  Madrid.  Se  licencio  en  letras  en  la  Universidad  de  Madrid.  Fue  lector  de 
espanol  en  la  Sorbona  y  en  la  Universidad  de  Cambridge.  Ocupo  la  catedra  de  Lengua  y 
Literatura  espanola  en  Sevilla  y  Murcia.  En  1923  publico  su  primer  libro  de  poemas: 
Presagios.  Seguro  azar  (1929),  Fdbulay  signo  (1931),  La  voz  a  ti  debida  (1924)  y  Razon  de 
amor  (1936).  Participo  en  la  creacion  de  la  Universidad  Internacional  Menendez  Pelayo.  Al 
estallar  la  guerra  Civil,  se  exilio  a  Estados  Unidos.  Murio  en  Boston  en  1951  y  enterrado  en 
Puerto  Rico. 
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ZERO 

(he  refers  to  the  atomic  bomb 
in  Hiroshima  in  1945) 

Of  I 

An  Invitation  to  a  cry.  This  is  a  cry, 

eyes,  without  end,  crying, 

dump  ahead,  by  the  ruins 

of  uncountable  days. 

Ruins  that  spreads  a  zero  -  author  of  nothing  , 

man's  work-,  a  zero,  when  it  explodes.. 

Fell  blind.  Freed  it, 

they  freed  it,  to  six  thousand 

meters  of  height,  at  four  o'clock. 

Are  there  any  eyes  whose  earth's  delicacies 

distinguish  since  heights? 

Happy  world?  plots,  lives, 

which  knit  and  unravel 

butterflies,  men,  tigers, 

loving  and  unloving...  [..] 


CERO 

(Se  refiere  a  la  bomba  atomica 
lanzada  en  Hiroshima  en  1945) 

De  I 
Invitacion  al  llanto.  Esto  es  un  llanto, 

ojos,  sin  fin,  llorando, 

escombrera  adelante,  por  las  ruinas 

de  innumerables  dias. 

Ruinas  que  esparce  un  cero  -  autor  de  nadas, 

obra  del  hombre  - ,  un  cero,  cuando  estalla.. 

Cayo  ciega.  La  solto, 

la  soltaron,  a  seis  mil 

metres  de  altura,  a  las  cuatro. 

<j,Hay  ojos  que  le  distingan 

a  la  tierra  sus  primores 

desde  tan  alto? 

^Mundo  feliz?  tramas,  vidas, 

que  se  tejen,  se  destejen, 

mariposas,  hombres,  tigres, 

amandose,  desamandose.  f...l 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Federico  Garcia  Lorca  (1898  -  1936) 


He  was  born  in  Fuentevaqueros  (Granada),  his  father  was  a  rich  countryman  from 
Grenade  and  his  mother  a  teacher  of  school.  He  finished  high  school  at  the  Grammar  school 
of  Granada,  and  received  the  master's  degree  in  Philosophy  and  Letters  and  in  Law.  He 
studied  music  with  Manuel  de  Falla,  he  played  the  piano  and  the  guitar.  In  1918,  he  published 
his  first  book.  Impressions  and  landscapes,  of  poetic  prose.  He  moved  to  Madrid  and  he 
settled  in  the  Residence  of  Students,  where  he  was  related  to  the  writers  and  artists  of  the 
time.  He  founded  the  travelling  theatre  called  "La  Barraca".  He  wrote  and  he  represented 
countless  plays:  The  house  of  Bernarda  Alba,  The  prodigious  shoemaker's  wife,  Yerma, 
Mariana  Pineda,  Weddings  of  blood.  Poetic  works:  Songs,  1927,  The  gypsy  Romancero, 
1928,  A  Poet  in  New  York,  1929.  After  the  Civil  War  blow  he  was  arrested  and  shot  in 
Granada  in  1936.  With  his  death  Spain  lost  one  of  the  greatest  poets  and  dramatists  of  its 
history. 
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Nacio  en  Fuentevaqueros  (Granada),  hijo  de  un  rico  agricultor  granadino  y  de  una 
maestra  de  escuela.  Termino  el  bachillerato  en  el  Liceo  de  Granada.  Se  licencio  en  Filosofia  y 
Letras  y  en  Derecho.  Estudio  musica  con  Manuel  de  falla,  tocaba  el  piano  y  la  guitarra.  En 
1918,  publico  su  primer  libro,  Impresiones  y  paisajes.,  de  prosa  poetica.  Se  traslado  a  Madrid 
y  se  instalo  en  la  Residencia  de  Estudiantes,  donde  se  relaciono  con  los  escritores  y  artistas  de 
la  epoca.  Fundo  el  teatro  ambulante  "  La  Barraca".  Escribio  y  represento  obras  de  teatro 
incomparables:  La  casa  de  Bernarda  Alba,  La  zapatera  prodigiosa,  Yerma,  Mariana  Poned, 
Bodas  de  sangre.  Obras  poeticas:  Canciones,  1927,  el  Romancero  gitano,  1928,  Poeta  en 
Nueva  York,  1929.Tras  estallar  la  Guerra  Civil,  fue  detenido  y  fusilado  en  Granada  en  1936. 
Con  su  muerte  Espana  perdio  a  uno  de  los  may  ores  poetas  y  dramaturgos  de  su  historia. 


[Index]  [Spanish  Poetsi 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


515 


A  SHOUT  TOWARDS  ROME 

From  "Poet  in  New  York" 
(From  the  tower  of  the  Crysler  Building) 

Blocks  lightly  injured 

by  the  fine  silver  sprats, 

almond-shaped  clouds  by  a  hand  of  choir 

which  carries  in  the  spine  an  ainnond  of  fire, 

fish  of  arsenic  as  sharks, 
sharks  like  drops  of  tears  to  blind  a  multitude, 

roses  that  wound 

and  needles  installed  in  the  pipes  of  blood, 

enemy  worlds  and  loves  covered  with  worms 

will  fall  on  you.  They  will  fall  on  the  great  dome 

which  cover  with  oil  the  military  tongues 

where  a  man  urinates  in  a  dazzling  pigeon 

and  splits  coal  pounded 
surrounded  by  thousands  of  hand  bells. 

Because  there  is  neither  who  gives  out  the  bread  and  the 

wine, 

nor  who  cultivate  herbs  in  the  mouth  of  the  dead 

neither  who  opens  the  linens  of  the  rest, 

nor  who  cries  through  the  wounds  of  the  elephants. 

There  are  no  more  than  a  million  blacksmiths 

forging  chains  for  the  children  that  should  come. 

There  are  no  more  than  a  million  carpenters 

which  build  coffins  without  cross. 

There  is  no  more  than  a  mob  of  laments 

which  open  the  clothes  waiting  for  the  bullet 

The  man  that  despises  the  pigeon  should  speak, 

should  scream  naked  among  the  columns, 

and  to  put  an  injection  to  get  the  leprosy 

and  cry  a  terrible  cry 

that  unsolved  his  rings  and  his  phones  of  diamond. 

But  the  man  dressed  in  white 

ignores  the  mystery  of  the  ear. 


[Index] 
GRITO  HACIA  ROMA 

De  "Poeta  en  Nueva  Cork" 
(desde  la  torre  del  Crysler  Building) 

Manzanas  levemente  heridas 

por  los  fines  espadines  de  plata, 

nubes  rasgadas  por  una  mano  de  coral 

que  lleva  en  el  dorso  una  almendra  de  fuego, 

peces  de  arsenico  como  tiburones, 

tiburones  como  gotas  de  llanto  para  cegar  una  multitud, 

rosas  que  hieren 

y  agujas  instaladas  en  los  cahos  de  la  sangre, 

mundos  enemigos  y  amores  cubiertos  de  gusanos 

caeran  sobre  ti.  Caeran  sobre  la  gran  cupula 

que  untan  de  aceite  las  lenguas  militares 

donde  un  hombre  se  orina  en  una  deslumbrante  paloma 

y  escupe  carbon  machacado 

rodeado  de  miles  de  campanulas. 

Porque  ya  no  hay  quien  reparta  el  pan  y  el  vino, 
ni  quien  cultive  hierbas  en  la  boca  del  muerto, 

ni  quien  abra  los  linos  del  reposo, 

ni  quien  llore  por  las  heridas  de  los  elefantes. 

No  hay  mas  que  un  millon  de  herreros 

forjando  cadenas  para  los  nihos  que  han  de  venir. 

No  hay  mas  que  un  millon  de  carpinteros 

que  hacen  ataudes  sin  cruz. 

No  hay  mas  que  un  gentio  de  lamentos 

que  se  abren  la  ropa  en  espera  de  la  bala. 

El  hombre  que  desprecia  la  paloma  debia  hablar, 

debia  gritar  desnudo  entre  las  columnas, 

y  poner  una  inyeccion  para  adquirir  la  lepra 

y  llorar  un  llanto  tan  terrible 

que  disolviera  sus  anillos  y  sus  telefonos  de  diamante. 

Pero  el  hombre  vestido  de  bianco 

ignora  el  misterio  de  la  espiga, 

ignora  el  gemido  de  la  parturienta. 
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he  ignores  the  moan  of  the  parturient  one, 

he  ignores  that  Christ  can  give  still  water, 

ignores  that  the  coin  burns  the  kiss  of  prodigy 

and  gives  the  blood  of  the  lamb  to  the  idiot  peak  of  the 

pheasant. 

The  teachers  teach  the  children 

a  marvellous  light  that  comes  from  the  hills; 

but  what  arrives  is  a  meeting  of  sewers 

where  the  dark  nymphs  shout  of  rage. 

The  teachers  indicate  with  devotion  the  enormous  domes 

perfumed; 

but  under  the  statues  there  is  not  love, 

there  is  no  love  under  the  definite  eyes  of  glass. 

Love  remains  in  the  flesh  torn  by  the  thirst, 

in  the  tiny  hut  that  fights  against  the  flood; 

the  love  is  in  the  ditches  where  fight  the  snakes  of  the  hunger, 

in  the  sad  sea  which  rocks  the  corpses  of  the  seagulls 

and  in  the  very  dark  sharp  kiss  under  the  pillows. 

But  the  elder  of  the  translucent  hands 

will  say:  love,  love,  love, 

praised  by  millions  of  dying  men; 

he  will  say:  love,  love,  love, 

among  the  tissue  trembling  of  tenderness; 

he  will  say:  peace,  peace,  peace, 

among  the  shiver  of  knives  and  melons  of  dynamite; 

he  will  say:  love,  love,  love, 

until  his  lips  are  covered  with  silver. 

In  the  meantime,  in  the  meantime  \  oh!  in  the  meantime, 

the  Negroes  who  remove  the  cuspidors, 

the  boys  who  tremble  under  the  pale  terror  of  the  directors, 

the  women  drowned  in  mineral  oils, 

the  crowd  of  hammer,  of  violin  or  of  cloud, 

ought  to  shout  like  although  they  crash  the  brains  against  the 

wall, 

should  shout  against  the  domes, 

should  shout  mad  of  fire. 


ignora  que  Cristo  puede  dar  agua  todavia, 
ignora  que  la  moneda  quema  el  beso  de  prodigio 
y  da  la  sangre  del  cordero  al  pico  idiota  del  faisan. 

Los  maestros  ensehan  a  los  nihos 

una  luz  maravillosa  que  viene  del  monte; 

pero  lo  que  llega  es  una  reunion  de  cloacas 

donde  gritan  las  oscuras  ninfas  del  colera. 

Los  maestros  sehalan  con  devocion  las  enormes  cupulas 

sahumadas; 

pero  debajo  de  las  estatuas  no  hay  amor, 

no  hay  amor  bajo  los  ojos  de  cristal  definitive. 

El  amor  esta  en  las  carnes  desgarradas  por  la  sed, 

en  la  choza  diminuta  que  lucha  con  la  inundacion; 

el  amor  esta  en  los  fosos  donde  luchan  las  sierpes  del 

hambre, 

en  el  triste  mar  que  mece  los  cadaveres  de  las  gaviotas 

y  en  el  oscurisimo  beso  punzante  debajo  de  las 

almohadas. 

Pero  el  viejo  de  las  manos  traslucidas 

dira:  amor,  amor,  amor, 
aclamado  por  millones  de  moribundos; 

dira:  amor,  amor,  amor, 

entre  el  tisu  estremecido  de  ternura; 

dira  :  paz,  paz,  paz, 

entre  el  tirite  de  cuchillos  y  melones  de  dinamita; 

dira:  amor,  amor,  amor, 

hasta  que  se  le  pongan  de  plata  los  labios. 

Mientras  tanto,  mientras  tanto  \  ay!  mientras  tanto, 

los  negros  que  sacan  las  escupideras, 

los  muchachos  que  tiemblan  bajo  el  terror  palido  de  los 

directores, 

las  mujeres  ahogadas  en  aceites  minerales, 

la  muchedumbre  de  martillo,  de  violin  o  de  nube, 

ha  de  gritar  aunque  le  estrellen  los  sesos  en  el  muro, 

ha  de  gritar  frente  a  las  cupulas, 

ha  de  gritar  loca  de  fuego. 
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should  shout  mad  of  snow, 

has  to  shout  with  the  head  full  of  excrement, 

should  shout  with  hoarse  , harsh-like  voice 

till  the  cities  tremble  like  the  girls 

and  they  break  the  prisons  of  oil  and  the  music, 

because  we  want  our  daily  bread, 

flower  of  smooth  and  perennial  tenderness  shelled, 

because  we  want  the  will  of  the  Land 

to  comply  which  gives  its  fruits  to  all. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


ha  de  gritar  loca  de  nieve, 

ha  de  gritar  con  la  cabeza  llena  de  excremento, 

ha  de  gritar  como  todas  las  noches  juntas, 

ha  de  gritar  con  voz  tan  desgarrada 

hasta  que  las  ciudades  tiemblen  como  nihas 

y  rompan  las  prisiones  del  aceite  y  la  musica, 

porque  queremos  el  pan  nuestro  de  cada  dia, 

flor  de  aliso  y  perenne  ternura  desgranada, 

porque  queremos  que  se  cumpla  la  voluntad  de  la  Tierra 

que  da  sus  frutos  para  todos. 
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Dionisio  Ridruejo  (1912  -  1975) 


He  was  born  in  Burgo  de  Osma,  Soria,  in  1912.  He  belonged  to  a  extreme  right  wing 
party  called  "Falange"  in  his  youth.  In  1942,  he  resigned  to  all  his  charges  and  since  1951, 
he  opposed  to  the  dictatorship  of  Franco's  regime.  His  poetry  thematic  is  a  varied  one:  love, 
landscape,  policy,  friendship,  religion,  death...  His  poetry  is  sober  and  restrained  .  Works: 
Plural,  1935;  Sonnets  to  the  stone,  1943  and  Elegies,  1948. 
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Nacio  en  Burgo  de  Osma,  Soria,  en  1912.  Fue  falangista  en  su  juventud.  En  1942, 
renuncio  a  todos  sus  cargos  y  desde  1951,  paso  a  la  oposicion  al  regimen  de  la  dictadura 
franquista.  Su  tematica  es  muy  variada:  amor,  paisaje,  politica,  amistad,  religiosidad,  muerte... 
Su  poesia  es  sobria  y  contenida.  Obras:  Plural,  1935;  Sonetos  a  la  piedra,  1943  y  Elegias, 
1948. 
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FACING  THE  MOTHER 
OF  A  DEAD  COMRADE 

(from  The  return') 

I  come  without  him;  but  its  noble  load 

you  put  on  my  shoulders 

now  that  anoints  your  weak  mildness 

the  unmentionable  reproach. 

I  look  at  it  with  your  eyes.  Yes,  I  see  him; 

he  was  the  purest  one,  himself  alone; 

he  was  so  boyish  as  you  carry  him 

again  in  the  bowels. 

I  come  without  him.  And  maternal,  simple, 

generous,  you  seek  him 

with  the  blind  distressed  hope 

on  my  thought. 

The  wealth    which  I  am  covered  disturbs  me  sadly: 
Him  nourishing  my  force  and  your  blood  dying  in  my  word. 

His  death  are  my  lips:  I  am  his  sweet,  serene,  brave  death. 

And  his  life  also,  that  rope  that  receives 

the  doubt  in  your  smile. 

Forgive  me  if  I  live,  it  raises  my  bent  firmness 

while  it  fills  spoils  of  its  veins 

a  sky  resigned. 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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ANTE  LA  MADRE  DE 
UN  CAMARADA  MUERTO 

(De  'El  regreso' ) 

Vengo  sin  el;  pero  su  noble  carga 

pones  sobre  mis  hombros 

ahora  que  unge  tu  debil  mansedumbre 

el  reproche  indecible. 

Lo  miro  con  tus  ojos  .  Si,  lo  veo; 

era  el  mas  puro,  el  solo; 

era  tan  niho  como  tu  lo  llevas 

de  nuevo  en  las  entrahas  . 

Vengo  sin  el.  Y  maternal,  sencilla, 

generosa,  lo  buscas 

con  la  ciega  esperanza  acongojada 

sobre  mi  pensamiento. 

Me  turba  tristemente  la  riqueza 

de  que  estoy  revestido: 

El  nutriendo  mi  fuerza  y  moribunda 

tu  sangre  en  mi  palabra. 

Su  muerte  son  mis  labios:  soy  su  muerte 

brava,  serena,  dulce. 
Y  su  vida  tambien,  esa  soga  que  acoge 

la  duda  en  tu  sonrisa. 

Perdoname  si  vivo,  si  se  yergue 

mi  entereza  doblada 

mientras  llena  el  despojo  de  sus  venas 

un  cielo  resignado. 
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Gerardo  Diego  (1896  -  1987) 


He  was  born  in  Santander  in  1896.  He  studied  Philosophy  and  Humanities  at  the 
universities  of  Deusto,  Salamanca  and  Madrid.  In  the  latter  he  got  a  doctor  degree.  In  1920  he 
won  the  chair  of  Literature  at  the  High  School  of  Soria.  For  his  book  Human  verses,  he  was 
awarded  with  the  National  Prize  of  Literature  ex-aequo  with  Alberti  in  1925.  He  spent  the 
first  year  of  the  Civil  Spanish  War  in  France  and  then  he  returned  to  Spain  in  1937.  He  was 
professor  in  the  Secondary  High  School  Beatriz  Galindo  in  Madrid,  till  his  retirement  in  1939. 
He  became  member  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Lenguage  and  he  was  awarded  with  the 
Cervantes  Prize  in  1979,  together  with  J.  L.  Borges.  He  died  in  Madrid  in  1987. 
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Nacio  en  Santander,  en  1896.  .Estudio  Filosofia  y  Letras  En  Deusto,  Salamanca  y 
Madrid,  donde  se  doctoro.  En  1920  obtuvo  la  catedra  de  Literatura  en  el  Instituto  de  Soria. 
Por  su  libro  Versos  humanos,  recibio  el  Premio  Nacional  de  Literatura  ,  junto  a  Alberti,  en 
1925.  Paso  el  primer  ano  de  la  Guerra  Civil  en  Francia,  regresando  en  1937.  Fue  catedratico 
del  Instituto  Beatriz  Galindo  en  Madrid,  desde  1939  hasta  su  jubilacion.  Fue  miembro  de  la 
real  Academia  y  recibio  el  Premio  Cervantes  1979,  junto  con  J.L.  Borges.  Murio  en  Madrid 
en  1987. 


[Index]  [Spanish  Poets] 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


521 


[Index] 


Emigrant 

The  wind  returns  always 
although  each  time  brings  a  different  colour 

And  the  children  of  the  place 

dance  around  the  new  comets 

Sings  comet  sings 

with  the  open  wings 

and  launch  yourself  to  fly 

but  never  forget  you  of  your  tresses. 

The  comets  passed 

but  their  shadows  remain  hanging  of  the  doors 

and  the  trace  they  left 

fertilizes  the  gardens. 

By  the  furrows  of  the  sea 

neither  a  single  seed  to  stops  sprouting. 

Flattened  by  the  winds  and  the  ships 

the  foam  rebloom  every  year. 

But  I  rather  love 

the  mounts  that  guide  on  its  agile  backs 

the  stars  expelled  of  the  harem. 

Marine  shepherd 

who  without  reins  neither  flanges 

guide  the  waves  to  its  destiny. 

Do  not  leave  me  seated  on  the  road. 

The  wind  returns  always. 

The  comets  also 

Drops  of  blood  from  their  trenzas  rains 

and  I  get  on  the  train. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Emigrante 


El  viento  vuelve  siempre 
aunque  cada  vez  traiga  un  color  diferente 

Y  los  nihos  del  lugar 

danzan  alrededor  de  las  nuevas  cometas 

Canta  cometa  canta 

con  las  alas  abiertas 

y  lanzate  a  volar 

pero  nunca  te  olvides  de  tus  trenzas. 

Las  cometas  pasaron 

pero  sus  sombras  quedan  colgadas  de  las  puertas 

y  el  rastro  que  dejaron 

fertiliza  las  huertas. 

Por  los  surcos  del  mar 

ni  una  sola  semilla  deja  de  brotar. 

Chafadas  por  los  vientos  y  los  barcos 

las  espumas  reflorecen  todos  los  ahos. 

Pero  yo  amo  mas  bien 

los  montes  que  conducen  sobre  sus  lomos  agiles 

las  estrellas  expulsadas  del  harem 

Pastor  marine 

que  sin  riendas  ni  bridas 

guia  las  olas  a  su  destine 

No  me  dejes  sentado  en  el  camino. 

El  viento  vuelve  siempre. 

Las  cometas  tambien 

Gotas  de  sangre  de  sus  trenzas  llueven 

yyomontoeltren. 
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Leon  Felipe  (1884  -  1968) 


He  was  born  in  Tabara,  (Zamora)  in  1884.  He  moved  with  his  family  to  Santander 
where  he  studied  the  High  school.  In  Madrid  he  studied  Pharmacy  and  he  discovered  his 
poetic  vocation  and  the  theatre  world.  He  became  an  actor  within  a  travelling  theatre.  He  lived 
in  Africa,  Mexico  and  the  United  States.  In  New  York,  he  set  up  friendship  with  Federico  G^. 
Lorca,  and  was  professor  of  Spanish  language  in  several  American  universities.  When  the 
civil  war  blow  he  returned  to  Spain  but  in  1938  he  went  into  exile  in  Paris  and  Mexico.  He 
died  in  Mexico  in  1968. 
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Nacio  en  Tabara,  (Zamora)  en  1884.  Se  traslado  con  su  familia  a  Santander  donde 
estudio  el  bachillerato.  En  Madrid  estudio  Farmacia  y  descubrio  su  vocacion  poetica  y  el 
mundo  del  teatro.  Fue  actor  en  un  teatro  ambulante.  Residio  en  Africa,  Mexico  y  Estados 
Unidos.  En  Nueva  York,  entablo  amistad  con  Federico  G.  Lorca  .y  fue  profesor  de  espanol  en 
universidades  americanas.  Al  comenzar  la  guerra  civil  volvio  a  Espana  pero  en  1938  se  exilio 
en  Paris  y  Mexico..  Murio  en  Mexico  en  1968. 
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A  sign...!  I  want  a  sign! 

I 
Don't  tell  me  more  tales 

Already  all  have  been  told. 

All  have  been  said  and  have  been  written. 

And  all  have  been  wound  and  filed. 

The  old  patriarch  has  counted  them, 
they  have  been  counted  by  the  chorus  and  the  nursemaid, 

an  idiot  has  told  them,  full  of  harsh  noise  and  fury, 
they  have  been  engraved  on  the  window  and  in  the  wheel 
and  they  have  been  kept  in  s  headquarters,  strong  boxes. 

There  are  exact  replicas  of  tragedies, 
phonographic  disks  of  all  the  psalmodies, 
and  photographic  plates  of  all  shipwrecks. 

No  story  has  been  lost.  Be  calm. 
It  is  known  that  the  poem  is  a  chronicle, 

that  the  chronicle  is  a  myth, 

the  History  a  snake  that  bites  the  fable 

and  the  domestic  poet  is  the  columnist  of  the  King,  and  the 

Archbishop: 

The  narrator  of  stories. 

All  have  registered. 

And  they  all  are  a  still  alive.  There  it  passes  the  town  crier: 

"i  Stories!  ...\  Stories!  ...\  Stories! ..." 

It  is  that  old  narrator  of  shadows  and  of  slaughters 

who  now  announces  tales. 

But  I  do  not  want  tales. 

Don't  tell  me  more  tales. 


II 


I  know  all  the  stories 


[Index] 

Un  signo...  iquiero  un  signo! 

I 
No  me  conteis  mas  cuentos 

Ya  se  han  contado  todos. 
Todos  se  han  dicho  y  se  han  escrito. 
Y  todos  se  han  ovillado  y  archivado. 

Los  ha  contado  el  viejo  patriarca, 

los  han  contado  el  coro  y  la  nodriza, 

los  ha  dicho  un  idiota,  lleno  de  estrepito  y  de  furia, 

se  han  grabado  en  la  ventana  y  en  la  rueda 
y  se  han  guardado  en  cajas  fuertes  de  matrices. 

Hay  replicas  exactas  de  tragedias, 

discos  fonograficos  de  todas  las  salmodias, 

y  placas  fotograficas  de  todos  los  naufragios. 

Ningun  cuento  se  ha  perdido.  Estad  tranquilos. 

Se  sabe  que  el  poema  es  una  cronica, 

que  la  cronica  es  un  mito, 

la  Historia  una  serpiente  que  se  muerde  la  fabula 

y  el  poeta  domestico  el  cronista  del  Rey,  y  el  Arzobispo: 

el  narrador  de  cuentos. 

Todos  se  han  registrado. 

Y  todos  estan  vivos  todavia.  Ahi  pasa  el  pregonero: 

"  i  Cuentos!...!  Cuentos!... j  Cuentos!..." 

Es  aquel  viejo  narrador  de  sombras  y  de  risas 

que  ahora  pregona  cuentos. 

Pero  yo  no  quiero  cuentos... 

No  me  conteis  mas  cuentos. 

II 

Se  todos  los  cuentos 

Yo  no  se  muchas  cosas,  es  verdad. 
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I  do  not  know  many  things,  it's  true. 

I  say  only  what  I  have  seen. 

And  I  have  seen: 

that  the  cradle  of  the  man  is  rocked  by  tales... 

That  the  shouts  of  anguish  of  the  man  are  drowned  by  tales.. 

That  the  cry  of  the  man  is  locked  with  tales. 

That  the  bones  of  the  man  are  buried  with  stories... 

And  that  the  fear  of  the  man 

has  invented  all  the  tales  . 

I  know  very  few  things,  it's  true. 

But  they  have  rocked  me  with  all  the  tales. 

And  I  know  all  the  tales. 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Digo  tan  solo  lo  que  he  visto. 

Y  he  visto: 

que  la  cuna  del  hombre  la  mecen  con  cuentos... 

Que  los  gritos  de  angustia  del  hombre  los  ahogan  con 

cuentos... 

Que  el  llanto  del  hombre  los  taponan  con  cuentos... 

Que  los  huesos  del  hombre  los  entierran  con  cuentos... 

Y  que  el  miedo  del  hombre... 

ha  inventado  todos  los  cuentos. 

Yo  se  muy  pocas  cosas,  es  verdad. 

Pero  me  han  dormido  con  todos  los  cuentos... 

Y  se  todos  los  cuentos. 
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Gabriel  Celaya  (1911  - 1991) 


He  was  born  in  Hernani,  (Guipuzcoa).  His  real  name  was  Rafael  Mujica  Celaya.  He 
studied  in  Madrid  Engineering  an  he  lived  in  the  Residence  of  Students,  close  to  Garcia  Lorca. 
In  1935  he  published  Tide  of  silence.  In  1968  he  was  awarded  with  the  Taormina  prize  in 
Italy.  During  a  long  period  of  time  he  became  the  leader  of  the  "social  poetry",  with  books  as 
The  cards  put  on  the  table  (Las  cartas  boca  arriba)  (1951),  Iberic  Songs  (1955),  National 
Episodes  (1962).  He  died  in  Madrid  in  1991. 
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Nacio  en  Hernani,  (Guipuzcoa  ).  Su  verdadero  nombre  es  Rafael  Mujica  Celaya. 
Estudio  en  Madrid  la  carrera  de  Ingeniero,  vivio  en  le  Residencia  de  Estudiantes,  junto  a 
Garcia  Lorca.  En  1935  publico  Marea  del  silencio.  En  1968  recibe  el  premio  Taormina  en 
Italia.  Durante  una  larga  etapa  se  convertira  en  el  adalid  de  la  "poesia  social",  con  libros  como 
Las  cartas  boca  arriba  (1951),  Cantos  iberos  ( 1955),Episodios  nacionales  (1962).  Muere 
en  Madrid  en  1991. 
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Poetry  is  a  weapon 
Loaded  of  future 

When  one  expects  nothing  personally  exciting, 

but  palpitates  and  continues  closer  to  the  conscience, 

wildly  existing,  blindly  affirming, 

like  a  pulse  that  strikes  the  dark, 

When  one  looks  facing  the  giddy  clear  eyes  of  the  death, 

one  utters  truth. 

The  barbarians,  terrible,  loving  cruelties. 

The  poems  are  recited 

which  widen  the  lungs  of  as  many  as,  suffocated, 

ask  to  be,  ask  rhythm, 

ask  law  for  that  they  feel  excessive. 

With  the  velocity  of  instinct, 

with  the  ray  of  prodigy, 

like  magic  evidence, 

the  real  becomes  as  identical  to  itself. 

Poetry  for  the  poor,  necessary  poetry 

like  the  bread  of  each  day, 

as  the  air  we  demand  three  times  per  minute, 

to  be  and  meanwhile  we  are  to  give  a  Yes  that  glorifies. 

Because  we  live  like  blows,  because  they  barely 

leave  us  to  say  that  we  are  who  we  are, 

our  songs  cannot  be  without  sin  a  decoration. 

We  are  touching  the  bottom. 

I  curse  Poetry  conceived  as  a  cultural  luxury 

by  the  neutral  who  ,  being  washing  their  hands,  they  ignore 

and  they  evade. 

I  curse  the  poetry  of  whom  does  not  take  party  till  being 


[Index] 

La  poesia  es  un  arma 
Cargada  de  futuro 

Cuando  ya  nada  se  espera  personalmente  exaltante, 

mas  se  palpita  y  se  sigue  mas  aca  de  la  conciencia, 

fieramente  existiendo,  ciegamente  afirmando, 

como  un  pulso  que  golpea  las  tinieblas, 

cuando  se  miran  de  frente  los  vertiginosos  ojos  claros  de 

la  muerte, 

se  dicen  las  verdades: 

las  barbaras,  terribles,  amorosas  crueldades. 

Se  dicen  los  poemas 

que  ensanchan  los  pulmones  de  cuantos,  asfixiados, 

piden  ser,  piden  ritmo, 

piden  ley  para  aquello  que  sienten  excesivo, 

con  la  velocidad  del  instinto, 

con  el  rayo  del  prodigio, 

como  magica  evidencia,  lo  real  se  nos  convierte 

en  lo  identico  a  si  mismo. 

Poesia  para  el  pobre,  poesia  necesaria 

como  el  pan  de  cada  dia, 

como  el  aire  que  exigimos  tres  voces  por  minuto, 

para  ser  y  en  tanto  somos  dar  un  si  que  glorifica. 

Porque  vivimos  a  golpes,  porque  apenas  si  nos  dejan 

decir  que  somos  quien  somos  , 

nuestros  cantares  no  pueden  ser  sin  pecado  un  adorno. 

Estamos  tocando  el  fondo. 

Maldigo  la  poesia  concebida  como  un  lujo 

cultural  por  los  neutrales 

que,  lavandose  las  manos,  se  desentienden  y  evaden. 
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stained. 

I  do  mine  the  lacl<s.  I  feel  in  me  all  who  suffer 

and  I  sing  breathing. 

I  sing  and  sing,  beyond  my  personal  grief,  I  get  wide. 

I  wanted  to  give  you  life,  to  provoke  new  acts, 

and  I  calculate  therefore  with  technique,  what  I  can  be  able. 

I  feel  an  engineer  of  the  verse  and  a  worker 

who  manages  to  work  with  others  for  Spain  in  its  steels. 

Such  is  my  poetry:  poetry  -  both  tool 

and  beat  of  the  unanimous  and  blind. 

Perhaps  it  is,  a  weapon  loaded  of  an  expansive  future 

targeted  at  your  chest 

It's  not  a  poetry  drop  by  drop  thought. 

It's  not  a  beautiful  product.  It's  not  a  perfect  fruit. 

It  is  something  as  the  air  we  all  breathe 

and  it's  the  song  which  widens  what  we  carry  inside. 

They  are  words  that  we  all  repeat  feeling  them 

as  ours,  and  they  fly.  They  are  more  than  the  well-known 

thing. 

They  are  the  more  necessary:  what  has  a  name. 

They  are  shouts  in  the  sky,  and  on  land,  they  are  acts. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Maldigo  la  poesia  de  quien  no  toma  partido  hasta 
mancharse. 

Hago  mias  las  faltas.  Siento  en  mi  a  cuantos  sufren 

y  canto  respirando. 

Canto  y  canto,  y  cantando  mas  alia  de  mis  penas 

personales,  me  ensancho. 

Quisiera  daros  vida,  provocar  nuevos  actos, 

y  calculo  por  eso  con  con  tecnica,  que  puedo. 

Me  siento  un  ingeniero  del  verso  y  un  obrero 

que  trabaja  con  otros  a  Espaha  en  sus  aceros. 

Tal  es  mi  poesia  :  poesia  -  herramienta 

a  la  vez  que  latido  de  lo  unanime  y  ciego. 

Tal  vez  es,  arma  cargada  de  future  expansive 

con  que  te  apunto  al  pecho. 

No  es  una  poesia  gota  a  gota  pensada. 
No  es  un  bello  producto.  No  es  un  fruto  perfecto. 

Es  algo  como  el  aire  que  todos  respiramos 
Y  es  el  canto  que  espacia  cuanto  dentro  llevamos. 

Son  palabras  que  todos  repetimos  sintiendo 

como  nuestras,  y  vuelan.  Son  mas  que  lo  mentado. 

Son  lo  mas  necesario:  lo  que  tiene  nombre. 

Son  gritos  en  el  cielo,  y  en  la  tierra,  son  actos. 
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Leopoldo  Lugones  (1874  -  1938) 


He  was  born  in  Rio  Seco,  Cordova,  Argentina  in  1874.  In  1896  he  moved  to  Buenos 
Aires  and  he  entered  the  Ministry  of  Education.  In  Paris  together  with  Ruben  Dario  and 
Jaimes  Freyre,  he  founded  the  Revue  Sudamericaine ,  He  is  the  new  master  of  the  new 
Argentinean  lyrics.  His  style  is  a  vital,  sensitive  and  sonorous.  Modernism:  in  his  work 
Twilights  of  garden  1905,  he  goes  through  into  a  more  a  subtle  lyric:  Lunario  Sentimental 
1909.  He  ends  by  becoming  a  singer  of  his  town  in  a  work  of  auchthoctonous  accents: 
Romances  of  Rio  Seco  -  1938.  He  committed  suicide  in  Buenos  Aires  in  1938 
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Nacio  en  Rio  Seco,  Cordoba  Argentina  en  1874.  En  1896  se  traslado  a  Buenos  Aires  e 
ingreso  en  el  Ministerio  de  Educacion.  En  Paris  junto  a  Ruben  Dario  y  Jaimes  Freyre  ,  fundo 
la  Revue  Sudamericaine.  Es  el  nuevo  maestro  de  la  nueva  lirica  argentina.  De  un 
Modernismo  vitalista,  sensorial  y  sonoro  :  Crepusculos  del  jar  din  1905,  pasa  a  una  lirica  mas 
sutil:  Lunario  sentimental-  1909.  Acaba  por  convertirse  en  cantor  de  su  pueblo  en  una  obra 
de  acentos  criollos:  Romances  de  Rio  Seco  -  1938.  Se  suicido  en  Buenos  Aires  en  1938 
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Of  the  cattle  and  the  cornfields. 
[Fragment] 

As  it  was  festival  the  national  day 

and  in  my  mountains  all  mornings  of  May 

are  cloudy  the  twenty-fifth 

our  mother  early  left 

for  a  walk  in  the  country  with  us, 

to  look  for  the  most  hidden  scrub 

the  wild  honeycomb  which  already  the  autumn 

sweetened  in  precious  maturity. 

A  serious  and  tidy  blonde  man 

made  her  pacific  lady  tresses  look  beautiful. 

And  ahead,  in  playful  gang, 

we  ran  with  the  dog 

that  described  in  circular  movements  crazy  trails. 

With  exact  certainty  the  man  said: 

"Here  it  is  the  camuati,  misia  Custodia", 

that  thus  its  pious  and  maternal  name 

as  natural  attribute  it  embellishes. 

Although  here  it  goes  along  with  the  country 

every  light,  for  sure  it  doesn't  disturb 

Slimed  by  arduous  years, 

like  glass,  almost  with  no  shadow. 

Later  she  has  become  very  old, 

and  if  she  dies  it  would  be  a  sad  thing 

that  her  son  wouldn't  have  honored  her 

as  she  deserved  it  by  rhetorical  vanity.  [...] 

Of  water,  from  silence  and  sun  is  composed 

the  placid  beauty  of  the  hour. 

It  smells  the  weak  sauzal  as  new  varnish, 

blonde  of  light  slimmed  and  notorious. 

Very  far  away,  on  the  top  of  some  tree, 

a  magpie  greets  with  the  queue. 

And  while  he  was  telling  us  all  this 

the  good  and  jovial  father  gave  us  escort. 


A  los  ganados  y  las  mieses. 
[Fragmento] 

Como  era  fiesta  el  dia  de  la  patria , 

y  en  mi  sierra  se  nublan  casi  todas 

las  mahanas  de  mayo,  el  veinticinco 

nuestra  madre  salia  a  buena  hora 

de  paseo  campestre  con  nosotros , 

a  buscar  por  las  brehas  mas  reconditas 

el  panal  montaraz  que  ya  el  otoho 

azucaraba  en  madurez  preciosa . 

Embellecia  un  rubio  aseado  y  grave 

sus  pacificas  trenzas  de  sehora . 

Y  adelante,  en  pandilla  juguetona , 

corriamos  nosotros  con  el  perro 

que  describia  en  arco  pistas  locas  . 

Con  certeza  cabal  decia  el  hombre: 

"Aqui  esta  el  camuati,  misia  Custodia", 

que  asi  su  nombre  maternal  y  pio 

como  atributo  natural  la  adorna. 

Aunque  aqui  vaya  junto  con  la  patria 

toda  luz ,  es  seguro  que  no  estorba. 

Adelgazada  por  penosos  ahos , 

como  el  cristal,  casi  no  tiene  sombra. 

Despues  se  nos  ha  puesto  muy  anciana, 

y  si  muere  seria  triste  cosa 

que  no  la  hubiese  honrado  como  debe 

su  hijo  mayor  por  vanidad  ret6rica.[...] 

De  agua ,  silencio  y  sol  esta  compuesta 

la  placida  belleza  de  la  hora. 
huele  el  sauzal  endeble  a  barniz  nuevo, 

rubio  de  luz  escualida  y  notoria. 
Muy  lejos  ,  en  la  punta  de  algun  arbol, 

una  urraca  saluda  con  la  cola. 
Y  mientras  nos  contaba  todo  aquello 
el  buen  padre  jovial  nos  daba  escolta. 
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They  got  in  front  the  younger 

who  asked  to  gallop,  he  kept  beast  short 

rein  maintained  parallel  to  the  path  where  all 

the  family  returned 

at  the  same  pace  and  in  the  same  way. 

Only  the  dog,  near  the  stirrup, 

head  down  went  longing  downcast  now. 

Thus  in  deep  intimacy  of  infancy, 

the  national  day  in  my  memory, 

he  lives  in  that  sweetness  incorporated 

as  the  perfume  to  the  sediment  of  the  flask. 

Happy  who  as  I  has  drunk  country, 

in  the  honey  of  its  forest  and  of  its  rock! 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Montado  por  delante  el  mas  chiquillo 

que  pedia  galope ,  a  rienda  corta 

el  andar  de  la  bestia  mantenia 

paralelo  a  la  senda  donde  toda 

la  familia  marchaba  de  regreso 

al  mismo  paso  y  en  la  misma  forma . 

Solo  el  perro,  a  la  vera  del  estribo, 

iba  anhelando  cabizbajo  ahora. 

Asi  en  profunda  intimidad  de  infancia, 

el  dia  de  la  patria  en  mi  memoria, 

Vive  a  aquella  dulzura  incorporado 

como  el  perfume  a  la  hez  de  la  redoma. 

i  Feliz  quien  como  yo  ha  bebido  patria , 

en  la  miel  de  su  selva  y  de  su  roca! 
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Jose  Santos  Chocano  (1875  -  1934) 


He  was  born  in  Lima,  Peru  in  1875.  His  romantic  character  caused  him  a  shaken  Ufe. 
He  participated  actively  in  politics  being  imprisoned  when  he  was  20  years  for  revelry.  He 
performed  diplomatic  charges  in  Colombia  and  Spain,  and  he  was  an  advisor  of  Pancho  Villa. 
He  was  murdered  in  a  tramway  in  Chile.  He  left  aside  in  a  certain  way  the  Modernism,  when 
he  centred  on  the  landscape,  the  men,  the  legend  and  the  history  of  his  town.  His  most  famous 
work  is:  Soul  of  America  1906  and,  within  it  the  poem  with  most  significant  title  is:  Three 
notes  of  the  indigenous  soul. 
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Nacio  en  Lima,  Peru  en  1875.  Su  temperamento  romantico  hizo  que  su  vida  fuese  muy 
agitada.  Particio  activamente  en  politica,  siendo  encarcelado  a  los  20  anos  por  subversivo. 
Desempeno  cargos  diplomaticos  en  Colombia  y  Espana.,  y  fue  consejero  de  Pancho  Villa.Fue 
asesinado  en  un  tranvia  en  Chile.  Se  sale  en  cierto  modo  del  Modernismo,  al  centrarse  en  el 
paisaje,  los  hombres,  las  leyendas  y  la  historia  de  su  pueblo.  Su  obra  mas  famosa  es  :  Alma  de 
America  1906  y,  dentro  de  ella  el  poema  que  lleva  el  significativo  titulo  de:  Tres  notas  del 
alma  indigena. 
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Who  knows! 

Indian  who  appears  at  the  door 

of  that  your  rustic  mansion: 

For  my  thirst  haven't  you  any  water?, 

for  my  cold  any  blanket?, 

Scarce  corn  for  my  hunger?, 

for  my  dream  a  badly  corner?, 

brief  stillness  for  my  adventure?  ... 

Who  knows.  Mister! 

Indian  who  works  with  fatigue 

lands  which  belong  to  another  owner  they  are: 

do  you  ignore  that  you  owe  them 

because  of  your  blood  and  your  sweat?, 

do  you  ignore  that  audacious  greed, 

centuries  behind  removed  them  from  you?. 

Do  you  ignore  that  you  are  the  master? 

Who  knows.  Mister! 

Indian  of  taciturn  forehead 

and  no  shiny  pupil: 

What  thought  is  that  one  you  hide 

in  your  enigmatic  expression?, 

what  do  you  seek  in  your  life?, 

what  do  you  implore  to  your  God?, 

what  does  your  silence  dream  ? 

Who  knows.  Mister! 

Oh,  mysterious  and  old  race, 

of  inscrutable  heart, 

which  without  enjoying  you  may  see  the  happiness 

and  without  suffering  one  may  see  the  pain: 

You  are  Augustus  like  the  Ande; 

the  Large  Ocean  and  the  Sun! 

Your  gesture  which  looks 

of  despicable  resignation, 

it's  of  a  wise  indifference 

and  of  a  pride  without  grudge... 


iQuien  sabei 

Indio  que  asomas  a  la  puerta 

deesatu  rustica  mansion: 

(j^para  mi  sed  no  tienes  agua?, 

(j^para  mi  frio  cobertor?, 

<j,parco  maiz  par  mi  hambre?, 

(j^para  mi  sueho  mal  rincon?, 

(j^breve  quietud  para  mi  andanza?... 

jQuien  sabe,  senor! 

Indio  que  labras  con  fatiga 

tierras  que  de  otro  dueho  son: 

<j,ignoras  tu  que  deben  tuyas 

ser,  por  tu  sangre  y  tu  sudor?, 

(j^ignoras  tu  que  audaz  codicia, 

siglos  atras  te  las  quito?, 

<i,ignoras  tu  que  eres  el  amo? 

jQuien  sabe,  sehor! 

Indio  de  frente  taciturna 

y  de  pupilas  sin  fulgor: 

(j,que  pensamiento  es  el  que  escondes 

en  tu  enigmatica  expresion?, 

c(\ue  es  lo  que  buscas  en  tu  vida?, 

(j,que  es  lo  que  imploras  a  tu  dios?, 

<j,que  es  lo  que  sueha  tu  silencio? 

jQuien  sabe,  sehor! 

jOh,  raza  antigua  y  misteriosa, 

de  impenetrable  corazon, 

que  sin  gozar  ves  la  alegria 

y  sin  sufrir  ves  el  dolor: 
eres  augusta  como  el  Ande, 
el  Grande  Oceano  y  el  Sol! 
ese  tu  gesto  que  parece 
como  de  vil  resignacion, 
es  de  una  sabia  indiferencia 
ydeun  orgullosin  rencor... 
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It  runs  into  my  veins  your  blood, 
and,  for  such  blood,  if  my  God 

asked  me  what  do  I  prefer, 

if  cross  or  laurel,  thorn  or  flower, 

a  kiss  which  puts  out  my  sighs  or  gall  which  fulfils  my  song, 

I  would  answer  hesitating: 

Who  knows.  Sir! 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Corre  en  mis  venas  sangre  tuya, 

y,  por  tal  sangre,  si  mi  Dios 

me  interrogase  que  prefiero, 

cruz  0  laurel,  espina  o  flor, 

beso  que  apague  mis  suspires 

0  hiel  que  colme  mi  cancion, 

responderiale  dudando: 

jQuien  sabe ,  sehor! 
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Julio  Herrera  y  Reissig  (1875  -  1910) 


He  was  born  in  Montevideo  (Uruguay),  within  a  cultivated  but  ruined  family.  He  was 
affected  by  a  cardiac  disease  so  he  always  remained  in  Montevideo.  At  first  romantic,  he 
soon  derived  towards  a  poetry  influenced  by  Ruben  Dario  and  Leopoldo  Lugones.  He 
published  Wagnerians  in  1900,  The  Ecstasies  of  the  mountain,  and  The  abandoned  parks  in 
1908.  He  died  in  Montevideo  in  1910 
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Nacio  en  Montevideo  (Uruguay),  perteneciente  a  una  familia  ilustre  venida  a  menos. 
Afectado  por  una  lesion  cardiaca  permanecio  siempre  en  Montevideo.  Inicialmente 
romantico,  derivo  pronto  hacia  una  poesia  influenciada  por  Ruben  Dario  y  Leopoldo  Lugones. 
Publico  Wagnerianas  en  1900,  Los  Extasis  de  la  montana,  y  Los  parques  abandonados, 
1908.  Murio  en  Montevideo  en  1910. 
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The  return  to  the  fields 

The  afternoon  pays  in  divine  gold  the  tasks... 

One  can  see  clean  women  dressed  up  in  percale, 

braiding  their  hairs  with  lime  trees  and  lilies 

or  doing  their  knitting  across  the  thresholds. 

Shoes  nailed  and  sticks  and  shawls... 

Two  girls  with  their  pitchers  barely. 

Slide.  It  flees  the  flight  sleepwalker  of  the  serene  hours. 

A  sigh  of  Arcady  combs  the  thickets... 

An  austere  silence  falls...  Off  the  puddle 

it  explodes  a  nasal  ballad  of  marimba. 

The  lakes  are  cushioned  with  spectral  lampos, 

the  already  chimerical  summits  are  crowned  of  roses. 

and  in  the  distance  they  smoke  the  dusty  routes 

where  the  labourers  return  to  the  fields. 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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La  vuelta  a  los  campos 

La  tarde  paga  en  oro  divino  las  faenas... 

Se  ven  limpias  mujeres  vestidas  de  percales., 

trenzando  sus  cabellos  con  tilos  y  azucenas 

0  haciendo  sus  labores  de  aguja  en  los  umbrales. 

Zapatos  claveteados  y  baculos  y  chales... 
Dos  mozas  con  sus  cantaros  se  deslizan  apenas. 
Huye  el  vuelo  sonambulo  de  las  horas  serenas  . 

Un  suspire  de  arcadia  peina  los  matorrales... 
Cae  un  silencio  austere...  Del  charco  que  se  nimba 

estalla  una  gangosa  balada  de  marimba. 
Los  lagos  se  amortiguan  con  espectrales  lampos  , 
las  cumbres  ya  quimericas  coronanse  de  rosas  ... 

y  humean  a  lo  lejos  las  rutas  polvorosas 
por  donde  los  labriegos  regresan  a  los  campos. 
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Celso  Emilio  Ferreiro  (1912  -  1979) 


He  was  born  in  Celanova,  (Ourense),  in  1912,  within  a  home  with  a  "galleguista" 
atmosphere.  In  1934  he  founded  the  Federation  of  young  galleguistas.  He  studied  Law  and 
Teaching.  In  1938,  when  the  heat  of  Spanish  Civil  war  he  wrote  Longa  noite  ofpedra.  {Long 
night  of  stone).  He  is  one  of  the  most  powerful  and  exciting  voices  of  the  poetry  of  the 
contemporary  Galicia.  His  poetry  is  the  chronicle  of  a  difficult  time,  full  of  hope.  Works: 
Long  night  of  stone,  1962,  Trip  to  the  country  of  the  dwarves,  1968,  Where  the  world  is  called 
Celanova,  1975. 
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Nacio  en  Celanova,  (Ourense),  en  1912,  en  un  hogar  de  ambiente  galeguista.  En  1934 
fundo  la  Federacion  de  las  juventudes  galeguistas.  Estudio  Derecho  y  Magisterio  .En  1938,  en 
plena  guerra  Civil,  escribio  Longa  noite  de  pedra.  (Larga  noche  de  piedra).  Es  una  de  las 
voces  mas  poderosas  y  emocionantes  de  la  poesia  de  la  Galicia  contemporanea..  Su  poesia  es 
cronica  de  un  tiempo  dificil,  lleno  de  esperanza,  Obras:  Larga  noche  de  piedra,  1962,  Viaje  al 
pais  de  los  enanos,  j968,  Donde  el  mundo  se  llama  Celanova,  1975. 
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Long  night  of  stone 

The  roof  is  made  of  stone. 
The  walls  and  darkness 

are  made  of  stone. 

The  floor  and  the  grilles 

are  made  of  stone. 

The  doors, 

the  chains, 

the  air, 

the  windows, 

the  glance 

are  made  of  stone. 

The  men  hearts 

which  threaten  far  away 

are  also  made  of  stone. 

And  I,  dying 

in  this  long  night 

of  stone. 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Larga  noche  de  piedra 

El  techo  es  de  piedra. 

De  piedra  son  los  muros 

y  las  tinieblas. 

De  piedra  el  suelo 

y  las  rejas. 

Las  puertas, 

las  cadenas, 

el  aire, 

las  ventanas, 

las  miradas, 

son  de  piedra. 

Los  corazones  de  los  hombres 

que  a  lo  lejos  acechan, 

hechos  estan 

tambien 

de  piedra. 

Y  yo,  muriendo 

en  esta  larga  noche 

de  piedra. 
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Rosalia  de  Castro  (1837  -  1885) 


She  was  born  in  Santiago  de  Compostela  in  1837.  She  began  to  write  at  an  early  age. 
She  moved  to  Madrid  in  1856  and  two  years  later  she  married  with  the  historian  Manuel 
Murguia.  Her  first  poetry  book  was,  Flower,  (1857).  She  moved  to  Galicia,  her  native  land 
and  there  she  would  write  most  of  her  literary  work:  New  leaves  (Follas  Novas)  and  Galician 
Song  written  in  Galician  language.  Her  work  is  soaked  up  of  a  great  melancholy  and  set  down 
love  by  the  beauty  of  the  inland.  Azorin  says  that  her  work  has  emotion  and  tenderness.  She 
died  in  Padron  in  1885. 
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Nacio  en  Santiago  de  Compostela  en  1837.  Comenzo  a  escribir  tempranamente.  Se 
traslado  a  Madrid  en  1856  y  dos  anos  mas  tarde  se  caso  con  el  historiador  Manuel  Murguia.. 
Su  primer  libro  de  poesias,  Flor,  (1857).  Se  traslada  a  Galicia,  su  tierra  natal  y  alii  escribira  la 
mayor  parte  de  su  obra:  Follas  Novas  y  Cantares  gallegos  escritas  en  lengua  gallega.  Su  obra 
esta  impregnada  de  una  gran  melancolia  y  pone  de  manifiesto  el  amor  por  la  belleza  de  su 
tierra.  Azorin  dice  que  su  obra  tiene  emocion  y  ternura..  Muere  en  Padron,  en  1885. 
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The  widows  of  the  living 
And  the  widows  of  the  dead 

The  oxen  were  sold, 
there  were  sold  the  cows, 

the  pot 

and  the  blanket  of  the  bed. 

It  was  sold  the  chart 

and  the  lands  he  had  , 

he  was  only  left 

dressed  with  clothes. 

"Maria,  I  am  a  boy 

and  I'm  not  allow  to  beg, 

I  go  round  the  world 

toseeif  lean  win. 

Galicia  is  poor, 

and  the  Havana  I  go... 

Good-bye,  good-bye  tokens 

of  my  heart!" 

"jGo  ahead  companions, 

all  the  earth  belongs  to  mankind! 

He  who  haven't  see  anything  but  his  own, 

the  ignorance  consumes  him. 

Raise  your  spirit!  He  whom  changes  clothes  ,God  helps  him 

!And  although  now  we  set  off  Galicia  far  away, 

you  will  see  when  we  come  back 

how  the  oak  treeshave  grown! 

Tomorrow  is  the  big  day,  jto  the  sea,  friends! 

Tomorrow,  God  receives  us!" 

In  the  appearance  the  happiness, 

in  the  heart  the  effort,  and 

the  harmonious  bell  of  hope, 

far  away,  ringing  the  bell  for  Dead! 

This  goes  and  that  goes  and  all  go; 

Galicia  without  men  you  remain 

who  works  for  you. 


Las  viudas  de  los  vivos  y  las 
Viudas  de  los  muertos 

Le  vendieron  los  bueyes, 
le  vendieron  las  vacas, 

el  pote  del  caldo 

y  la  manta  de  la  cama. 

Le  vendieron  el  carro 

y  las  tierras  que  tenia, 

lo  dejaron  solo 

con  la  ropa  vestida. 

"  Maria,  soy  mozo 

pedir  no  me  es  dado, 

yo  voy  por  el  mundo 

por  ver  de  ganarlo. 

Galicia  esta  pobre, 

alaHabaname  voy... 

jAdios,  adios  prendas 

de  mi  corazon!" 

"  jAnimo,  compaheros, 

toda  la  tierra  es  de  los  hombres! 

Aquel  que  no  vio  nunca  mas  que  la  propia, 

la  ignorancia  lo  consume. 

i  Animo!  jA  quien  se  muda ,  Dios  lo  ayuda! 

jY  aunque  ahora  vamos  de  Galicia  lejos, 

vereis  cuando  tornemos 

lo  que  crecieron  los  robles! 

Mariana  es  el  dia  grande,  \a  la  mar,  amigos! 

i  Mahana,  Dios  nos  acoge!" 

En  el  semblante  la  alegria, 

en  el  corazon  el  esfuerzo, 

y  la  campana  armoniosa  de  la  esperanza, 

lejos,  tocando  a  muerto! 

Este  se  va  y  aquel  se  va 

y  todos  se  van; 

Galicia  sin  hombres  quedas 
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You  have  on  the  other  hand  orphan  boys  and 

Orphan  girls 

and  fields  of  solitude, 

and  mothers  who  do  not  have  children 

and  children  who  do  not  have  parents. 

And  you  have  hearts  which  suffer 

long  mortal  absences, 

widows  of  the  living  and  dead 

whether  none  will  be  of  any  comfort  to  them. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


que  te  puedan  trabajar. 

Tienes  en  cambio,  huerfanos  y 

Huerfanas 

y  campos  de  soledad, 

y  madres  que  no  tienen  hijos 

e  hijos  que  no  tienen  padres. 

Y  tienes  corazones  que  sufren 

largas  ausencias  mortales, 

viudas  de  vivos  y  muertos 

que  nadie  consolara. 
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Gustavo  Adolfo  Becquer  (1836  -  1870) 


He  was  born  in  Seville  in  1836.  In  1854,  he  moved  to  Madrid  to  live  Literature 
suffering  deprivations.  His  Literature  contains  the  deep  feelings  of  the  Romanticism:  love  and 
melancholy.  He  wrote  in  the  newspapers  of  the  time  part  of  his  work.  It  stands  out  its 
Leyendas  and  Rimas.  He  died  in  Madrid  in  1870. 
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Nacio  en  Sevilla  en  1836.  En  1854,  marcho  a  Madrid  para  vivir  la  literatura  ,  pasando 
privaciones.  Su  literatura  contiene  los  sentimientos  intensos  del  Romanticismo:  el  amor,  la 
melancolia.  Escribio  en  periodicos  de  la  epoca  ,  parte  de  sus  obra..  Destacan  sus  Leyendas  y 
Rimas.  .Muere  en  Madrid  en  1870. 
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Ryhmes  IV 

Do  not  you  say  that  its  treasure  exhausted 

of  lacking  matters  the  lira  became  dump. 

Presumably  it  will  never  be  poets  but  always 

jthere  will  be  poetry! 

While  the  waves  from  the  light  to  the  kiss 

palpitate  passionately; 

while  the  sun  looks  at  torn  clouds 

offire  and  gold; 

while  the  air  carries 

perfumes  and  harmonies  in  its  laps; 

while  there  is  Spring  in  the  world, 

there  will  be  poetry! 

While  the  science  won't  discover 

the  sources  of  life, 

and  in  either  the  sea  or  the  sky  there'll  be  an  abyss 

that  the  calculation  resists; 

while  Mankind  always  in  progress 

do  not  know  where  it  walks; 

while  there'll  be  a  mystery  for  a  man, 

i  there  will  be  poetry! 

While  he  feels  that  the  soul  laughs, 

without  the  lips  laughing; 

while  one  weeps  avoiding  the  tears 

to  mar  the  pupil; 

while  the  heart  and  the  head 

continue  the  battle; 

while  there  are  hopes  and  memories, 

i  there  will  be  poetry  j 

While  there're  eyes  which  reflect 
The  eyes  which  look  at  them; 


Rima  IV 


No  digais  que  agotado  su  tesoro, 

de  asuntos  falta  enmudecio  la  lira. 

Podra  no  haber  poetas;  pero  siempre 

jhabrapoesia! 
Mientras  las  ondas  de  la  luz  al  beso 

palpiten  encendidas; 

mientras  el  sol  las  desgarradas  nubes 

de  fuego  y  oro  vista; 

mientras  el  aire  en  su  regazo  lleve 

perfumes  y  armonias; 

mientras  haya  en  mundo  primavera, 

habra  poesia! 

Mientras  la  ciencia  a  descubrir  no  alcance 

las  fuentes  de  la  vida, 

Y  en  el  mar  o  en  el  cielo  haya  un  abismo 

que  el  calculo  resista; 

mientras  la  humanidad,  siempre  avanzando, 

no  sepa  a  do  camina; 

mientras  haya  un  misterio  para  el  hombre, 

i  habra  poesia ! 

Mientras  se  sienta  que  se  rie  el  alma, 

sin  que  los  labios  rian; 

mientras  se  llore  sin  que  el  llanto  acuda 

anublarlapupila; 

mientras  el  corazon  y  la  cabeza 

batallando  prosigan; 

mientras  haya  esperanzas  y  recuerdos, 

i  habra  poesia  \ 
Mientras  haya  unos  ojos  que  reflejen 

Los  ojos  que  los  miran; 
mientras  responda  el  labio  suspirando 

labio  que  suspira; 

Mientras  sentirse  puedan  en  un  beso 

Dos  almas  confundidas; 
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while  the  lip  responds  yearning 

the  lip  that  sighs; 

While  they  feel  each  other  in  a  kiss 

two  souls  tied  together; 

while  there  exists  a  beautiful  woman, 

jthere  will  be  poetry! 


mientras  exista  una  mujer  hermosa, 
jhabra  poesia! 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Juan  Ramon  Jimenez  (1881  -  1958) 


He  was  born  in  Moguer  (Huelva)  in  1881.  He  studied  with  the  Jesuits  in  the  Puerto  de 
Santa  Maria.  In  1900  he  moved  to  Madrid  called  by  Ruben  Dario,  to  fight  for  "the 
Modernism".  He  often  attended  the  Free  Education  Institution.  In  1905  he  wrote:  Silversmith 
and  I  (?\diXQV0  y  yo),  a  book  written  in  poetic  prose.  He  married  to  Zenobia  Camprubi  in  1916. 
He  left  Spain  at  the  beginning  of  the  civil  war  lecturing  in  the  United  States,  Puerto  Rico  and 
Cuba.  He  was  awarded  with  Prize  of  Literature  in  1956.  He  died  in  Puerto  Rico  in  1958.  His 
poetry  summarizes  the  routes  of  the  Spanish  poetry  from  the  Modernism  towards  new  forms. 
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Nacio  en  Moguer  (  Huelva),  en  1881.  Estudio  con  los  Jesuitas  en  el  Puerto  de  Santa 
Maria.  En  1900  marcha  a  Madrid  ,  llamado  por  Ruben  Dario,  para  luchar  por  "  el 
Modernismo".  Frecuento  la  Institucion  Libre  de  Ensenanza  .  En  1905,  escribe:  Platero  y  yo, 
libro  escrito  en  prosa  poetica..  Se  caso  con  Zenobia  Camprubi  en  1916.  Salio  de  Espana  al 
comienzo  de  la  guerra  civil,  dando  cursos  en  Estados  Unidos,  Puerto  Rico  y  Cuba.  Recibio  el 
.Premio  Nobel  de  Literatura  en  1956.  Murio  en  Puerto  Rico  en  1958.  Su  poesia  resume  los 
recorridos  por  la  poesia  espanola  desde  el  Modernismo  hacia  nuevas  formas. 
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Pyrenees 
(Nostalgy  of  Sunday) 

When  entering  in  Spain,  the  afternoon  goes  falling.... 

In  the  peaks,  the  sun  raises  eternally. 

(The  world  opens)  and  the  slate  roofs 

of  shale  remain  in  the  French  towns. 

The  tower  of  Salient  rings  far  away 

(It  Is  Sunday)  The  breeze  plays  in  the  green  rocks. 

The  sunset  is  purer  each  time.  It  smells  the  south  more. 

It's  clearer  the  cornfields  swinging. 

By  the  bloomy  fields,  in  a  peace  of  romance, 

the  rose  milky  cows  moo  lying  down. 

The  speech  of  the  shepherd  touches  us  our  heart. 

The  land  goes  moving  away,  maternal,  to  the  death... 

Happiness,  solitude,  silence.  The  Aeschylus  fill, 

the  sky  like  stars  the  happy  field. 

Happiness  ,  solitude,  silence.  The  water,  in  all, 

sings  between  the  descending  laugh  of  the  bells. 


The  poor  boy 

They  have  put  a  ridiculous, 

crazy,  absurd  dress  to  the  boy; 

it  suits  him  short  and  long; 

shouts  of  colours  have  covered  him  all  over. 

And  the  boy 

looks  and  touches  himself  standing  straight. 

All  causes  laughter  to  the  monkey, 

the  hands  in  his  pockets... 

The  sister  says  to  him 

(peak  of  sparrow,  pretty  firebrands  the  eyes, 

hands  and  curls  in  the  broken  mirror) : 

"jSon, 

you  look  like  a  wealthy  boy! " 

The  sun  vibrates.. 


Pirineos 
(Nostalgia  de  domingo) 

Al  entrar  en  Espaha,  va  cayendo  la  tarde... 
En  los  picos,  el  sol  se  eleva  eternamente. 
(  El  mundo  se  abre)Y  los  techos  de  pizarra 

se  quedan  en  los  pueblos  franceses. 

La  torre  de  Salient  repica  alia  en  el  fondo. 

( Es  domingo)La  brisa  juega  en  las  pehas  verdes. 

El  ocaso  es  mas  puro  cada  vez.  Huele  el  sur 

mas  .Es  mas  claro  el  ondear  de  las  mioses. 

Por  los  prados  con  flor,  en  una  paz  de  idilio, 

mujen,  echadas,  mansas  vacas  rosas  de  leche. 

El  habia  del  zagal  nos  toca  el  corazon. 

La  patria  va  alejando,  maternal,  a  la  muerte... 

Ventura,  soledad,  silencio.  Las  esquilas 

llenan,  cual  las  estrellas  el  cielo,  el  campo  alegre. 

Silencio,  soledad,  ventura.  El  agua,  en  todo, 
canta  entre  el  descendente  reir  de  los  cascabeles 


El  niho  pobre 

Le  han  puesto  al  niho  un  vestido 

absurdo,  loco,  ridicule; 

le  esta  largo  y  corto;  gritos 

de  colores  le  han  prendido 

por  todas  partes.  Y  el  niho 

se  mira,  se  toca,  erguido. 

Todo  le  hace  reir  al  mice, 

lasmanosen  losbolsillos ... 

La  hermana  le  dice  (pico 

de  gorrion,  tizos  lindos 

los  ojos,  manos  y  rizos 

en  el  roto  espejo): 

"jHijo, 

parecesun  nihorico!..." 
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The  town  snores,  asleep,  in  peace. 

Only  the  boy 

comes  and  goes  with  his  dress  on.. 

In  the  fair,  they  pennants  are  fallen. 

Pititos  in  hallways.  When  the  boy 

enters  the  house,  in  a  sigh 

the  mother  screams  her: 

"  iSon!" 

(And  he  looks  at  her  in  silence  rocking, 

hungry  and  submissive, 

the  feet  on  the  chair), 

"Son, 

you  look  like  a  wealthy  boy! 

..."  Bells.  Five  o'clock... 

Lyrical  sun. 

Drapery  and  candles. 

Fragrant  wind  of  the  river. 

The  procession. 

Oh,  how  idyllic  rumour 

of  silver  and  glass! 

Reliquaries  with  the  shine 

of  sunset  in  its  mystical  breast!  ... 

The  boy,  among  the  uproar. 

Is  touches  and  looks  at  himself. .. 

"  i  Son!", 

says  his  drunken  father 

(a  tear  in  the  slime  of  the  bright  eye, 

flower  of  vice), 

"you  look  like  a  wealthy  boy...." 

The  afternoon  falls. 

Mallows  of  gold  sweeten  the  tower. 

Whistles  awaken.  The  Chinese  lanterns, 

even  the  rockets  with  a  living  sun 

are  rocked  half  lit 

By  the  square  hands  in  hands 

well  washed,  clean  suits. 


Vibra  el  sol.  Ronca,  dormido, 

el  pueblo  en  paz.  Solo  el  niho 

viene  y  va  con  su  vestido... 

En  la  feria,  estan  caidos 

los  gallardetes.  Pititos 

en  zaguanes...Cuando  el  niho 

entra  en  casa ,  en  un  suspire 

le  chilla  la  madre 

:"iHijo!" 

(y  el  la  mira  calladito, 

meciendo,  hambriento  y  sumiso, 

los  pies  en  la  silla), 

"hijo, 

parecesun  nihorico!..." 

Campanas.  LascinccLirico 

sol.  Colgaduras  y  cirios. 

Viento  fragante  del  rio. 

La  procesion.  jOh,  que  idilico 

rumor  de  platas  y  vidrios! 

jRelicariosconel  brillo 

de  ocaso  en  su  seno  mistico! 

...  El  niho,  entre  el  vocerio, 

setoca,  semira.. 

."i  Hijo!", 

le  dice  el  padre  bebido 

(una  lagrima  en  el  limo 

del  ojuelo,  flor  de  vicio), 

"parecesun  nihorico! ..." 

La  tarde  cae.  Malvas  de  oro 

endulzan  la  torre.  Pitos 

despiertos.  Los  farolillos, 

aun  los  cohetes  con  sol  vivo, 

se  mecen  medio  encendidos. 

Por  la  plaza,  de  las  manos, 

bien  lavados,  trajes  limpios, 

con  dinero  y  con  juguetes. 
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with  money  and  with  toys, 

the  rich  children  come  near. 

The  boy  goes  close  to  them  and, 

radiant  and  determined, 

he  stared  at  their  face  in  the  face:- 

"jHey,  I  look  like  a  wealthy  boy!" 


Translated  by:  dabne 


vienen  ya  los  nihos  ricos. 

El  niho  se  les  arrima, 

y,  radiante  y  decidido, 

les  dice  en  lacara:-"iEa, 

yo  parezco  un  niho  rico!" 
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Vicente  Aleixandre  y  Merlo  (1900  -  1981) 


He  was  born  in  Seville  in  1900.  In  Madrid  he  studied  Law  and  mercantile  Intendance. 
In  1917  he  knew  Damaso  Alonso  who  awoke  his  poetic  vocation.  His  delicate  health 
prevented  him  to  work  in  the  railroads  so  he  dedicated  himself  to  the  poetry.  Scope  (Ambito), 
(1928),  Swords  like  lips,  (1932)  and  Earth  Passion,  (1935).  He  was  awarded  with  the  National 
Prize  of  Literature  for  his  work:  The  destruction  or  the  love,  1933.  He  was  awarded  with 
Nobel  Prize  of  Literature  in  1977.  He  died  in  Madrid  in  1981. 
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Nacio  en  Sevilla  en  1900.  En  Madrid  estudio  Derecho  e  intendencia  mercantil.  En 
1917  conocio  a  Damaso  Alonso  quien  desperto  su  vocacion  poetica.  Su  delicada  salud  le 
impidio  trabajar  en  los  ferrocarriles  y  se  dedico  a  la  poesia.  Ambito,  (1928),  Espadas  como 
labios,  (1932)  y  Pasion  de  la  tierra,  (1935).  Obtuvo  el  Premio  Nacional  de  Literatura  por  su 
obra:  La  destruccion  o  el  amor,  1933.  Le  fue  otorgado  el  Premio  Nobel  de  Literatura  en  1977. 
Murio  en  Madrid  en  1981. 
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In  the  Public  Square 

Beautiful  it  is,  beautifully  humble  and  trustful ,  lively  and  deep, 

to  be  under  the  sun,  among  the  others,  impelled, 

carried,  conducted,  mixed  up,  blushingly  dragged  along. 

It  is  no  good 

to  remain  in  the  edge 

as  the  jetty  or  like  the  mollusk  that  wants  copy  and  really 

imitate  the  rock. 

But  it  is  pure  and  serene  to  be  destroyed  in  the  joy  of  flow  and 

be  lost, 

finding  himself  in  the  move  whether  the  great  heart  of  the  men 

palpitates  extended. 

As  he  who  lives  there,  I  ignore  in  what  flat, 

and  I  have  seen  him  going  down  stairs 

and  going  bravely  towards  the  crowd  and  getting  lost. 

The  great  mass  passed  by. 

But  it  was  recognizable  the  tiny  afflicted  heart 

There,  i  who  would  recognize  him? 

There,  with  hope,  with  determination  or  with  faith,  with  fearful 

bravery, 

with  silent  humility,  there  he  also  elapsed. 

It  was  an  open  public  square,  and  there  it  was  a  smell  of 

existence. 

A  smell  of  a  great  discovered  sun,  curling  the  wind, 

a  great  wind  where  he  passed  his  hands  over  his  head; 

his  big  hand  which  brushed  their  joined  foreheads  and 

comforted  them. 

And  it  was  the  move  which  staggers 

as  an  unique  being  I  do  not  know  if  helpless,  I  do  not  know  if 

powerful, 

but  existing  and  perceptible,  but  of  the  land  covered. 

There  each  one  can  be  look  at  himself, 

can  be  happy  and  can  be  recognized  by  himself. 

When,  in  the  warm  afternoon,  alone  in  your  cabinet, 

with  strange  eyes  and  an  interrogation  in  the  mouth. 


En  la  plaza 


Hermoso  es,  hermosamente  humilde  y  confiante,  vivifica- 
dor  y  profundo, 
sentirse  bajo  el  sol,  entre  los  demas,  impelido, 
llevado,  conducido,  mezclado,  ruborosamente  arrastrado. 
No  es  bueno 
quedarse  en  la  orilla 
como  el  malecon  o  como  el  molusco  que  quiere  caica 
reamen- 
te  imitar  a  la  roca. 
Sino  que  es  puro  y  sereno  arrasarse  en  la  dicha 
de  fluir  y  perderse, 
encontrandose  en  el  movimiento  con  que  el  gran  corazon 
de 
los  hombres  palpita  extendido. 
Como  ese  que  vive  ahi,  ignore  en  que  piso, 
y  le  he  visto  bajar  por  unas  escaleras 
y  adentrarse  valientemente  entre  la  multitud  y  perderse. 
La  gran  masa  pasaba.  Pero  era  reconocible  el  diminuto 
co- 
razon afluido. 
Alii,  i  quien  lo  reconoceria?  Alii  con  esperanza,  con 
resolu- 
cion  0  con  fe,  con  temeroso  denuedo, 
con  silenciosa  humildad,  alii  el  tambien  transcurria. 
Era  una  plaza  abierta,  y  habia  olor  de  existencia. 
Un  olor  a  gran  sol  descubierto,  a  viento  rizandolo, 
un  gran  viento  que  sobre  las  cabezas  pasaba  su  mano, 
su  gran  mano  que  rozaba  las  frentes  unidas  y  las 
reconfortaba. 
Y  era  el  serpear  que  se  movia 
como  un  unico  ser,  no  se  si  desvalido,  no  se  si  poderoso, 
pero  existente  y  perceptible,  pero  cubridor  de  la  tierra. 
Alii  cada  uno  puede  mirarse  y  puede  alegrarse  y  puede 
reconocerse. 
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you  want  to  ask  your  image, 

do  not  look  in  the  mirror, 

in  an  extinct  dialogue  in  which  you  don't  listen  to  yourself. 

Come,  come  down  slowly  and  look  yourself  among  the  others. 

There  they  are  all,  and  you  among  them. 
Oh,  take  your  clothes  off,  melt  yourself  and  recognize  yourself. 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Cuando,  en  la  tarde  caldeada,  solo  en  tu  gabinete, 

con  los  ojos  extrahos  y  la  interrogacion  en  la  boca, 

quisieras  algo  preguntar  a  tu  imagen, 

no  te  busques  en  el  espejo, 

en  un  extinto  dialogo  en  que  no  te  oyes. 

Baja,  baja  despacio  y  buscate  entre  los  otros  . 

Alii  estan  todos,  y  tu  entre  ellos. 
Oh,  desnudate  y  fundete,  y  recon6cete.[ ...] 
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Luis  Cernuda  (1902-1963) 


He  was  born  in  Seville.  Partisan  of  the  Spanish  Republic,  he  went  into  exile  in  1938. 
He  travelled  through  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States  and  died  in  Mexico  in  1963.  His 
discontentment  with  the  world  and  his  revolt  is  due  to  a  great  extent  to  his  homosexuality.  His 
poetry  has  a  romantic  root.  At  his  starts  he  touches  the  pure  poetry,  the  classicism  and  the 
Surrealism,  but  from  1932  on  he  initiates  a  personal  style  more  and  more  simple.  From  1936 
Cernuda  gathers  his  books  under  an  unique  title:  The  reality  and  the  desire,  which  he 
broadens  until  its  definitive  version  in  1964. 
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Nace  en  Sevilla.  Partidario  de  la  Republica,  se  exilia  en  1938.  Viaja  por  G.Bretana  y 
Estados  Unidos  y  muere  en  Mexico,  en  1963.  Su  descontento  con  el  mundo  y  su  rebeldia  se 
deben,  en  gran  medida,  a  su  condicion  de  homosexual.  Su  poesia  es  de  raiz  romantica.  En  sus 
inicios  toca  la  poesia  pura,  el  clasicismo  y  el  Surrealismo,  pero  a  partir  de  1932  inicia  un 
estilo  personal,  cada  vez  mas  sencillo.  Desde  1936  Cernuda  reune  sus  libros  bajo  un  mismo 
titulo:  La  realidady  el  deseo,  que  se  va  engrosando  hasta  su  version  definitiva,  en  1964. 
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Pilgrim 

Returning?  Do  return  the  one  that  has, 
After  long  years,  after  a  long  trip, 

exhaustion  of  the  road  and  greed... 

Of  his  land,  his  house,  his  friends. 
Of  love  that  faithful  waits  for  his  return. 

But,  (j,you?  Returning?  To  return  you  do  not  think. 

But  to  continuing  ahead 

Available  for  always,  young  or  old. 

Without  a  son  who  looks  for  you  like  Ulysses, 

Without  Itaca  which  awaits  and  without  Penelope. 

It  continues,  continues  ahead  and  do  not  return. 
Faithful  till  the  end  of  the  way  and  your  life. 

Do  not  miss  an  easier  destiny. 
Your  feet  on  the  land  never  before  founded 

Your  eyes  set  against  what  you've  never  seen. 


Lament  and  hope 

We  dreamed  some,  when  we  were  children,  fallen. 

In  a  vast  hour  of  solitary  leisure 

Under  the  lamp,  facing  the  stamps  of  a  book. 

With  the  revolution.  And  we  saw  its  dazzling  wing 

Folding  like  grains  the  powerful  bodies. 

Younger  then,  the  dream  remained  far  away 

from  a  world  where  disorder  and  injustice. 

Stuffing  obscurely  the  avid  cities, 

they  raised  up  to  the  absorbed  air  of  the  fields. 

And  in  the  revolution  we  thought:  a  sea. 
Whose  blue  rage  could  swallow  such  cold  misery. 

The  man  is  a  cloud  whether  the  dream  is  wind. 


Peregrino 

(j,Volver?  Vuelva  el  que  tenga, 

Tras  largos  ahos,  tras  un  largo  viaje, 

Cansancio  del  camino  y  la  codicia 

De  su  tierra,  su  casa,  sus  amigos, 

Del  amor  que  al  regreso  fiel  le  espere. 

Mas,  (j,tu?  (j,Volver?  Regresar  no  piensas, 

Sino  seguir  libre  adelante, 

Disponible  por  siempre,  mozo  o  viejo. 

Sin  hijo  que  te  busque,  como  a  Ulises, 

Sin  Itaca  que  aguarde  y  sin  Penelope. 

Sigue,  sigue  adelante  y  no  regreses, 

Fiel  hasta  el  fin  del  camino  y  tu  vida. 

No  eches  de  menos  un  destine  mas  facil, 

Tus  pies  sobre  la  tierra  antes  no  hallada, 

Tus  ojos  frente  a  lo  antes  nunca  visto. 


Lamento  y  esperanza 

Sonabamos  algunos  cuando  nihos,  caidos 

En  una  vasta  hora  de  ocio  solitario 

Bajo  la  lampara,  ante  las  estampas  de  un  libro. 

Con  la  revolucion.  Y  vimos  su  ala  fulgida 
Plegar  como  una  mies  los  cuerpos  poderosos. 

Jovenes  luego,  el  sueho  quedo  lejos 

De  un  mundo  donde  desorden  e  injusticia, 

Hinchendo  oscuramente  las  avidas  ciudades, 

Se  alzaban  hasta  el  aire  absorto  de  los  campos. 

Y  en  la  revolucion  pensabamos:  un  mar, 

Cuya  ira  azul  tragase  tanta  fria  miseria. 

El  hombre  es  una  nube  de  la  cual  el  sueho  es  viento. 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Electronic  Book  for  Adults 


Who  will  to  separate  thought  from  dream? 

You  know  it  well,  the  ones  who  envy  tomorrow. 

In  the  calm  this  puff  of  death  which  carries  us. 

Stepping  on  ruins  a  mud  with  dew  of  blood. 

A  continent  of  merchants  and  of  actors, 

lying  in  wait  for  this  crazy  country, 

is  waiting  once  defeated  to  plunge  alone  ahead  his  destiny. 

To  tear  off  shreds  of  his  old  splendour. 

It  encourages  him  only  his  own  great  sore  story. 


553 

(j,Quien  podra  al  pensamiento  separarlo  del  sueho? 

Sabedio  bien  vosotros,  los  que  envidieis  mahana 

En  la  calma  este  sopio  de  muerte  que  nos  lleva 

Pisando  entre  ruinas  un  fango  con  rocio  de  sangre. 

Un  continente  de  mercaderes  y  de  histriones, 

Al  acecho  de  este  loco  pais,  esta  esperando 

Que  vencido  se  hunda,  solo  ante  su  destine. 

Para  arrancar  jirones  de  su  esplendor  antiguo. 

Le  alienta  unicamente  su  propia  gran  historia  dolorida. 


And  with  pain  the  soul  has  moderated,  it  is  invincible; 

But,  like  love  pain  owes  to  be  mute. 

Don't  say  it  suffer  it  with  hope. 

Thus  this  easily  deceived  people  will  be  dying  before,  already 

prey  of  death. 
And  look  at  him  yet  open,  everlasting  rose  among  the  seas. 


Y  con  dolor  el  alma  se  ha  templado,  es  invencible; 

Pero,  como  el  amor,  debe  el  dolor  ser  mudo: 

No  lo  digais,  sufridio  con  esperanza.  Asi  este  pueblo  iluso 

Agonizara  antes,  presa  ya  de  la  muerte. 

Y  vedle  luego  abierto,  rosa  eterna  entre  los  mares. 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Ruben  Dario  (1867  -  1916) 


He  was  born  in  Nicaragua  in  1867.  He  is  considered  the  representative  by  excellence 
of  modernist  poetry.  He  published  his  first  verses  at  1 1  years  old.  He  was  an  untiring  traveller 
to  America  and  Europe.  He  came  to  Spain  and  here  he  got  in  touch  with  Juan  R.  Jimenez,  and 
the  poets  of  the  Generation  of  the  27.  In  Paris  he  led  a  Bohemian  life,  and  in  1914  he  moved 
to  New  York.  He  became  seriously  ill  and  he  returned  to  his  country.  He  died  in  Leon, 
Nicaragua,  in  1916.  Since  Ruben  Dario,  the  Hispano-American  lyrical  begins  to  shift  the 
course  of  literature. 
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Nacio  en  Nicaragua  en  1867.  Se  considera  el  representante  por  excelencia  de  la  poesia 
modernista.  Publico  sus  primeros  versos  a  los  11  anos.  Fue  un  viajero  incansable  por  America 
y  Europa.  Vino  a  Espana  y  aqui  establecio  contacto  con  Juan  R.  Jimenez,  y  los  poetas  de  la 
Generacion  del  27.  En  Paris  Uevo  una  vida  bohemia,  y  en  1914  se  traslada  a  Nueva  York. 
Enfermo  gravemente  y  regreso  a  su  pais.  Murio  en  Leon,  Nicaragua,  en  1916.  A  partir  de 
Ruben  Dario,  la  lirica  hispanoamericana  comienza  a  dar  sintomas  de  un  cambio  de  rumbo. 
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Salutation  to  optimism 

Illustrious  fertile  races,  blood  of  Hispania  fertile, 

brotherly  spirits,  luminous  souls, 

jGod  save  you! 

Because  the  moment  will  arrive  where  new  glory  anthems 

should  be  sang  tongues  of  glory . 

A  broaden  rumour  fills  the  environments;  magic  waves  of  life 

reborn  suddenly; 

absence  goes  back ,  Death  deceived  goes  back; 

a  new  kingdom  is  announced,  happy  Sibyl  dreams 

and  in  Pandora  box ,  misfortunes  drawn  we  find  suddenly, 

talismanica,  pure,  smiley , 

as  divine  Virgil  will  say  it  in  his  verse  divine  queen  of  light, 

jthe  heavenly  Hope! 

Pale  indolence,  fatal  distrust  to  whose  enthusiasm  you 

condemned  to  tomb 

or  to  perpetual  prison  you  will  see  when  the  sun  rises  in  a 

triumph  of  lira, 

while  two  continents,  fertilized  with  glorious  bones, 

evoking  the  haughty  shadow  of  the  old  Hercules, 

they  say  to  the  globe:  the  high  virtue  resurrects 

which  made  Hispanic  descendents  owners  for  centuries. 

You  abominate  the  mouth  which  predicts  eternal  misfortunes, 

do  abominate  the  eyes  which  see  only  ill-fated  zodiacs, 

do  abominate  the  hands  which  throw  stones  at  well-known 

ruins, 

or  those  who  seize  the  torch  or  the  suicide  dagger. 

One  listens  at  deaf  spontaneous  in  the  entrails  of  the  world, 

the  imminence  of  somewhat  fatal  today  touches  the  Land; 

strong  heroes  fall,  eagles  with  two  heads  scattered, 

and  something  starts  like  a  wide  social  cataclysm 

on  the  face  of  the  earth. 
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Salutacion  al  optimismo 

inclitas  razas  berrimas,  sangre  de  Hispania  fecunda, 
espiritus  fraternos,  luminosas  almas,  jsalve! 

Porque  llega  el  memento  en  que  habran  de  cantar  nuevos 

himnos 

lenguas  de  gloria.  Un  vasto  rumor  llena  los  ambitos; 

magicas  ondas  de  vida  van  renaciendo  de  pronto; 

retrocede  el  olvido,  retrocede  engahada  la  muerte; 

se  anuncia  un  reino  nuevo,  feliz  sibila  sueha 

y  en  la  caja  pandorica,  de  que  tantas  desgracias  surgieron 

encontramos  de  subito,  talismanica,  pura,  riente, 

cual  pudiera  deciria  en  su  verso  Virgilio  divino, 

la  divina  reina  de  luz,  jla  celeste  Esperanza! 

Palidas  indolencias,  desconfianzas  fatales  que  a  tumba 
0  a  perpetuo  presidio  condenasteis  al  noble  entusiasmo, 

ya  vereis  al  salir  del  sol  en  un  triunfo  de  liras, 

mientras  dos  continentes,  abonados  de  huesos  gloriosos, 

del  Hercules  antiguo  la  gran  sombra  soberbia  evocando, 

digan  al  orbe:  la  alta  virtud  resucita 

que  a  la  hispana  progenie  hizo  dueha  de  siglos. 

Abominad  la  boca  que  predice  desgracias  eternas, 

abominad  los  ojos  que  ven  solo  zodiacos  funestos, 

abominad  las  manos  que  apedrean  las  ruinas  ilustres, 

0  que  la  tea  empuhan  o  la  daga  suicida. 

Sientense  sordos  impetus  en  las  entrahas  del  mundo, 

la  inminencia  de  algo  fatal  hoy  conmueve  la  Tierra; 

fuertes  colosos  caen,  se  desbandan  bicefalas  aguilas, 

y  algo  se  inicia  como  vasto  social  cataclismo 

sobre  la  faz  del  orbe.  <j,Quien  dira  que  las  savias  dormidas 

no  despiertan  entonces  en  el  tronco  del  roble  gigante 

bajo  el  cual  se  exprimio  la  ubre  de  la  loba  romana? 

<j,Quien  sera  el  pusilanime  que  al  vigor  espahol  niegue 
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Who  will  say  that  the  asleep  saps 

do  not  awake  then  in  the  trunk  of  a  gigantic  oak  tree 

under  which  the  roman  wolf 's  udder  was  squeezed? 

Who  will  be  the  pusillanimous  one  who  denies  their  muscles  to 

Spanish  vigour  muscles 

and  that  the  Spanish  soul  judged  blind  and  crippled? 

It  is  neither  Babylonia  nor  Ninive  buried  oversight  and  in  dust, 

neither  between  mummies  and  stones  reign  that  inhabits  the 

grave, 

the  generous  nation,  crowned  of  dry  pride, 

that  toward  the  side  of  the  fixed  dawn  sets  the  anxious  looks, 

nor  the  one  in  which  lies  down  buried  the  Atlantis  beyond  the 

seas, 

it  has  its  chorus  of  strong,  vigorous  and  high  sons. 

Unite,  shine,  support  so  many  dispersed  vigour; 

they  all  form  a  single  do  of  ecumenical  energy. 

Blood  of  Hispania  fertile,  solid,  illustrious  races, 

they  show  the  past  gifts  which  were  long  ago  their  triumph. 

Return  the  old  enthusiasm,  return  the  ardent  spirit 

which  will  water  tongues  of  fire  in  that  epiphany. 

Together  the  heads  tight  of  lyrical  laurels 

and  the  young  heads  that  the  High  Minerva  decorates, 

thus  the  heroic  gestures  of  the  primitive  grandparents, 

of  the  eminent  parents  who  opened  the  pristine  furrow, 

they  set  down  the  agrarian  puffs  of  spring  returns 

and  the  love  of  ears  which  initiated  the  work. 

One  continent  and  next  renewing  the  old  lineages, 

in  united  spirit,  in  spirit,  anxieties  and  tongue, 

they  see  arriving  the  moment  in  which  they  should  sing  new 

anthems 

The  Latin-  American  lineage  will  see  the  great  future  dawn: 

In  a  thunder  of  glorious  music,  millions  of  lips 

will  greet  the  splendid  light  coming  from  the  East, 

august  East,  where  all  changes  and  renews 

the  eternity  of  God,  the  infinite  activity. 


musculos 

y  que  el  alma  espahola  juzgase  aptera  y  ciega  y  tullida? 

No  es  Babilonia  ni  Ninive  enterrada  en  olvido  y  en  polvo, 

ni  entre  momias  y  piedras  reina  que  habita  el  sepulcro, 

la  nacion  generosa,  coronada  de  orgullo  inmarchito, 

que  hacia  el  lado  del  alba  fija  las  miradas  ansiosas, 

ni  la  que  tras  los  mares  en  que  yace  sepultada  la 

Atlantida, 

tiene  su  coro  de  vastagos  altos,  robustos  y  fuertes. 

Unanse,  brillen,  secundense  tantos  vigores  disperses; 

formen  todos  un  solo  haz  de  energia  ecumenica. 

Sangre  de  Hispania  fecunda,  solidas,  inclitas  razas, 

muestren  los  dones  preterites  que  fueron  antaho  su 

triunfo. 

Vuelva  el  antiguo  entusiasmo,  vuelva  el  espiritu  ardiente 

que  regara  lenguas  de  fuego  en  esa  epifania. 

Juntas  las  testas  ancianas  cehidas  de  liricos  lauros 

y  las  cabezas  jovenes  que  la  alta  Minerva  decora, 

asi  los  manes  heroicos  de  los  primitives  abuelos, 

de  los  egregios  padres  que  abrieron  el  surco  pristine, 

sientan  los  soplos  agrarios  de  primaverales  retornos 

y  el  amor  de  espigas  que  inicio  la  labor  triptolemica. 

Un  continente  y  otro  renovando  las  viejas  prosapias, 

en  espiritu  unidos,  en  espiritu  y  ansias  y  lengua, 

ven  llegar  el  memento  en  que  habran  de  cantar  nuevos 

himnos. 

La  latina  estirpe  vera  la  gran  alba  futura: 

en  un  trueno  de  musica  gloriosa,  millones  de  labios 

saludaran  la  esplendida  luz  que  vendra  del  Oriente, 

Oriente  augusto,  en  donde  todo  lo  cambia  y  renueva 

la  eternidad  de  Dies,  la  actividad  infinita. 

Y  asi  sea  Esperanza  la  vision  permanente  en  nosotros. 

i inclitas  razas  uberrimas,  sangre  de  Hispania  fecunda! 
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And  thus  be  Hope  the  permanent  vision  in  us. 
i  Illustrious  fertile  races,  blood  of  fertile  Hispania! 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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Gabriela  Mistral  (1898  - 1957) 


A  Pseudonym  for  Lucila  Godoy  Alcayata.  She  was  born  in  Vicuna,  Chile  in  1898.  She 
was  a  daughter  of  a  rural  teacher.  She  dedicated  herself  to  education  and  she  showed  herself 
as  a  poet,  with  the  sonnets  of  the  death.  She  gave  away  teaching  in  1925  after  representing  his 
country  in  the  Institute  of  Intellectual  Cooperation.  She  was  consul  in  Naples  and  Lisbon. 

She  is  the  maximum  example  of  the  overcoming  of  the  Modernism  towards  a  simple 
language,  sometimes  tough  in  which  the  prosaic  thing  is  mixed  up  with  deep  but  elementary 
images.  She  sang  to  the  mother  love  and  her  love  to  children,  the  helpless  and  her  land. 
Tenderness  -1924;  Tala  1938;  Poems  of  mothers  1950.  Lagar  1954.  She  was  awarded  with 
the  Nobel  Prize  of  Literature  in  1945.  She  died  in  New  York  in  1957. 
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Seudonimo  de  Lucila  Godoy  Alcayata..  Nacio  en  Vicuna,  Chile  en  1898.  Hija  de  un 
maestro  rural.  Se  dedico  a  la  ensenanza  y  se  dio  a  conocer  en  Chile,  como  poeta,  con  los 
sonetos  de  la  muerte.  Dejo  la  ensenanza  en  1925  tras  ser  representante  de  su  pais  en  el 
Instituto  de  Cooperacion  Intelectual,  fue  consul  en  Napoles  y  Lisboa. 

Es  el  maximo  ejemplo  de  la  superacion  del  Modernismo  hacia  un  lenguaje  sencillo,  a 
veces  duro,  en  el  que  lo  prosaico  se  mezcla  con  imagenes  intensas  pero  elementales.  Canto  el 
amor  materno,  y  su  amor  a  los  ninos,  a  los  desvalidos,  a  su  tierra.  Ternura  -1924;  Tala  1938; 
Poemas  de  las  madres  1950.  Lagar  1954.  Premio  Nobel  de  Literatura  en  1945.  Murio  en 
Nueva  York  en  1957. 
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We'  II  were  going  to  be  queens 

We  all  were  going  to  be  queens, 

of  four  kingdoms  on  the  sea: 

Rosalia  with  Efigenia 

and  Lucilawith  Soledad. 

In  the  valley  of  Elqui,  piled  up 

of  hundred  mountains  or  more, 

that  as  gifts  s  or  tributes 

burn  in  red  and  saffron. 

We  said  it  drunken, 

and  we  considered  as  true, 

that  we  All  be  queens 

and  we  would  arrive  at  the  sea. 


the  tresses  of  the  seven  years, 
and  transparent  dresses  of  calico, 
pursuing  fugitive  thrushes 
under  the  shade  of  the  fig  tree. 

Of  the  four  kingdoms,  we  said, 

doubtless  as  the  Koran, 

because  they're  big  and  worthy 

they  would  reach  the  sea. 

Four  husbands  they  would  marry, 

by  the  time  to  marry, 

and  they  were  kings  and  folksingers 

as  David,  kingof  Judah. 


And  if  our  kingdoms  were  big 

they  would  have,  without  doubt , 

green  seas,  seas  of  algae. 


Todas  ibamos  a  ser  reinas 

Todas  ibamos  a  ser  reinas, 

de  cuatro  reinos  sobre  el  mar: 

Rosalia  con  Efigenia 

y  Lucila  con  Soledad. 

En  el  valle  de  Elqui,  cehido 

de  cien  montahas  o  de  mas, 

que  como  ofrendas  o  tributes 

arden  en  rojoyazafran. 

Lo  deciamos  embriagadas, 

ylotuvimosporverdad, 

que  seriamos  todas  reinas 

y  llegariamos  al  mar. 

Con  las  trenzas  de  los  siete  ahos, 

y  batas  claras  de  percal, 

persiguiendo  tordos  huidos 

en  la  sombra  del  higueral. 

De  los  cuatro  reinos,  deciamos, 
indudables  como  el  Koran, 

que  por  grandes  y  por  cabales 
alcanzarian  hasta  el  mar. 

Cuatro  esposos  desposarian, 
por  el  tiempo  de  desposar, 
y  eran  reyes  y  cantadores 
como  David,  rey  de  Juda. 

Y  de  ser  grandes  nuestros  reinos, 

ellos  tendrian,  sin  faltar, 

mares  verdes,  mares  de  algas, 

yel  avelocadelfaisan. 
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and  the  crazy  bird  of  the  pheasant. 

And  if  you  have  all  the  fruits, 

tree  of  milk,  tree  of  bread, 

the  guayacan  tree  we  would  neither  cut 

nor  bite  the  metal. 

We  All  were  going  to  be  queens, 

and  truly  reign; 

but  none  has  been  a  queen 

neither  in  Arauco  nor  in  Copan. 

Rosalia  a  marine  kiss 

already  married  with  the  sea, 

and  the  kisser,  in  the  Guaitecas, 

he  was  eaten  by  the  storm. 

Soledad  has  raised  seven  brothers 

and  she  left  her  blood  in  their  bread, 

and  her  eyes  became  black 

because  they  have  never  seen  the  sea. 

In  the  vineyards  of  Montegrande, 

with  its  pure  breast  for  bread, 

she  rocks  the  children  of  other  queens 

and  hers  never-never. 

Efigenia  crossed  the  borders  , 
and  without  speaking,  she  followed  him, 

without  knowing  him  name 
because  the  man  and  the  sea  are  alike. 

And  Lucila,  who  spoke  with  the  river, 

the  mountain  and  the  sugarcane  plantation, 

in  the  moons  of  madness 

received  truly  a  kingdom. 

In  the  clouds  she  counted  out  ten  children 


Y  de  tener  todos  los  frutos, 
arbol  de  leche,  arbol  del  pan, 
el  guayacan  no  cortariamos 

ni  morderiamos  metal. 

Todas  ibamos  a  ser  reinas, 

y  de  veridico  reinar; 
pero  ninguna  ha  sido  reina 
ni  en  Arauco  ni  en  Copan. 

Rosalia  beso  marine 

ya  desposado  con  el  mar, 

y  al  besador,  en  las  Guaitecas, 

se  lo  comio  la  tempestad. 

Soledad  crio  siete  hermanos 

y  su  sangre  dejo  en  su  pan, 

y  sus  ojos  quedaron  negros 

de  no  haber  visto  nunca  el  mar. 

En  las  vinas  de  Montegrande, 
con  su  pure  seno  candeal, 

mece  los  hijos  de  otras  reinas 
y  los  suyos  nunca-jamas. 

Efigenia  cruzo  extranjero 

en  las  rutas,  y  sin  hablar, 

le  siguio,  sin  saberle  nombre, 

porque  el  hombre  parece  al  mar. 

Y  Lucila,  que  hablaba  a  rio, 

a  montaha  y  a  Canaveral, 

en  las  lunas  de  la  locura 

recibio  reino  de  verdad. 

En  las  nubes  conto  diez  hijos 
y  en  los  salares  su  reinar. 
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and  in  the  salt  marsh  she's  to  reign, 

in  the  rivers  she  has  seen  husbands 

and  their  cloak  in  the  storm. 


But  in  the  Valley  of  Elqui, 

where  there  are  a  hundred  mountains  or  more, 

they  sing  the  other  who  came 

and  the  ones  who  will  come  will  sing: 

"In  the  earth  we  will  be  queens, 

and  truly  to  reign 

and  being  our  kingdoms  big  , 

we  will  arrive  All  in  the  sea. 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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en  los  rios  ha  visto  esposos 
y  su  manto  en  la  tempestad. 

Pero  en  el  Valle  de  Elqui,  donde 

son  cien  montahas  o  son  mas, 

cantan  las  otras  que  vinieron 

y  las  que  vienen  cantaran: 

"En  la  tierra  seremos  reinas, 

y  de  veridico  reinar, 

y  siendo  grandes  nuestros  reinos, 

llegaremos  todas  al  mar". 
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Nicolas  Guillen  (1902  -  1989) 


He  was  born  in  Camagtiey  (Cuba).  He  studied  Law  in  la  Havana  and  he  worked  at  the 
Governor's  secretariat  where  he  pubUshed  in  1930  "Motivos  del  son"  .  He  was  Rafael  Alberti 
and  Pablo  Neruda's  guest,  he  travelled  to  Spain  to  attend  the  2nd  Congress  for  the  Defense  of 
Culture.  From  1953  to  1958  he  left  Cuba  and  he  was  awarded  with  the  Prize  Lenin  1956.  He 
returned  to  Cuba  after  the  triumph  of  the  revolution. 
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Nacio  en  Camagtiey  (Cuba).  Estudio  Derecho  en  la  Habana  y  trabajo  en  la  secretaria 
de  la  Gobernacion  ,  publicando  en  1930  Motivos  del  son.  Invitado  por  Rafael  Alberti  y  Pablo 
Neruda,  se  traslado  a  Espana  para  asistir  al  II  Congreso  por  la  Defensa  de  la  Cultura.  Del 
1953  a  1958  se  exilia  de  Cuba  y  recibe  el  Premio  Lenin  1956.  Regreso  a  Cuba  despues  del 
triunfo  de  la  revolucion. 
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Ballad  of  Simon  Caraballo 

Simon  sings : 

-jOh  ,  I've  had  a  little  house 

and  a  woman! 

Me, 

black  Simon  Caraballo, 

and  today  I  do  not  have  what  to  eat. 

The  woman  died  when  giving  birth, 

I  became  entangled  in  the  house 

Me, 

black  Simon  Caraballo, 

I  don't  play,  I  neither  drink  nor  dance, 

I  almost  neither  know  who  I  am. 

Me, 

black  Simon  Caraballo, 

now  I  sleep  under  a  gate 

my  pillow  is  on  a  brick, 

my  bed  is  on  the  ground. 

The  scabies  eat  me  alive, 

the  rheumatism  binds  my  foot; 

cold  moon  at  night 

early  morning  without  coffee. 

I  do  not  know  what  to  do  with  my  arms. 

But  I  will  find  what  to  do: 

Me, 

black  Simon  Caraballo, 

I  have  got  the  fists  clenched, 

I  have  got  the  fists 
Clenched  and  I  need  to  eat! 

-jHey  Simon,  there  comes  the  guard 
with  his  horse  of  swords! 


563 
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Balada  de  Simon  Caraballo 

Canta  Simon: 

-jAy,  yo  tuve  una  casita 

y  una  mujer! 

Yo, 

negro  Simon  Caraballo, 

y  hoy  no  tengo  que  comer. 

La  mujer  murio  de  parte, 

la  casa  se  m'enredo: 

Yo 
negro  Simon  Caraballo, 
ni  toco,  ni  bebo,  ni  bailo, 
ni  casi  se  ya  quien  soy. 

Yo, 

negro  Simon  Caraballo, 

ahora  duermo  en  un  portal; 

mi  almohada  esta  en  un  ladrillo, 

mi  cama  en  el  suelo  esta. 

La  sarna  me  come  en  vida, 

el  reuma  me  amarra  el  pie; 

luna  fria  por  la  noche 

madrugada  sin  cafe. 

jNo  se  que  hacer  con  mis  brazos. 

pero  encontrare  que  hacer: 

Yo, 

negro  Simon  Caraballo, 

tengo  los  puhos  cerrados, 

tengo  los  puhos  cerrados, 

y  necesito  comer! 

-jSimon,  que  alia  viene  el  guardia 

con  su  caballo  de  espadas! 

(Simon  se  queda  callado). 
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(Simon  remains  in  silence). 

-j Simon  there  comes  he  guard 

with  his  spurs  of  silver  ! 
(Simon  remain  sin  silence ). 

-jSimon,  there  comes  the  guard 

with  his  stick  and  his  gun, 

and  with  the  hate  covering  his  face, 

because  he's  already  heard  you  singing 

and  he's  going  to  hit  you  in  the  back, 

folksingerofold  songs, 

husband  of  your  guitar... 

(Simon  remains  in  silence). 

A  guard  of  a  moustache  arrives, 
big  and  serious,  serious  and  big 

rider  in  a  trotting  horse  . 

-  Simon  Caraballo,  imprisoned! 

(But  Simon  does  not  respond 

because  Simon  is  dead). 

Translated  by:  dabne 


-jSimon  que  alia  viene  el  guardia 
con  sus  espuelas  de  lata! 
(Simon  se  queda  callado). 

-jSimon,  que  alia  viene  el  guardia 

con  su  palo  y  su  revolver, 

y  con  el  odio  en  la  cara, 

porque  ya  te  oyo  cantar 

y  te  va  a  dar  por  la  espalda, 

cantador  de  sones  viejos, 

maridodetuguitarra... 

(Simon  se  queda  callado). 

Llega  un  guardia  de  bigotes, 

serio  y  grande,  grande  y  serio, 

jinete  en  un  pence  al  trote. 

-jSimon  Caraballo,  preso! 

(Pero  Simon  no  responde 
porque  Simon  esta  muerto). 
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Cesar  Vallejo  (1892  -  1938) 


He  was  born  in  Peru  of  racially  mixed  blood.  He  loved  Spain  passionately  where  he 
lived  at  times.  He  studied  Medicine  and  Philosophy  and  Humanities  at  the  universities  of  San 
Marcos  and  Trujillo.  He  was  expelled  from  France  for  political  reasons.  Then  he  moved  to 
Spain  where  he  became  a  member  of  the  PCE  in  1931.  During  the  Spanish  Civil  War  he 
collected  funds  in  Paris  for  the  Popular  Front.  He  stresses  his  sensitivity  for  one's  own  pain 
and  the  pain  of  others.  Three  great  works  laid  out  his  poetic  itinerary:  The  black  heraldos 
(1918);  Trilce  (1922);  Human  poems  (1939)  and  Spain  draw  out  from  me  this  chalice,  (1940) 
after  his  death  in  Paris. 
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Nacio  en  Peru  de  sangre  mestiza.  Amo  apasionadamente  a  Espana,  donde  residio 
temporadas.  Estudio  Medicina  y  Filosofia  y  Letras  en  las  universidades  de  San  Marcos  y 
Trujillo.  Expulsado  de  Francia  por  razones  politicas,  se  traslado  a  Espana  afiliandose  al  PCE 
en  1931.  Durante  la  Guerra  Civil  espanola,  recaudo  fondos  en  Paris  para  el  Frente  Popular. 
Destaca  su  sensibilidad  para  el  propio  dolor  y  para  el  dolor  de  los  demas.  Su  trayectoria 
poetica  esta  jalonada  por  tres  grandes  obras:  Los  heraldos  negros  (1918);  Trilce  (1922); 
Poemas  humanos  (1939)  y  Espana  aparta  de  mi  este  cdliz,  (1940)  tras  su  muerte,  en  Paris. 
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A  man  passes  by  with  a  loaf  of  bread 
on  his  shoulder 

A  man  passes  with  a  loaf  of  bread  on  his  shoulder 

Am  I  going  to  write,  later,  upon  my  twin? 

Another  sits  down,  scratches,  he  pulls  out  a  louse  under  his 

arm,  he  kills  it. 

What  courage  is  available  to  speak  about  psychoanalysis? 

Another  has  entered  into  my  chest  with  a  stick  in  his  hand 

Speak  upon  Socrates  to  the  doctor? 

A  lame  man  passes  giving  his  arm  to  a  boy 

Am  I  going  to  read  later  Andre  Breton? 

Another  shivers,  coughs,  spitting  blood 

Can  we  refer  yet  to  the  deep  self? 

Another  search  in  the  mud  bones,  shells 

How  to  write,  later,  of  the  infinite? 

A  bricklayer  falls  from  a  roof,  he  dies,  and  has  lunch  no  longer. 

To  Innovate,  then,  the  trope,  the  metaphor? 

A  merchant  steals  a  gram  in  the  weight  from  a  customer 

to  speak,  later,  of  fourth  dimension? 

A  banker  falsifies  his  balance 

How  to  cry  in  the  theatre? 

A  pariah  sleeps  with  the  foot  on  the  back 

To  Speak,  later,  to  nobody  about  Picasso? 

Somebody  sobs  attending  a  burial 

How  to  enter  then  in  the  Academy? 

Somebody  cleans  a  rifle  in  the  kitchen 

What  courage  is  needed  about  eternity? 

Somebody  passes  by  counting  on  the  fingers  of  his  hand 

How  to  speak  of  the  non-1  without  giving  a  cry? 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Un  hombre  pasa  con  un  pan  al 
hombro 

Un  hombre  pasa  con  un  pan  al  hombro 

(j,Voy  a  escribir,  despues,  sobre  mi  doble? 

Otro  se  sienta,  rascase,  extrae  un  piojo  de  la  axila,  matalo 

<j,Con  que  valor  hablar  del  psicoanalisis? 

Otro  ha  entrado  a  mi  pecho  con  un  palo  en  la  mano 

(j^Hablar  luego  de  Socrates  al  medico?  Un  cojo  pasa 

dando  el  brazo  a  un  niho 

c  Voy,  despues,  a  leer  a  Andre  Bret6n?Otro  tiembia  de 

frio,  tose,  escupe  sangre 

(j,Cabra  aludir  jamas  al  Yo  profundo?  Otro  busca  en  el 

fango  huesos,  cascaras  <j,C6mo  escribir,  despues,  del 

infinite?  Un  albahil  cae  de  un  techo,  muere  y  ya  no 

almuerza 

(j^lnnovar,  luego,  el  tropo,  la  metafora? 

Un  comerciante  roba  un  gramo  en  el  peso  a  un  cliente 

(j^Hablar,  despues,  de  cuarta  dimension?  Un  banquero 

falsea  su  balance 

<j,Con  que  cara  llorar  en  el  teatro? 

Un  paria  duerme  con  el  pie  a  la  espalda  <j,Hablar, 

despues,  a  nadie  de  Picasso?  Alguien  va  en  un  entierro 

sollozando 

<j,C6mo  luego  ingresar  a  la  Academia?  Alguien  limpia  un 

fusil  en  su  cocina 

<j,Con  que  valor  hablar  del  mas  alia?  Alguien  pasa 

contando  con  sus  dedos 

(j,C6mo  hablar  del  no-yo  sin  dar  un  grito? 
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Pablo  Neruda  (1904  - 1973) 


His  name  was  Neftali  Ricardo  Reyes.  He  was  born  in  Parral,  Linares,  Chile  in  1904. 
His  writings  laid  aside  he  held  several  diplomatic  charges  in  China,  Ceylon  and  Burma.  From 
his  prolific  poetry  he  draws  its  variety.  The  different  facets  of  his  poetry  has  turned  him  into  a 
master  for  poets  of  different  signs.  His  social  engaged  poetry  inspires  those  who  draw 
themselves  towards  social  or  civil  services  and  his  contributions  to  the  renovation  of  the 
poetic  language  have  been  a  model  for  the  poets  of  vanguard.  Twenty  poems  of  love  and  one 
desperate  song,  (1924);  Spain  in  the  heart  (1937)  and  General  Song  (1950).  He  was  appointed 
Ambassador  of  Chile  in  Paris  by  president  Salvador  Allende.  He  was  awarded  with  the 
Literature  Nobel  Prize  already  as  refugee  in  1971.  He  died  in  Chile  in  1973. 
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De  nombre  Neftali  Ricardo  Reyes,  nacio  en  Parral,  Linares,  Chile,  en  1904.  Ademas 
de  escribir,  ocupo  varios  cargos  diplomaticos  en  China,  Ceilan  y  Birmania.  Es  un  poeta 
fecundisimo,  de  ello  se  deriva  su  variedad.  Sus  multiples  facetas  han  convertido  a  Neruda  en 
un  maestro  para  poetas  de  muy  di verso  signo:  su  poesia  comprometida  inspira  a  quienes  se 
orientan  hacia  lo  social  o  civil,;  y  sus  aportaciones  a  la  renovacion  de  la  lengua  poetica  han 
sido  modelo  para  los  poetas  de  vanguardia.  Veinte  poemas  de  amor  y  una  cancion 
desesperada,  (1924);  Espafia  en  el  corazon  (1937)  y  Canto  general  (1950).  Fue  nombrado 
embajador  de  Chile  en  Paris  por  el  presidente  Salvador  Allende  y  recibio,  en  el  exilio,  el 
Premio  Nobel  de  Literatura  de  1971.  Murio  en  Chile  en  1973. 
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The  heavenly  poets 

What  did  you  do  followers  of  Guide, 

intellectualists,  followers  of  Rilke 

mysterious,  false  existential  sorcerers, 

surrealist  poppies  lit 

in  a  tomb,  Europeanised 

corpses  of  the  fashion, 

pale  worms  of  the  capitalist  cheese; 

What  did  you  when  the  reign  of  the  anguish, 

set  against  this  dark  Human  being  , 

to  this  kicked  composure, 

to  immerse  his  head 

into  the  manure, 

of  this  essence  of  rough  stamped  lives? 

You  did  anything  but  escape 

You  sold  piled-up  detritus, 

you  seek  for  heavenly  hairs, 

coward  plants,  broken  nails, 

"pure  Beauty",  "spell", 

a  piece  of  work  of  poor  frightened 

to  evade  the  eyes, 

to  entangle  the  delicate  pupils, 

to  subsist  with  the  dish  of  dirty  remainders 

thrown  by  the  Master, 

without  seeing  the  stone  in  agony, 

without  defence,  without  conquer, 

blinder  than  the  crowns  of  the  cemetery,  when 

the  rain  falls  over  the  motionless 

rotten  flowers  falls  of  the  tombs. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Los  poetas  celestes 

Que  hicisteis  vosotros  gidistas, 

intelectualistas,  rilkistas, 

misterizantes,  falsos  brujos 

existenciales,  amapolas 

surrealistas  encendidas 

en  una  tumba,  europeizados 

cadaveres  de  la  moda, 
palidas  lombrices  del  queso 

capitalista,  que  hicisteis 

ante  el  reinado  de  la  angustia, 

frente  a  este  oscuro  ser  humane, 

a  esta  pateada  compostura, 

a  esta  cabeza  sumergida 

en  el  estiercol,  a  esta  esencia 

de  asperas  vidas  pisoteadas? 

No  hicisteis  nada  sine  la  fuga: 

vendisteis  hacinado  detritus, 

buscasteis  cabellos  celestes, 

plantas  cobardes,  uhas  rotas, 

«Belleza  pura»,  «sortilegio», 

obra  de  pobres  asustados 

para  evadir  los  ojos,  para 

enmarahar  las  delicadas 

pupilas,  para  subsistir 

con  el  plato  de  restos  sucios 

que  OS  arrojaron  los  sehores, 

sin  ver  la  piedra  en  agonia, 

sin  defender,  sin  conquistar, 

mas  ciegos  que  las  coronas 

del  cementerio,  cuando  cae 

la  lluvia  sobre  las  inmoviles 

flores  podridas  de  las  tumbas. 
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Alfonsina  Storni  (1892  -  1938) 


She  was  born  in  Capriasca,  in  Italian  Switzerland,  in  1892,  but  she  was  taken  to 
Argentina  very  young  where  she  spent  all  her  childhood  in  San  Juan  and  San  Jose.  In  1916 
she  published  The  restlessness  and  the  rose  garden,  irremediably,  (1919),  Languor,  (1920), 
and  Ochre  (1925).  She  encloses  in  her  verses  the  feeling  of  the  humiliated  feminine  condition, 
with  sensitive  and  bitter  tones:  The  sweet  damage  (1918).  She  suffered  from  cancer  and  she 
committed  suicide  in  Mar  del  Plata  (Argentina)  in  1938. 
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Nacio  en  Capriasca,  en  la  Suiza  italiana,  en  1892,  pero  fue  llevada  muy  nina  a 
Argentina.,  donde  paso  su  ninez  ,  en  San  Juan  y  San  Jose.  En  1916  publico  La  inquietudy  el 
rosal,  irremediablemente,  (1919),  Languidez,  (1920),  y  Ocre  (1925).  Encierra  en  sus  versos  el 
sentimiento  de  la  humillada  condicion  femenina,  con  tonos  sensuales  o  amargos  :  El  dulce 
dano  (1918).  Enferma  de  cancer,  se  suicido  en  Mar  del  Plata  en  1938. 
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Green  lizard 

The  little  count  of  Lemonade, 

playful,  baby  child... A  charming  child, 

rolling,  baby  child  and  playful, 

in  the  ballroom  of  Cristobalon. 

His  happy  face  of  capuchin  monkey 

to  all  says:  —Yes. 

—Yes,  Madam  Calofe,  Monsieur  Haiti, 

here  and  there. 

While  the  aristocratic  monkeys 

pass  armed  as  cocomacacos 

solemnly  from  black  nobility, 

the  Count,  baby  child  and  playful, 

is  a  fluid  of  delicacy 

who  fills  with  the  ballroom 

—Yes,  Madam  Calofe,  Monsieur  Haiti, 

here  and  there 

—See  him  in  the  rigodon, 

look  at  him  in  the  minuet.  .. 

Nobody  in  the  court  of  Cristobalon 

wears  the  greatcoat  with  such  elegance, 

neither  swings  his  foot  with  such  a  charm 

His  social  formula  is:  Oh,  pardon! 

His  elegant  word:  Voluptuousness! 

Oh,  but  in  front  of  His  Highness 

never  dare  to  say  green  lizard, 

thus  getting  mad  instantly  the  fine  aristocrat  is  spoilt! 

And  there  he  goes  the  Count  of  Lemonade, 

with  the  agitated  red  jacket 

and  the  wild  jaw  rigid  in  epileptic  tension... 

There,  he  goes  with  grotesque  gestures, 

multiplying  the  orang-utans 

through  the  mirrors  of  Cristobalon. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


[Index] 
Lagarto  verde 

El  Condesito  de  la  Limonada, 

jugueton,  pequehin  .. .  Una  monada 

rodando,  pequehin  y  jugueton, 

por  los  salones  de  Cristobalon. 

Su  alegre  rostro  de  titi 

a  todos  dice:  —Si. 

—Si,  Madame  Calofe,  Monsieur  Haiti, 

por  alii,  poraqui. 

Mientras  los  aristocratas  macacos 

pasan  armados  de  cocomacacos 

solemnemente  negros  de  nobleza, 

el  Conde,  pequehin;  y  jugueton, 

es  un  fluido  de  delicadeza 

que  llena  de  finuras  el  salon. 

—Si,  Madame  Calofe,  Monsieur  Haiti, 

por  alii,  poraqui— 

Vedle  en  el  rigodon, 

miradleen  el  minue  . .. 

Nadie  en  la  Corte  de  Cristobalon 

lleva  con  tanta  gracia  el  casacon 

ni  con  tanto  donaire  mueve  el  pie. 

Su  formula  social  es:  joh,  pardon! 

Su  palabra  elegante:  jvolupte! 

jAh,  pero  ante  Su  Alteza 

jamas  oseis  decir  lagarto  verde, 

pues  perdiendo  al  instante  la  cabeza 

todo  el  fino  aristocrata  se  pierde! 

Y  alia  va  el  Conde  de  la  Limonada, 

con  la  roja  casaca  alborotada 

y  la  fiera  quijada 

rigida  en  epileptica  tension  ... 

Alia,  va  entre  grotescos  ademanes, 

multiplicando  los  orangutanes 

en  los  espejos  de  Cristobalon. 
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Jorge  Enrique  Adoum  (1926) 


He  was  an  Ecuadorian  writer,  who  was  Edition  director  of  the  House  of  the 
Ecuadorian  Culture  and  later  civil  servant  of  the  United  Nations  and  UNESCO.  The  social 
worries  were  present  in  his  first  book  of  poems,  Bitter  Ecuador  (1949),  and  soon,  under  the 
influence  of  Pablo  Neruda  (his  personal  secretary  during  some  time),  in  The  origins  (1952), 
The  enemy  and  the  morning  (1952),  God  brought  the  shade  (1959)  .Gilded  and  The  nocturnal 
occupations  (1961),  volumes  gathered  in  The  Earth  notebooks  (1961),  a  remarkable  poetic 
effort  to  recover  the  historical  experiences  of  the  Ecuadorian  man  since  his  origins  up  to  the 
painful  times  of  the  conquest  and  colonization. 
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Escritor  ecuatoriano  que  fue  director  de  Ediciones  de  la  Casa  de  la  Cultura 
Ecuatoriana  y  despues  funcionario  de  las  Naciones  Unidas  y  de  la  Unesco.  Las 
preocupaciones  sociales  estuvieron  muy  presentes  en  su  primer  poemario,  Ecuador  amargo 
(1949),  y  luego,  bajo  la  influencia  de  Pablo  Neruda  (de  quien  fue  secretario  personal  durante 
algun  tiempo),  en  Los  origenes  (1952),  El  enemigo  y  la  manana  (1952),  Dios  trajo  la  sombra 
(1959)  y  El  dorado  y  Las  ocupaciones  nocturnas  (1961),  volumenes  que  conforman  Los 
cuadernos  de  la  tierra  (1961),  notable  esfuerzo  poetico  por  recuperar  las  experiencias 
historicas  del  hombre  ecuatoriano  desde  sus  origenes  hasta  los  dolorosos  tiempos  de  la 
conquista  y  colonizacion. 
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After  the  gunpowder  -manuela 

You  sleep  golden  and  homeless, 

site  of  my  next  battle. 

The  continent  alike:  love  in  rest,  animal  back  in  the  foam. 

(If  that  sweet  night  rocks  the  night  of  Jamaica-  almost  if 

I  would  have  found  a  knife  stabbed  blindly  in  my  chest , 

I  would  not  have  found  you 

and  only  it  would  have  been  a  disappointing 

incomplete  corpse,  half  murdered). 

But  this  night,  you  face 

-  downward  a  mare  galloping  pulling  up 

the  submission  to  the  brakes  in  pieces- 

you  abandon  me  you  hard  cracked  rose, 

there  is  no  danger,  and  my  destiny  in  yourself  takes  place. 

You  face-upward-a  ship  which  directs  its  bow  against 

the  unjust  wind-  you  trust  me  your  cutwater  of  hair, 

and  I  do  not  make  peace: 

I  know  that  both,  continent  and  girl, 

with  not  a  withdrawal:  they  accumulate  riots  in  the  dream, 

headquarters  without  harass  for  satisfaction  ,  blood  shackled, 

and  they  will  explode  asking  for  more  battles  at  breakfast. 


(■■) 


Outside  the  city  goes  on  and  I  reject 

his  brilliance  under  your  tongue. 

I  seem  a  winner  and  hostage  your  camp: 

there  it  wraps  your  bandage  to  your  faithful  thigh, 

and  your  flame  bites  me:  Occupation  of  a  good-bye  in 

holidays. 

History  remained  in  the  suit, 

thrown  at  night  on  a  chair, 

but  naked  only  I  want  that  name  which  I  listen  in  your  mouth, 

only  the  intermittent  statue  with  two  navels 

and  that  map  of  veins  where  I  don't  get  lost. 


[Index] 
Tras  la  polvora  -Manuela 

Duermes  dorada  y  desguarnecida,  sitio 

de  mi  proxima  batalla.  Igual  duerme 

el  continente:  el  amor  en  reposo,  lomo 

animal  en  la  espuma. 

(Si  esa  noche  -melosa 

hamaca  la  noche  de  Jamaica-  la  cuchillada  a  ciegas 

me  hubiera  hallado  de  perfil  el  corazon,  no  te  habria 

encontrado,  y  solo  habria  sido  decepcionante 

cadaver  incomplete,  mitad  de  asesinado). 

Pero  esta  noche,  tu  bocabajo  -yegua  al  galope 

arrancandole  al  sometimiento  los  frenos  en  pedazos- 

me  abandonas  tu  dura  rosa  hendida,  no  hay 

peligro,  y  mi  destine  en  ti  tiene  lugar. 

Tu  bocarriba  -nave  que  arremete 

su  proa  contra  el  viento  injusto- 

me  confias  tu  tajamar  de  pelo,  y  no  hago  la  paz: 

yo  se  que  ambos,  continente  y  muchacha,  no  estan 

en  retirada:  acumulan  revueltas  bajo  el  sueho, 

sedes  sin  prisa  por  saciarse,  sangres  maniatadas, 

y  estallaran  pidiendo  mas  combate  al  desayuno. 


(...) 


Afuera  sigue  la  ciudad  y  yo  renuncio 

a  su  fulgor  debajo  de  tu  lengua.  Parezco  triunfador  y  rehen 

tu  campamento:  alii 

se  me  adhiere  tu  venda  de  muslo  fiel 

y  urgente,  y  me  muerde  tu  llama: 

ocupacion  de  un  adios  en  vacaciones. 

La  historia  se  quedo  en  el  traje,  tirada 

por  la  noche  en  una  silla,  pero  desnudos 

solo  quiero  ese  nombre  que  te  oigo  con  la  boca, 

solo  la  intermitente  estatua  a  dos  ombligos 

y  ese  mapa  de  venas  donde  no  me  extravio. 
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Let's  count  in  the  morning  the  medals 

left  during  the  night  with  its  bites, 

cover  them  with  the  usual  spoils  of  my  shirt, 

dress  me  up  of  solitary,  widower,  single, 

and  get  me  back  to  the  others 

(last  night  I  forgot  of  his  abstinence 

when  I  enter  in  your  rings), 

and  deny  me  your  entry ,  throw  me  your  form, 

is  redo  it  with  a  single  back. 

And  that  I  can  be  able  to  leave  -Monday  of  each  day- 

to  complete  freedom  among  the  two, 

onnection  barely  began. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Contemos  en  la  mahana  las  condecoraciones 
que  nos  dejo  la  noche  con  sus  mordeduras, 
cubrelas  con  el  despojo  usual  de  mi  camisa, 

visteme  de  solitario,  de  viudo,  de  soltero, 

y  devuelveme  a  los  demas  (anoche  me  olvide 

de  su  abstinencia  al  entrar  en  tus  anillos), 

y  nieguenme  tus  abras,  echeme 

tu  forma,  rehagase  con  una  sola  espalda. 

Y  que  pueda  yo  salir  -lunes  de  cada  dia-  a  completar 

la  libertad  entre  los  dos,  copula  apenas  comenzada. 
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Roque  Dalton  (1935-1975) 


He  was  born  in  San  Salvador,  (El  Salvador).  He  studied  Law  and  Anthropology  at  the 
Universities  of  El  Salvador,  Chile  and  Mexico.  Since  very  young  he  devoted  to  journalism 
and  Literature,  being  awarded  in  national  competitions  and  Central  American  countries 
competitions.  He  published  his  first  poems  in  the  magazine  Hoja  (Leaf)  (Friends  of  the 
Culture,  San  Salvador,  1956)  and  in  Latin  Diary  of  the  same  city.  Due  to  his  political 
militancy,  he  underwent  prison  and  exile.  He  emigrated  to  Guatemala,  Mexico,  Cuba, 
Czechoslovakia,  Korea,  North  Vietnam  and  other  countries.  He  was  murdered  by  his  own 
comrades  on  10th  May  1975. 
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Nacido  en  San  Salvador,  El  Salvador,  estudia  derecho  y  antropologia  en  las 
Universidades  de  El  Salvador,  Chile  y  Mexico.  Desde  muy  joven  se  dedica  al  periodismo  y  a 
la  literatura,  obteniendo  diversos  galardones  en  certamenes  nacionales  y  centroamericanos. 
Publica  sus  primeros  poemas  en  la  revista  Hoja  (Amigos  de  la  Cultura,  San  Salvador,  1956)  y 
en  Diario  Latino,  de  la  misma  ciudad.  For  su  militancia  politica,  sufre  carceles  y  destierros. 
Vive  emigrado  en  Guatemala,  Mexico,  Cuba,  Checoslovaquia,  Corea,  Vietnam  del  Norte  y 
otros  paises.  Muere  asesinado  por  sus  propios  companeros  el  10  de  mayo  de  1975. 
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Poem  of  love 

The  ones  who  widespread  the  Panama  Channel 

(and  were  classified  as  "silver  roll"  and  not  like  "gold  roll"), 

the  ones  who  repaired  the  fleet  of  the  Pacific 

in  the  bases  of  California, 

the  ones  who  got  rotted  in  the  jails  of  Guatemala, 

Mexico,  Honduras,  Nicaragua, 

accused  of  being  thieves,  smugglers,  swindlers  by  con  artists, 

by  hungry, 

always  suspicious  of  everything 

("I  allow  myself  to  send  him  to  you 

as  a  suspicious  idler 

and  with  the  dangerous  nickname  of  Salvadorian"), 

those  who  crowded  the  bars  and  the  brothels 

of  all  the  ports  and  the  big  cities  around 

the  sewers  of  corn  in  the  complete  foreign  jungle  , 

the  kings  of  the  red  page, 

the  ones  who  nobody  never  knows  where  they  come  from, 

the  best  artisans  of  the  world, 

the  ones  who  were  sewn  up  by  bullets  Al  when  to  crossing  the 

border, 

the  ones  who  died  from  malaria 

or  stung  by  the  scorpion  or  by  the  yellow  beard 

in  the  hell  of  the  banana  plantations, 

the  ones  who  cried  drunken  for  the  national  anthem 

cried  under  the  Pacific  cyclone  or  the  snow  of  the  north, 

the  opportunists,  the  beggars,  the  pot  smokers, 

the  guanacos  bitch  children 

the  ones  who  barely  could  return, 

the  ones  who  were  more  lucky, 

the  undocumented  forever, 

the  one  who  make  all,  the  ones  who  sell  all,  the  ones  who  eat 

all, 

the  first  in  taking  out  the  knife, 

the  sad  the  saddest  of  the  world 


Poema  de  amor 


Los  que  ampliaron  el  Canal  de  Panama 

(y  fueron  clasificados  como  "silver  roll"  y  no  como  "gold 

roll"), 

los  que  repararon  la  flota  del  Pacifico 

en  las  bases  de  California, 

los  que  se  pudrieron  en  la  carceles  de  Guatemala, 

Mexico,  Honduras,  Nicaragua, 

por  ladrones,  por  contrabandistas,  por  estafadores, 

por  hambrientos, 

los  siempre  sospechosos  de  todo 

("me  permito  remitirle  al  interfecto 

por  esquinero  sospechoso 

y  con  el  agravante  de  ser  salvadoreho"), 

las  que  llenaron  los  bares  y  los  burdeles 

de  todos  los  puertos  y  las  capitales  de  la  zona 

los  sembradores  de  maiz  en  plena  selva  extranjera, 

los  reyes  de  la  pagina  roja, 

los  que  nunca  sabe  nadie  de  donde  son, 

los  mejores  artesanos  del  mundo, 

los  que  fueron  cosidos  a  balazos  al  cruzar  la  frontera, 

los  que  murieron  de  paludismo 

0  de  las  picadas  del  escorpion  o  de  la  barba  amarilla 

en  el  infierno  de  las  bananeras, 

los  que  lloraran  borrachos  por  el  himno  nacional 

bajo  el  ciclon  del  Pacifico  o  la  nieve  del  norte, 

los  arrimados,  los  mendigos,  los  marihuaneros, 

los  guanacos  hijos  de  la  gran  puta, 

los  que  apenitas  pudieron  regresar, 

los  que  tuvieron  un  poco  mas  de  suerte, 

los  eternos  indocumentados, 

los  hacelotodo,  los  vendelotodo,  los  comelotodo, 

los  primeros  en  sacar  el  cuchillo, 

los  tristes  mas  tristes  del  mundo, 

mis  compatriotas. 
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My  countrymen, 
my  brothers. 


mis  hermanos. 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Roberto  Fernandez  Retamar  (1930-...) 


He  was  a  Cuban  poet  born  in  Havana.  He  got  the  master's  degree  in  Philosophy  and 
Humanities  and  after  he  achieved  the  doctor  degrees  at  the  Sorbona  and  at  the  University  of 
London.  He  was  invited  by  the  University  of  Yale  to  offer  a  course  on  Hispano-American 
Literature  and  lectured  on  Hispano-American  Literature  at  the  universities  of  Prague  and 
Bratislava.  He  was  awarded  with  Poetry  Prize  by  his  book  Patrias  (Mother  countries)  in  1951, 
the  Latin  American  Poetry  Prize  Ruben  Dario,  the  Poetry  International  Nikola  Vaptsarov 
Prize  of  Bulgaria,  the  Poetry  International  Prize  Perez  Bonalde,  of  Argentina,  the  Literary 
Critic  Prize  by  Aqui  (Here)  in  1996  and  the  official  Medal  of  the  Arts  and  the  Letters,  granted 
in  France  in  1998. 
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Poeta  cubano  nacido  en  La  Habana.  Se  licencio  en  Filosofia  y  Letras  y  luego  se 
doctoro  en  La  Sorbona  y  en  la  Universidad  de  Londres.  Fue  invitado  por  la  Universidad  de 
Yale  para  ofrecer  un  curso  sobre  Literatura  hispanoamericana  y  dicto  conferencias  sobre 
Literatura  hispanoamericana  en  las  universidades  de  Praga  y  Bratislava.  Obtuvo  el  Premio 
Nacional  de  Poesia  por  su  libro  «Patrias»  en  1951,  el  Premio  Latinoamericano  de  Poesia 
Ruben  Dario,  el  Premio  Internacional  de  Poesia  Nikola  Vaptsarov  de  Bulgaria,  el  Premio 
Internacional  de  Poesia  Perez  Bonalde,  de  Argentina,  el  Premio  de  la  Critica  Literaria  por 
«Aqui»  en  1996  y  laMedalla  oficial  de  las  Artes  y  las  Letras,  otorgada  en  Francia,  en  1998. 
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Sleep,  dream,  do 

"He  sleeps  under  the  Angels,  dreams  under  the  Saints" 

Ruben  Dario 

They  throw  down  walls  which  never  should  exist 

And  they  raise  or  they  reinforce  other  which  should  not  exist 

either 

And  one  day  they  will  have  a  roared  crash. 

Some  tanks  go  ahead  in  the  shadow. 

They  knock  down  statues  of  brave  combatants 

Whose  true  images  were  erected  in  the  heart  for  ever. 

They  disappear  or  they  appear  or  countries  are  torn 

And  some  others  invaded,  mutilated. 

And  there  are  places  where  crime  is  celebrated  with  flower 

parties 
Which  denounces  a  lonely  girl  with  a  low  voice  among  high 

glass  windows. 

They  shift  weapons  in  a  different  direction  whether  now  they 

only  aim  at  the  South. 

And  you. 

Prince,  champion,  pirate,  captain,  clump  of  feathers, 

Robin  of  forests  of  linen  till  now, 

Red  Tiger 

Through  whom  they  have  reappeared  after  many  decades 

The  names  of  the  older  children 

Who  would  be  happy  so  much  to  know 

If  they  were  not  already  dust  in  the  shadow,  shadow  in  the 

dust;  you. 

Desired  in  long  nights  in  Africa, 

He  was  conceived  in  Cuba  with  love,  for  love. 

Without  knowing  that  today  on  your  rose  shoulders. 

You  should  keep  the  constellations  of  fire  and  history. 

More  rigorous,  more  implacable  than  constellations. 

You  are  complying  your  first  two  months  of  life. 


Duerme,  suefia  haz 


«Duerme  bajo  los  Angeles,  sueha  bajo  los  Santos» 

Ruben  Dario 

Echan  abajo  muros  que  nunca  debieron  existir 

Y  levantan  o  refuerzan  otros  que  no  deben  existir  tampoco 

Y  un  dia  seran  a  su  vez  abajados  con  estruendo. 

Avanzan  tanques  en  la  sombra. 

Derriban  estatuas  de  gallardos  combatientes 

Cuyas  imagenes  verdaderas  fueron  erigidas  para  siempre 

en 

el  alma. 

Desaparecen  o  aparecen  o  se  desgarran  pais 

Y  otros  son  invadidos,  mutilados, 

Y  hay  lugares  donde  se  celebra  con  fiestas  de  colores  el 

Crimen 

Que  denuncia  una  vocecita  de  niha  sola  entre  altos 

cristales. 

Cambian  de  rumbo  armas  que  ahora  solo  apuntan  al  Sur. 

Ytu, 

Principe,  campe6n,  pirata,  capitan,  copo  de  plumas, 

Robin  por  ahora  de  bosques  de  lino. 

Tig  re  rojo 

En  quien  tras  muchas  decadas  han  reaparecido 

Los  nombres  de  los  hijos  mayores 

De  quienes  se  alegrarian  tanto  de  saberlo 

Si  no  fueran  ya  polvo  en  la  sombra,  sombra  en  el  polvo; 

tu, 

Deseado  en  largas  noches  de  Africa, 

Concebido  en  Cuba  por  amor,  para  el  amor. 

Sin  saber  que  en  tus  hombros  hoy  de  rosa 

Debes  sostener  las  constelaciones  de  fuego  y  la  historia, 

Mas  rigurosa,  mas  implacable  que  las  constelaciones, 

Estas  cumpliendo  tus  primeros  dos  meses  de  haber 
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To  this  strange  planet,  to  this  incredible  house  in  flames. 

And  as  you  were  born  eagle  and  not  bell  snake, 

A  colt  free  in  the  plain  and  not  a  lamb. 

You  ought  to  redo  it  and  to  enlarge  it 

Inch  by  inch. 

Warble  by  warble. 

Flower  by  flower. 

Forgive  them. 

Forgive  us. 

Forgive  me, 
Phocas. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


venido 

A  este  extraho  planeta,  a  esta  increible  casa  en  llamas. 

Y  como  naciste  aguila  y  no  serpiente  de  cascabel, 

Potro  libre  en  la  llanura  y  no  borrego, 

Te  toca  rehaceria  y  engrandeceria 

Palmo  a  palmo, 

Trino  a  trino, 

Flor  a  flor. 

Perdonalos, 

Perdonanos, 

Perdoname, 
Phocas. 
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Carlos  Castro  Saavedra  (1924-1989) 


He  was  a  Colombian  poet  born  in  Medellin.  He  was  of  a  great  versatility;  he  began 
under  the  lyrical  invocation  of  the  love  and  after  harvested  his  first  literary  triumphs,  the  poet 
shifted  his  interest  to  Earth  and  the  Mother  country  topics  and  returning  finally  to  the  loving 
thematic.  In  addition  to  the  great  verse  production,  he  wrote  ten  books  of  poetic  prose.  He 
wrote  also  theatre  plays  and  stories  for  children  whose  content  have  a  remarkable  poetic 
accent.  In  his  poems  of  love  it's  always  present  the  gentleness,  melody  and  colour.  In  1954  he 
published  the  first  personal  poetry  anthology  entitled  Poetic  Selection.  In  1962  it  appeared  the 
second  anthology  with  the  name  of  Select  Work  and  in  1974,  another  one  entitled  Selected 
Poems. 
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Poeta  colombiano  nacido  en  la  ciudad  de  Medellin.  Dueno  de  una  gran  versatilidad,  se 
inicio  bajo  la  advocacion  lirica  del  amor,  y  cosechados  los  primeros  triunfos  literarios,  el 
poeta  desplazo  su  interes  hacia  los  temas  de  la  Tierra  y  la  Patria,  regresando  finalmente  a  la 
tematica  amorosa.  Ademas  de  la  gran  produccion  en  verso,  escribio  diez  libros  de  prosa 
poetica.  Incursiono  ademas  en  el  teatro  y  en  los  cuentos  para  ninos  cuyo  contenido  tiene  un 
marcado  acento  poetico.  En  sus  poemas  de  amor  siempre  esta  presente  la  delicadeza,  la 
melodia  y  el  color.  En  1954  publico  su  primera  antologia  personal  de  poesia  denominada 
Seleccion  poetica.  En  1962  aparecio  la  segunda  con  el  nombre  de  Obra  selecta  y  en  1974, 
Poemas  escogidos. 
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My  name  is  Carlos 

My  name  is  Carlos,  I  am  new,  I  am  from  America, 

I  live  in  the  south  of  America  with  a  recent  son, 

my  feet  are  clear  and  wide  as  the  early  morning, 

my  face  performs  in  the  mornings  ,  all  my  body  is  green, 

Buffalo  and  horses  graze  in  my  chest 

and  the  sun  opens  poppies  with  its  warm  hand. 

I  believe  in  the  fisherman,  in  its  fish  and  in  its  nets 

I  like  to  unveil  pigeons  in  the  town 

I  always  wait  a  letter  with  news  of  the  world 

I  wait  for  bread,  peace,  love,  table  cloths, 

I  wait  for  my  son  next  to  the  station 

And  I  think  that  the  future  is  going  to  arrive  in  the  trains; 

I  defend  my  hope,  I  love  my  youth, 

I  put  a  kiss  in  the  front  door  of  my  house, 

I  put  it  with  Love's  sentry. 

After  I  go,  I  go  from  bullet  to  bullet. 

From  grenade  to  grenade  removing  the  war 

I  know  we're  a  lot,  that  we  are  almost  all. 

We  are  millions  of  men  and  of  birds, 

millions  of  women  and  of  dawns. 

We  e  are  a  worldwide  family  of  brightness 

And  there  is  neither  a  single  brother  who  wants  to  be  soldier 

And  nor  a  single  soldier 

Who  wants  to  shoot  the  flowers. 

Nobody  wants  trenches,  we  all  want  furrows. 

We  want  stems  instead  of  rifles. 

And  instead  of  munitions  we  want  sweet  seeds 

And  granaries  full  of  March  and  April. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Me  llamo  Carlos 


Me  llamo  Carlos,  soy  nuevo,  soy  de  America, 

vivo  en  el  sur  de  America  con  un  hijo  reciente, 

mis  pies  son  claros  y  anchos  como  la  madrugada, 

mi  rostro  es  matinal,  todo  mi  cuerpo  es  verde, 

sobre  mi  pecho  pastan  bufalos  y  caballos 

y  el  sol  abre  amapolas  con  su  mano  caliente. 

Creo  en  el  pescador,  en  sus  pescados  y  en  sus  redes, 

me  gusta  ver  el  pueblo  estrenando  palomas, 

siempre  espero  una  carta  con  noticias  del  mundo, 

espero  el  pan,  la  paz,  el  amor,  los  manteles, 

espero  mi  hijo  junto  a  las  estaciones 

y  pienso  que  el  future  va  a  llegar  en  los  trenes; 

defiendo  mi  esperanza,  amo  mi  juventud, 

pongo  un  beso  en  la  puerta  de  mi  casa, 

lo  pongo  con  amor  de  centinela, 

despues  me  voy,  me  voy  de  bala  en  bala, 

de  granada  en  granada  deshojando  la  guerra. 

Yo  se  que  somos  muchos,  que  somos  casi  todos, 

somos  millones  de  hombres  y  de  pajaros, 

millones  de  mujeres  y  de  auroras, 

somos  una  familia  mundial  de  resplandores 

y  no  hay  un  solo  hermano  que  quiera  ser  soldado 

ni  hay  un  solo  soldado 

que  quiera  disparar  sobre  las  flores. 

Nadie  quiere  trincheras,  todos  queremos  surcos, 

queremos  tallos  en  lugar  de  fusiles, 

y  en  vez  de  municiones  queremos  dulces  granos 

y  graneros  repletos  de  marzos  y  de  abril. 
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Nicanor  Parra  (1914....) 


He  was  a  poet,  story  teller  and  essays  writer  who  was  born  in  San  Fabian  of  Alico 
(Chile).  Although  he  belonged  to  a  simple  farmer  family  he  inherited  a  great  artistic 
sensitivity.  After  his  basic  studies  he  was  graduated  as  professor  of  Mathematics  at  the 
Grammar  School  of  Chilian  and  at  the  University  of  Chile,  in  1938.  During  several  years  he 
lived  in  the  United  States  and  England  returning  to  Chile  in  1951.  Since  1937  he  wrote  some 
stories  and  essays,  maintaining  alive  its  poetic  vocation  on  evocative  and  sentimental  tone 
{Cancionero  sin  nombre  (Song  book  without  name),  1937).  As  years  passed  he  adopted  a 
strand  denominated  "antipoetry"  {Poems  and  antipoems,  1954).  In  1969  he  was  awarded  with 
the  National  Prize  of  Literature  of  Chile  by  Obra  gruesa  (Heavy  Work).  In  1991  He  was 
awarded  for  the  second  time  in  his  country  with  the  International  Prize  Juan  Rulfo. 
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Poeta,  cuentista  y  ensayista  chileno  nacido  en  San  Fabian  de  Alico.  Aunque  pertenecio 
a  una  sencilla  familia  campesina,  heredo  de  sus  padres  una  gran  sensibilidad  artistica. 
Despues  de  sus  estudios  basicos  se  recibio  como  profesor  de  Matematicas  en  el  Liceo  de 
Chilian  y  en  la  Universidad  de  Chile,  en  1938.  Durante  varios  anos  estuvo  en  Estados  Unidos 
e  Inglaterra  regresando  a  Chile  en  1951.  Desde  1937  incursiono  en  el  cuento  y  el  ensayo, 
manteniendo  viva  su  vocacion  poetica  de  tono  evocativo  y  sentimental  {Cancionero  sin 
nombre,  1937).  Con  el  paso  de  los  anos  adopto  una  linea  que  el  mismo  denomino  "antipoesia" 
{Poemasy  antipoemas,  1954).  En  1969  recibio  el  Premio  Nacional  de  Literatura  de  Chile  por 
Obra  gruQsa.  En  1991  fue  galardonado  por  segunda  vez  en  su  pais  y  obtuvo  el  Premio 
Internacional  Juan  Rulfo. 
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The  imaginary  man 

The  imaginary  man 

Lives  in  an  imaginary  house 

Surrounded  by  imaginary  trees 

At  the  edge  of  an  imaginary  river. 

On  the  walls  there  hang  pictures  which  are  imaginary 

Irreparable  imaginary  cracks 

Which  represent  imaginary  facts 

In  places  and  in  imaginary  times. 

All  imaginary  afternoons 

He  goes  up  imaginary  stairs 

And  appears  in  an  imaginary  balcony 

To  look  at  the  imaginary  landscape 

that  consists  on  an  imaginary  valley 

Encircled  by  imaginary  hills. 

Imaginary  shadows 

Come  along  by  the  imaginary  way 

Singing  imaginary  songs 

At  the  death  of  the  imaginary  sun 

And  at  nights  of  the  imaginary  moon 

He  dreams  of  the  imaginary  woman 

Who  offered  him  her  imaginary  love 

He  feels  again  that  same  pain 

And  it  palpitates  again 
The  heart  of  the  imaginary  man. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


El  hombre  imaginario 


El  hombre  imaginario 

Vive  en  una  mansion  imaginaria 

Rodeada  de  arboles  imaginarios 

A  la  orilla  de  un  rio  imaginario. 

De  los  muros  que  son  imaginarios 

Penden  antiguos  cuadros  que  son  imaginarios 

Irreparables  grietas  imaginarias 

Que  representan  hechos  imaginarios 

En  lugares  y  tiempos  imaginarios. 

Todas  las  tardes  imaginarias 

Sube  las  escaleras  imaginarias 

Y  se  asoma  al  balcon  imaginario 

A  mirar  el  paisaje  imaginario  que 

Consiste  en  una  valle  imaginario 

Circundado  de  cerros  imaginarios. 

Sombras  imaginarais 

Vienen  por  el  camino  imaginario 

Entonando  canciones  imaginarias 

A  la  muerte  del  sol  imaginario 

Y  en  las  noches  de  la  luna  imaginaria 

Sueha  con  la  mujer  imaginaria 

Que  le  brindo  su  amor  imaginario 

Vuelve  a  sentir  ese  mismo  dolor 

Y  vuelve  a  palpitar 
El  corazon  del  hombre  imaginario. 
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Jose  Marti  (1853  - 1895) 


He  was  born  in  Havana,  Cuba,  a  son  of  Spaniards.  He  got  the  master's  degree  in  Law 
and  Philosophy  and  Humanities.  He  was  imprisoned  accused  of  conspiracy  and  deported  to 
Spain  in  1871  and  1879.  He  married  in  Mexico  to  the  writer  Maria  Zayas,.  He  returned  to 
Cuba  for  the  Independence  blow.  He  was  dead  in  Dos  Rios  in  1895. 
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Nacio  en  la  Habana,  Cuba,  hijo  de  espanoles.  Se  licencio  en  Derecho  y  Filosofia  y 
Letras.  Fue  encarcelado  acusado  de  conspiracion  y  deportado  a  Espana  en  1871  y  1879.  Se 
caso  en  Mexico  con  Maria  Zayas,  escritora.  Vuelve  a  Cuba  para  iniciar  el  levantamiento  por 
la  independencia.  Fue  muerto  en  Dos  Rios  en  1895. 
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Simple  verses 

I  am  a  sincere  man 

where  the  palm  grows, 

and  before  I  die 

I  want  to  throw  my  intimate  verses. 

I  come  from  everywhere, 

and  I  go  towards  everywhere. 

I  am  Art  among  arts, 

in  the  hills  ,  I  am  a  hill. 

I  know  the  strange  names 
of  the  grass  and  flowers, 

and  of  mortal  deceits, 

and  of  sublime  pains. 

I  have  seen  in  the  dark  night 

When  to  raining  over  my  head 

Rays  of  pure  light 

of  divine  beauty. 

I  saw  giving  to  birth  wings  on  the  shoulders 

of  beautiful  women: 

And  leave  from  the  debris 

flying  the  butterflies. 

I  have  seen  a  man  living 

with  the  dagger  at  his  side 

without  never  uttering  the  name 

of  whom  has  killed  him. 

Quick  as  a  reflection 
I  saw  the  soul  twice  ,two  times: 

When  the  old  man  died. 
When  she  said  to  me  good-bye. 


Versos  sencillos 

Yo  soy  un  hombre  sincere 
de  donde  crece  la  palma, 
y  antes  de  morirme  quiero 
echar  mis  versos  del  alma. 

Yo  vengo  de  todas  partes, 

y  hacia  todas  partes  voy: 

arte  soy  entre  las  artes, 

en  los  montes,  monte  soy. 

Yo  se  los  nombres  extrahos 

de  las  yerbas  y  las  flores, 

y  de  mortales  engahos, 

y  de  sublimes  dolores. 

Yo  he  visto  en  la  noche  oscura 

Hover  sobre  mi  cabeza 

OS  rayos  de  lumbre  pura 

de  la  divina  belleza. 

Alas  nacer  vi  en  los  hombros 

de  las  mujeres  hermosas: 

y  salir  de  los  escombros 

volando  las  mariposas. 

He  visto  vivir  a  un  hombre 

con  el  puhal  al  costado, 

sin  decir  jamas  el  nombre 

de  aquella  que  lo  ha  matado. 

Rapida,  como  un  reflejo, 

dos  voces  vi  el  alma,  dos: 

cuando  murio  el  pobre  viejo, 

cuando  ella  me  dijo  adios. 
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I  trembled  once,  -near  the  gate 

Ate  the  entrance  of  the  vineyard 

When  the  wild  bee 

Bit  the  girl  on  her  forehead 

I  enjoyed  once,  in  such  a  way 

That  I  enjoyed  as  never  before-when 

The  prison  head  director  read 

My  death  sentence  crying. 

I  hear  a  sigh,  through 

the  lands  and  the  sea, 

and  it  is  not  a  sigh 

It's  because  my  son  is  going  to  awake. 

If  they  say  that  I  took  from  the  jeweller 

The  best  jewel, 

I  take  a  sincere  friend 

And  leave  love  aside. 

I  have  seen  the  wounded  eagle 

Flying  towards  the  calm  sky 

And  die  in  its  lair 

The  viper  of  poison. 

I  know  well  that  when  the  world 
Gives  in,  livid,  the  rest 
Upon  the  deep  silence 

Whispers  the  harmless  stream. 

I  have  placed  the  daring  hand. 
Motionless  of  horror  and  joy 

Upon  the  lifeless  star 
Which  fell  in  front  of  my  door. 

Hidden  in  my  brave  chest 
hardly  it  wounds  me: 


Temble  una  vez,  -en  la  reja, 

a  la  entrada  de  la  viha,- 

cuando  la  barbara  abeja 

pico  en  la  frente  a  mi  niha. 

Goce  una  vez,  de  tal  suerte 

que  goce  cual  nunca:  -cuando 

la  sentencia  de  mi  muerte 

leyo  el  alcaide  llorando. 

Oigo  un  suspire,  a  traves 

de  las  tierras  y  la  mar, 

y  no  es  un  suspire,  -es 

que  mi  hijo  va  a  despertar. 

Si  dicen  que  del  joyero 

tome  la  joya  mejor, 

tomo  a  un  amigo  sincere 

y  pongo  a  un  lado  el  amor. 

Yo  he  visto  al  aguila  herida 
volar  al  azul  serene, 
y  morir  en  su  guarida 
la  vibora  del  veneno. 

Yo  se  bien  que  cuando  el  mundo 
cede,  livido,  al  descanso, 
sobre  el  silencio  profundo 
murmura  el  arroyo  manso. 

Yo  he  puesto  la  mano  osada, 

de  horror  yjubiloyerta, 

sobre  la  estrella  apagada 

que  cayo  frente  a  mi  puerta. 

Oculto  en  mi  pecho  bravo 
a  pena  que  me  lo  hiere: 
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The  son  of  a  slaved  town 
Who  lives  for  him,  keeps  quiet  and  dies. 

All  is  beautiful  and  constant. 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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el  hijo  de  un  pueblo  esclavo 
Vive  por  el,  calla,  y  muere. 

Todo  es  hermoso  y  constante. 
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Idea  Vilariho  (1920) 


She  was  a  Uruguayan  poetess  who  was  born  in  Montevideo  in  1920.  Besides  poetess, 
she  was  a  critical  literary,  translator,  composer  and  educator.  Her  personality  and  convictions 
made  her  to  reject  all  type  of  promotion  of  her  name  and  her  work.  In  spite  of  it,  her  work  has 
been  translated  into  other  languages  and  she  has  been  awarded  with  several  international 
prizes. 
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Poeta  uruguaya  nacida  en  Montevideo  en  1920.  Ademas  de  poeta,  es  critica  literaria, 
traductora,  compositora  y  educadora.  Su  personalidad  y  sus  convicciones  la  llevaron  durante 
muchos  anos  a  rechazar  cualquier  tipo  de  promocion  de  su  nombre  y  de  su  obra.  A  pesar  de 
ello,  ha  sido  traducida  a  otros  idiomas  y  ha  ganado  varios  premios  internacionales. 
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The  orientals 

Theycome  from  everywhere, 

blood  and  courage, 

to  save  their  soil 

the  western  people 

They  come  from  the  blades 

With  a  spear  and  a  sabre 

Among  the  grass  they  sprout 

The  westerns 

They  set  off  from  the  villages 

From  the  mounts 

in  each  corner  they  wait  for  them 

The  western 

Because  they  left  their  lives 

Their  friends  and  their  goods 

because  liberty  is  more  beloved 

because  they  don't  have  it 

because  earth  is  strange 

and  freedom  is  strange 

and  because  the  towns  always  know  how  to  break  their 

chains. 

They  were  ten,  twenty. 

They  were  fifty 

They  were  a  thousand,  they're  thousands. 

One  doesn't  count  them 

Rebels  and  brave 

they  get  on  going 

the  things  they  love  most 

they  keep  on  abandoning  them. 

With  a  devastating  wind 

They  go  on  devastating 

Like  water  which  cleans 

They  come  cleaning 


Los  orientales 

De  todas  partes  vienen, 

sangre  y  coraje, 

para  salvar  su  suelo 

los  orientales; 

vienen  de  las  cuchillas, 

con  lanza  y  sable, 
entre  las  hierbas  brotan 

los  orientales. 
Salen  de  los  poblados, 

del  monte  salen, 
en  cada  esquina  esperan 

los  orientales. 

Porque  dejaron  sus  vidas, 

sus  amigos  y  sus  bienes, 

porque  es  mas  querida 

la  libertad  que  no  tienen, 

porque  es  ajena  la  tierra 

y  la  libertad  ajena 

y  porque  siempre  los  pueblos 

saben  romper  sus  cadenas. 

Eran  diez,  eran  veinte, 

eran  cincuenta, 

eran  mil,  eran  miles, 

yanosecuentan. 

Rebeldes  y  valientes 

se  van  marchando, 

las  cosas  que  mas  quieren 

abandonando. 

Como  un  viento  que  arrasa 

van  arrasando, 

como  un  agua  que  limpia 

vienen  limpiando. 
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Because  they  left  their  lives, 
their  friends  and  their  goods, 

because  liberty  is  more  beloved 
liberty  which  they  don't  have 
because  it's  strange  to  earth 

and  freedom  is  strange. 
And  because  towns  always 

Know  how  to  break  their  chains. 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Porque  dejaron  sus  vidas, 

sus  amigos  y  sus  bienes, 

porque  es  mas  querida 

la  libertad  que  no  tienen, 

porque  es  ajena  la  tierra 

y  la  libertad  ajena 

y  porque  siempre  los  pueblos 

saben  romper  sus  cadenas. 


[Index]  [Spanish  Poetsi 


ij        J     ELBA  -  Erectronic  Book  for  Adurts  591 

[Index] 

Salvador  Diaz  Miron  (1853  - 1928) 


He  was  born  in  Veracruz  (Mexico).  Owning  a  turbulent  life  he  was  tied  to  the 
Modernism.  His  work  includes  the  books  Poetries  (1886)  and  Lascas  (1901).  In  1928  he 
published  the  volume  of  Complete  Poetry. 
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Nacio  en  Veracruz  (Mexico).  Poeta  de  vida  turbulenta  y  vinculado  al  Modernismo.  Su 
obra  comprende  los  libros  Poesias  (1886)  y  Lascas  (1901).  En  1928  publico  el  volumen  de 
Poesias  completas. 
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Romance 

(Fragments) 


At  three  leagues  from  a  bubbling  port 

Which  encourages  flows  and  quarrels 

Which  once  upon  a  time  glory  and  climate 

Decorate  the  forehead  with  palms 

There's  a  tree  and  on  top  of  a  hill 

A  cottage  shaped  in  a  cube 

Which  from  the  distance  I  often 

And  laughing  leans  by  a  mango  trunk 

In  the  distance  the  cottage  looks  like  a  cap 

with  a  tassel  and  a  slant  on  a  skull. 

The  place  is  unpleasant  because  it's  fetid  and  surly 

The  different  trees  prosper 

And  through  the  wind  a  smell  of  dung 

shellfish  and  mud;  and  the  mosquito 

flies  and  bothers. 

The  vegetation  is  energetic 

As  unharmed  and  booming  supports 

The  fury  of  the  northern  puff  which 

It'isn't  rare  from  October  to  February. 

The  East  sets  fire  to  and  give  colour 

Like  an  opal,  and  diffuses  its  overtones  of  dawn 

by  river  and  field. 

And  in  the  magic  which  is  iridescent 

a  silver  pearl  dazzles  . 

And  at  the  door  of  the  old  shack 

Which  inclines  its  ruin  on  the  hill 

It  leans  a  sombre  tree, 

a  rustic  and  graceful  appears 

like  a  dove.. 

Childish  for  age  and  size 

It  surprises  showing  off  an  earlier  seasoning 
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Idilio 
(Fragmentos) 

A  tres  leguas  de  un  puerto  bullente 

que  a  desbordes  y  grescas  anima, 

y  al  que  un  tiempo  la  gloria  y  el  clima 

adornan  de  palmas  la  frente, 

hay  un  arbol  brehal,  y  en  la  cima 

de  un  alcor  un  casucho  acubado, 

que  de  lejos  diviso  a  menudo, 

y  riendose,  apoya  un  costado 

en  el  tronco  de  un  mango  copudo. 

Distante,  la  choza  resulta  montera 

con  boria  y  al  sesgo  sobre  una  mollera. 

El  sitio  es  ingrato,  por  fetido  y  hosco. 

El  cardon,  el  nopal,  y  la  ortiga 

prosperan;  y  el  aire  trasciende  a  bohiga, 

a  marisco  y  a  cieno;  y  el  mosco 

pulula  y  hostiga. 

La  flora  es  energica  para 

que  indemne  y  pujante  soporte 

la  furia  del  sopio  del  Norte, 

que  de  octubre  a  febrero  no  es  rara, 

y  la  prodiga  lumbre  febea, 
que  de  marzo  a  septiembre  caldea. 

El  Oriente  se  inflama  y  colora, 

como  un  opalo  inmensa  en  un  lampo, 

y  difunde  sus  tintes  de  aurora 

por  pielago  y  campo. 

Y  en  la  magia  que  irisa  y  corusca, 

un  peria  de  plata  se  ofusca.  [...] 

Y  a  la  puerta  del  viejo  bohio 

que  oblicuando  su  ruina  en  la  loma 

se  recuesta  en  el  arbol  sombrio, 

una  rustica  gracil  asoma, 

como  una  paloma.. 
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Elastic  shape  of  breasts 

and  judging  its  ambiguous  plan, 

it  does  not  looks  like  but  a  young  girl 

who  keeps  in  her  breast  two  oranges. 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Infantil  poredadyestatura 

sorprende  ostentando  sazon  prematura; 

elasticos  bultos  de  tetas  opimas 

y  a  juzgar  por  la  equivoca  traza , 

no  semeja  sino  una  rapaza 

que  reserva  en  el  seno  dos  limas.[...] 
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Manuel  Jose  Othon  (1856  - 1906) 


He  was  born  in  San  Luis  de  Potosi  (Mexico).  He  studied  Law  and  he  exerted  as  lawyer 
in  small  farmers  towns.  In  1900  he  was  elected  deputy.  Its  poetic  activity  began  in  1880.  It 
stands  out  Poemas  rusticos  (Rustic  Poems)  (1902). 
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Nacio  en  San  Luis  de  Potosi  Mexico).  Estudio  Derecho  y  ejercio  de  abogado  en 
pequenos  pueblos  campesinos.  En  1900  fue  elegido  diputado.  Empezo  su  actividad  poetica  en 
1880,  destacando  Poemas  rusticos  (1902). 
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Sonnets 

I 

Why  did  you  come  to  my  frozen  solitude? 

Covered  with  the  last  cloud 

of  a  grey  twilight?.... Look  at  the  landscape 

dry  and  sad,  immensely  sad. 

If  you  come  from  the  pain  and  you  nourished 

Your  heart,  come  to  the  wild 

desert,  where  barely  a  sight 

at  what  it  was  my  youth  remains. 

But  if  by  any  way  you  don't  come  so  far, 

and  if  in  your  soul  still  remains  pleasure 

you  may  come  back  to  your  restless  world. 

If  not  come  and  wash  your  cloak 

In  the  soar  sea,  very  soar  sea 

Of  a  sad  love  or  an  immense  cry. 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Sonetos 

I 

i  Por  que  a  mi  helada  soledad  viniste 

cubierta  con  el  ultimo  celaje 

de  un  crepusculo  gris?...Mira  el  paisaje, 

arido  y  triste,  inmensamente  triste. 

Si  vienes  del  dolor  y  en  el  nutriste 
tu  corazon,  bien  vengas  al  salvaje 
desierto,  donde  apenas  un  miraje 
de  lo  que  fue  mi  juventud  existe. 

Mas  si  acaso  no  vienes  de  tan  lejos, 

y  en  tu  alma  aun  del  placer  quedan  los  dejos, 

puedes  retornar  a  tu  revuelto  mundo. 

Si  no,  ven  a  lavar  tu  cyprio  manto 

en  el  mar  amarguisimo  y  profundo 

de  un  triste  amor  o  de  un  inmenso  llanto. 
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Salvador  Rueda  (1857  - 1933) 


He  was  born  in  Malaga  (Spain)  within  a  humble  family.  He  moved  to  Madrid,  where 
Nunez  de  Arce  gave  him  a  job  in  a  newspaper  called  La  Gaceta  de  Madrid.  He  travelled  to 
America  and  the  Philippines.  He  began  his  literary  activity  in  1883  with  Noventa  estrofas 
(Ninety  strophes)  and  Cuadros  de  Andalucia  (Andalusia's  pictures),  books  followed  by 
Cantos  de  la  vendimia  (vendimia  Songs)  (1891);  En  tropel  (In  a  mad  rush)  (1892),  and  Fuente 
de  Salud  (Source  of  Health)  (1906),  with  forewords  respectively  by  Bugler,  Ruben  Dario  and 
Unamuno.  He  died  in  Malaga  in  1933. 
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Nacio  en  Malaga  (Espana)  de  familia  humilde.  Se  traslado  a  Madrid,  donde  Nunez  de 
Arce  lo  empleo  en  La  Gaceta  de  Madrid,  viajo  por  America  y  Filipinas.  Inicio  su  actividad 
literaria  en  1883  con  Noventa  estrofas  y  cuadros  de  Andalucia,  libros  a  los  que  siguieron 
Cantos  de  la  vendimia  (1891);  En  tropel  (1892),  y  Fuente  de  Salud  (1906),  prologados 
respectivamente  por  Clarin,  Ruben  Dario  y  Unamuno.  Murio  en  Malaga  en  1933. 
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The  watermelon 

As  if  suddenly  the  day  half-opened 

saying  good-bye  to  an  intense  blaze 

where  the  almond-shaped  dazzling  steel 

showed  watermelon's  red  meat 

Incandescent  crimson  it  seemed 

long  and  dazzling  slash,  as 

lighted  mouth  given  to  gushes  of  happiness 

Slice  after  slice  pointing  out 

The  knife  skilfully  separated  them 
separating  the  illusion  as  never  happened  before. 

The  hand  suddenly  separated  them, 

And  with  no  planning  a  circle  of  half  red  moons 

Decorated  the  plate. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


La  sandia 

Cual  si  de  pronto  se  entreabriera  el  dia 

despidiendo  una  intensa  llamarada, 

por  el  acero  fulgido  rasgada 

mostro  su  carne  roja  la  sandia. 

Carmin  incandescente  parecia 

de  larga  y  deslumbrante  cuchillada, 

como  boca  encendida  y  desatada 

en  frescos  borbotones  de  alegria. 

Tajada  tras  tajada  sehalando, 
las  fue  el  habil  cuchillo  separando 
vivas  a  la  ilusion  como  ningunas. 

Las  separo  la  mano  de  repente, 
y  de  improvise  decoro  la  fuente 
un  circulo  de  rojas  medias  lunas. 
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Francisco  A.  de  Icaza  (1863  - 1925) 


He  was  born  in  Mexico.  He  was  a  Diplomat.  He  lived  almost  entirely  in  Europe.  He 
settled  down  in  Madrid.  He  was  a  scholar  and  a  poet.  He  died  in  Madrid  in  1925. 
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Nacio  en  Mexico.  Diplomatico  de  profesion.  Su  vida  transcurrio  casi  por  entero  en 
Europa.  Se  establecio  en  Madrid  .  Era  un  erudito  y  un  poeta.  Murio  en  Madrid  en  1925. 
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^^Estancias'' 

It's  on  wall,  and  on  the  window 

Which  has  a  framework  creeper 

I  left  my  verses  one  morning 

one  morning  of  spring. 

I  left  my  verses  in  which  I  said 

with  ingenuous  phrase  troubles  of  love; 

I  left  my  verses  which  next  day 

Her  white  hand  paid  with  flowers. 

She's  in  the  garden  and  in  the  grove 

In  the  bend  of  that  path 

She  told  me  with  a  very  low  voice: 

You  don't  understand  how  much  I  love  you: 

Beside  the  walls  of  that  mill 

Under  the  shade  of  those  vines 

when  the  carriage  took  the  road, 

she  shouted  crying:  Do  not  forget  me! 

All  is  the  same:  window  and  hydra 

Shady  places,  fresh  grapevines 

wall  of  rough  stone; 

and,  although  it  is  the  same  ,  all  has  changed. 

There  aren't  beloved  beings  in  the  house; 

Among  the  branches  there're  flowers, 

there  are  new  leaves  and  new  nests, 

and  in  our  souls  there're  new  loves. 


Estancias 


Esta  es  el  muro,  y  en  la  ventana 

que  tiene  un  marco  de  enredadera 

deje  mis  versos  una  mahana, 

una  mahana  de  primavera. 

Deje  mis  versos  en  que  decia 

con  frase  ingenua  cuitas  de  amores; 

deje  mis  versos  que  al  otro  dia 

su  blanca  mano  pago  con  flores. 

Esta  es  el  huerto,  y  en  la  arboleda, 

en  el  recodo  de  aquel  sendero, 

ella  me  dijo  con  voz  muy  queda: 

"  Tu  no  comprendes  lo  que  te  quiero." 

Junto  a  las  tapias  de  aquel  molino, 

bajo  la  sombra  de  aquellas  vides, 

cuando  el  carruaje  tomo  el  camino, 

grito  llorando  :  "j  Que  no  me  olvides!" 

Todo  es  lo  mismo:  ventana  y  yedra, 

sitios  umbrosos,  fresco  emparrado 

gala  de  un  muro  de  tosca  piedra; 

y,  aunque  es  lo  mismo,  todo  ha  cambiado. 

No  hay  en  la  casa  seres  queridos; 

entre  las  ramas  hay  otras  flores; 

hay  nuevas  hojas  y  nuevos  nidos, 

y  en  nuestras  almas  nuevos  amores. 


Translated  by:  dabne 
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Ramon  M^  del  Valle  -  Inclan  (1866  - 1936) 


Ramon  del  Valle  y  Pena  was  born  in  Vilanova  de  Arousa  (Pontevedra).  He  studied 
Law  at  the  University  of  Santiago  de  Compostela.  He  moved  to  Madrid  in  1890  and  there  he 
began  his  literary  activity.  He  emigrated  to  Mexico  and  he  enlisted  himself  in  the  Mexican 
army  a  deed  which  served  as  inspiration  to  him  for  his  work  Tyrannous  Flags  (Tirano 
Banderas).  His  first  Feminas  book:  six  loving  histories  (1895).  Sonata  of  Autumn  (Sonata  de 
Otono)1902.  Lights  of  Bohemia  (Luces  de  Bohemia),  his  first  absurdity  (esperpento),  1920.  In 
1 929  he  was  imprisoned  by  Primo  de  Rivera.  During  the  II  Spanish  Republic  he  was  director 
of  the  High  School  of  Fine  Arts  in  Rome.  He  died  in  1936,  in  Santiago  de  Compostela. 
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Ramon  del  Valle  y  Pena  nacio  en  Vilanova  de  Arousa  (Pontevedra)  .  Estudio  Derecho 
en  la  Universidad  de  Santiago  de  Compostela.  Se  traslado  a  Madrid  en  1890  y  alii  comenzo  su 
actividad  literaria.  Emigro  a  Mexico  y  se  enrolo  en  el  ejercito  mexicano  hecho  que  le  sirvio  de 
inspiracion  para  su  obra  Tirano  Banderas.  Su  primer  libro  Feminas:  seis  historias  amorosas 
1895.  Sonata  de  Otoho  1902.  Luces  de  Bohemia  1920,  su  primer  esperpento.  En  1929  fue 
encarcelado  por  Primo  de  Rivera.  Durante  la  Republica  fue  nombrado  director  de  la  Escuela 
Superior  de  Bellas  Artes  en  Roma.  Murio  en  1936,  en  Santiago  de  Compostela. 
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Vile  garrotte 

So  i  i  So  i  i  So!  It  sings  the  hammer. 

They're  raising  the  club  up. 

It  sings  a  cuckoo  in  the  countryside 

And  the  stars  go  with  the  compass  of  the  verse 

which  peals  the  hammer: 

So!  So!  The  scaffold  shows  up 

Tragic,  night  and  grey; 

the  round  of  the  game 

follows  round  of  the  anis; 

chops  up  tobacco  with  a  knife 

and  the  scaffold  appears  in  the  dawn  fleur-de  lis. 

Rough  remote  couplet 

Where  one  listens  strums  of  a  large  guitar 

Shout  of  jot  of  the  morapio  quarrelsome. 

The  cabileho  patriotic  sings  the  remote  song  of 

The  glories  of  Aragon. 

Mischievous  hair  ate  the  foot 

of  the  despicable  club  amuses  itself  starving. 

It  gives  go  to  sheriff  and  with  a  rumour  of  swarm 

receives  hostile  the  people  the  hostile  Civil  Guard. 

A  gypsy  sells  fritters  i  a  courtyard; 

It  apears  stupid  flutists  the  ears  to  Al  bardal; 

and  in  the  circle  of  baturros 

The  gypsy  of  the  fritters  beatifies  the  murderer. 

He  convicted  criminal  waits  in  chapel, 

It  prays  a  priest  in  Latin, 

It  cries  a  yellow  candle 

And  the  criminal  eats  all  the  yellow  omelette  of  herbs. 

The  dinner  went  to  the  chapel. 

The  hammer  sings  in  the  square. 

The  executioner  earns  his  living. 

A  cloth  dresses  in  black  the  small  bench. 

As  the  cloth  is  Catalan 


Gar  rote  vil 

i  Tan  i  i  Tan  j  j  Tan!  Canta  el  martillo. 

Elgarrotealzandoestan. 

Canta  en  el  campo  un  cuclillo, 

y  las  estrellas  se  van 

al  compas  del  estribillo 

con  que  repica  el  martillo: 

i  Tan!  j  Tan!  j  Tan! 

El  patibulo  destaca 
tragico,  nocturne  y  gris; 

la  ronda  de  la  petaca 
sigue  a  la  ronda  del  anis; 

pica  tabaco  la  faca, 

y  el  patibulo  destaca 
sobre  el  alba  flor  de  lis. 

Aspera  copla  remota 
que  rasguea  un  guitarron 
se  escucha.  Grito  de  jota 

del  morapio  peleon. 

El  cabileho  patriota 

canta  la  cancion  remota 

de  Las  glorias  de  Aragon. 

Apicarada  pelambre 

al  pie  del  garrote  vil 
se  solaza  muerta  de  hambre. 

Da  vayas  al  alguacil, 
y  con  un  rumor  deenjambre 
acoge  hostil  la  pelambre 
al  a  hostil  Guardia  Civil. 
Un  gitano  vende  churros 
al  socaire  de  un  corral; 
asoman  flautistas  burros 

las  orejas  al  bardal; 
y  en  el  corro  de  baturros 
El  gitano  de  los  churros 
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It's  turning  yellow 

Following  the  sound  of  the  hammer: 

iSo  iSo!  iSo! 


Translated  by:  dabne 


beatifica  al  criminal. 
El  reo  espera  en  capilla, 
reza  un  clerigo  en  latin, 
llora  una  vela  amarilla, 
y  el  sentenciado  da  fin 
a  la  amarilla  tortilla 
de  yerbas.  Fue  a  la  capilla 

lacenadelcafetin. 
Canta  en  la  plaza  el  martillo, 

el  verdugo  gana  el  pan. 

Un  paho  enluta  el  banquillo. 

Como  el  paho  es  Catalan, 

se  esta  volviendo  amarillo 

al  son  que  canta  el  martillo: 

jTan!  j  Tan!  j  Tan  j 
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Miguel  de  Unamuno  (1864  - 1936) 


He  was  born  in  Bilbao  in  1864.  In  1880  he  moved  to  Madrid.  He  was  Doctor  in 
Philosophy  and  Humanities,  and  he  got  the  chair  of  Greek  at  the  University  of  Salamanca.  In 
1914  he  is  dismissed  by  his  politicalactivities.  For  his  opposition  to  the  dictatorship  of  Primo 
de  Rivera  he  went  into  exile  to  the  island  of  Fuerteventura  (Canary  Islands))  but  when 
Spanish  Republic  was  re-established  he  recovered  his  chair  in  Salamanca  again.  He  was  given 
a  post  held  for  life  as  Rector  of  the  University  of  Salamanca,  citizen  of  honor  of  the  Republic 
and  doctor  "honoris  cause"  of  the  Universities  of  Oxford  and  Grenoble.  He  died  in  Salamanca 
in  1936.  Works:  Around  the  casticismo  (En  torno  al  casticismo)(1895)Zz/^  of  Don  Quixote 
and  Sancho  (Vida  de  don  Quijote  y  Sancho)(1905),  Of  the  tragic  feeling  of  the  life  (Del 
sentimiento  tragico  de  la  vida)  (1912);  The  Tula  aunt  (La  tia  Tula)  (1921),  Saint  Manuel 
Good,  martyr  (San  Manuel  Bueno,  martir)(1933)  and  others,  as  well  as  a  broad  theatre 
production. 
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Nacio  en  Bilbao.  En  1880  se  traslado  a  Madrid.  Doctor  en  Filosofia  y  Letras,  obtuvo  la 
catedra  de  griego  en  la  Universidad  de  Salamanca.  En  1914  es  destituido  por  sus 
intervenciones  politicas.  Por  su  oposicion  a  la  dictadura  de  Primo  de  Rivera  fue  desterrado  a 
la  isla  de  Fuerteventura  (Canarias)  pero  al  establecerse  de  nuevo  la  Republica  recupero  su 
catedra  en  Salamanca,  y  fue  nombrado  Rector  vitalicio,  ciudadano  de  honor  de  la  Republica  y 
doctor  "honoris  causa"  de  las  Universidades  de  Oxford  y  Grenoble.  Murio  en  Salamanca  en 
1936.  Obras:  En  torno  al  casticismo  {\^95)Vida  de  don  Quijote  y  Sancho  (1905),  Del 
sentimiento  tragico  de  la  vida  (^1912);  La  tia  Tula  (1921),  San  Manuel  Bueno,  mdrtir  (1933)  >^ 
otras,  asi  como  una  extensa  produccion  teatral. 
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Common  pain 

Be  quiet,  my  heart,  they're  your  sorrows 

That  shouldn't  be  told,  let  them  become 

Rotted  in  your  breast; 

if  you  suffer  from  a  pain  you  alone  , 

don't  make  it  bitter  and  don't  bother 

the  home  peace  of  their  homes 

with  an  unpleasant  shout. 

That's  your  complaint, 

being  as  selfish  as  you're  it  reflects 

Only  your  vanity. 

Never  separate  your  pain 

from  the  common  human  pain, 

search  that  intimate  one 
where  settles  brotherhood  which 

ties  you  with  your  brother, 

the  one  that  enlarges  the  mind 

and  doesn't  diminish  it: 

solitary  and  carnal  he  is  always  vain; 

only  the  common  pain  sanctifies  us. 


Translated  by:  dabne 


Dolor  comun 


Callate,  corazon,  son  tus  pesares 
de  los  que  no  deben  decirse,  deja 
se  pudran  en  tu  seno;  si  te  aqueja 

un  dolor  de  ti  solo  no  acibares 

a  los  demas  la  paz  de  sus  hogares 

con  inoportuno  grito.  Esa  tu  queja, 

siendo  egoista  como  es,  refleja 

tu  vanidad  no  mas.  Nunca  separes 

tu  dolor  del  comun  dolor  humane, 

busca  el  intimo  aquel  en  que  radica 

la  hermandad  que  te  liga  con  tu  hermano, 

el  que  agranda  la  mente  y  no  la  achica; 

solitario  y  carnal  es  siempre  vano; 

solo  el  dolor  comun  nos  santifica. 
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Manuel  Machado  (1874  - 1947) 


He  was  born  in  Seville  but  he  moved  to  Madrid  with  his  family  in  1883.  He  studied  at 
the  Free  Institution  of  Education  (Institucion  Libre  de  Essenanza).  He  received  the  master's 
degree  in  Philosophy  and  Humanities  in  Seville.  He  travelled  to  Paris  and  there  he  knew 
Ruben  Dario,  and  he  published  his  first  book:  Soul  (Alma)(1900).  During  the  Spanish  Civil 
War  he  remained  in  the  national  zone.  In  1938  he  was  chosen  member  of  the  Royal  Spanish 
Academy  of  Language.  He  died  in  Madrid  in  1947. 
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Nacio  en  Sevilla,  se  traslado  con  su  familia  a  Madrid  en  1883.  Curso  estudios  en  la 
Institucion  Libre  de  Ensenanza..Se  licencio  en  Filosofia  y  Letras  en  Sevilla.  Viajo  a  Paris  y 
alii  conocio  a  Ruben  Dario,  y  publico  su  primer  libro;  Alma  (1900).  Durante  la  Guerra  Civil 
permanecio  en  la  zona  nacional.  En  1938  fue  elegido  miembro  de  la  Real  Academia  Espanola 
de  la  Lengua.  Murio  en  Madrid  en  1947. 
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Castile 

The  blind  sun  crashes 

in  the  hard  edges  of  the  weapons, 

sore  of  light  the  bibs  and  backs 

and  blazes  the  tips  of  the  spears. 

The  blind  sun,  the  thirst  and  the  fatigue. 

By  the  terrible  Spanish  steppe. 

To  exile,  with  twelve  of  them 

dust,  sweat  and  iron-,  the  Cid  rides. 

The  inn  is  closed  with  stone  and  mud... 

Nobody  responds.  The  knob  of  the  sword 

and  the  story  of  the  magpies, 

the  shutter  is  going  to  yield...! 

The  sun  burns,  the  air  scorchesj 

The  terrible  blows,  of  hoarse  echo, 

a  pure  voice  of  silver 

and  glass  responds... there  is  a  girl 

very  weak  and  white  in  the  threshold. 

She  has  blue  eyes  and  tears  in  her  eyes.. 

Pale  gold  her  curious  face  and  frightened. 

-Good  Cid,  pass... The  king  will  not  kill  you 

It  will  ruin  your  house, 

and  will  sow  the  poor  field  with  salt 

which  labours  my  father ... 

Go..  The  sky  fulfil  you  with  fortunes... 

jln  our  evil,  oh  Cid,  you  do  not  win  anything! 

i  The  girls  shuts  up  and  cries  without  a  moan. 

A  child  sob  crosses  the  squad 

of  ferocious  warriors, 

and  an  inflexible  voice  shouts:  "jAhead! 

The  blind  sun,  the  thirst  and  the  fatigue. 

By  the  terrible  Spanish  steppe. 

To  exile,  with  twelve  of  them 

-dust,  sweat  and  iron-,  the  Cid  rides. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Castilla 

El  ciego  sol  se  estrella 

en  las  duras  aristas  de  las  armas, 

llaga  de  luz  los  petos  y  espaldares 

y  flamea  en  las  puntas  de  las  lanzas. 

El  ciego  sol,  la  sed  y  la  fatiga. 

Por  la  terrible  estepa  castellana, 

al  destierro,  con  doce  de  los  suyos 

-polvo,  sudor  y  hierro- ,  el  Cid  cabalga. 

Cerrado  esta  el  meson  a  piedra  y  lodo... 

Nadie  responde.  Al  pomo  de  la  espada 

y  al  cuento  de  las  picas,  el  postigo 

va  a  coder... i  Quema  el  sol,  el  aire  abrasa  \ 

A  los  terribles  golpes, 

de  eco  ronco,  una  voz  pura,  de  plata 

y  de  cristal,  responde... Hay  una  niha 

muy  debil  y  muy  blanca  en  el  umbral. 

Es  toda  ojos  azules  y  en  los  ojos  lagrimas. 

Oro  palido  nimba  su  carita  curiosa  y  asustada. 

-Buen  Cid,  pasad...EI  rey  nos  dara  muerte, 

arruinara  la  casa, 

y  sembrara  de  sal  el  pobre  campo 

que  mi  padre  trabaja... 

Idos.  El  cielo  os  colme  de  venturas... 

jEn  nuestro  mal,  oh  Cid,  no  ganais  nada  / 

Calla  la  niha  y  llora  sin  gemido... 

Un  sollozo  infantil  cruza  la  escuadra 

de  feroces  guerreros, 

y  una  voz  inflexible  grita: "  jEn  marcha!". 

El  ciego  sol,  la  sed  y  la  fatiga. 

Por  la  terrible  estepa  castellana, 

al  destierro,  con  doce  de  los  suyos 

-polvo,  sudor  y  hierro-,  el  Cid  cabalga. 
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Juana  de  Ibarbourou  (1895  -  1979) 


She  was  born  in  Melo,  Uruguay.  Her  true  name  was  Juana  Fernandez  Morales, 
Ibarbourou  was  the  last  name  of  her  husband  and  she  adopted  this  name  since  her  marriage  in 
1914.  She  has  a  strong  human  voice,  whose  native  roots  have  deserved  her  been  called  "Juana 
of  America".  She  wrote:  The  languages  of  the  diamond  (Las  lenguas  del  diamante),  1919; 
Wild  root  (Raiz  salvaje),  1920;  The  wind  rose,  (La  rosa  de  los  vientos)  1930.  In  1947  she 
entered  the  Uruguayan  Academy  and  in  1959,  she  was  awarded  with  the  National  Prize  of 
Spanish  Literature. 
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Nacio  en  Melo,  Uruguay.  Su  verdadero  nombre  era  Juana  Fernandez  Morales. 
Ibarbourou,  era  el  apellido  de  su  marido  y  lo  adopto  a  partir  de  su  matrimonio  en  1914.  Posee 
una  fuerte  voz  humana,  cuyas  raices  autoctonas  le  han  valido  el  apelativo  de  "  Juana  de 
America".  Escribe:  Las  lenguas  del  diamante,  1919;  Raiz  salvaje,  1920;  La  rosa  de  los 
vientos,  1930.  En  1947  ingreso  en  la  Academia  uruguaya  y  en  1959,  recibio  el  Premio 
Nacional  de  Literatura  espanola. 
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The  strong  tie 

I  grew  for  you. 

Cut  me  down.  My  acacia. 

implore  your  hands  a  strike  of  grace. 

I  bloomed 

for  you 

Cut  me  down.  My  lily 

When  I  was  born  I  doubted  if  flower  or  candle. 

I  flowed 

for  you. 

Drink  myself.  The  glass 

envies  the  clear  flow  of  my  spring.. 

I  gave  wings 

For  you 

Hunt  me  down.  Moth 

I  surrounded  your  flame  of  full  impatience. 

For  you  I  will  suffer  j 

Blessed  be  the  damage 

your  love  gives  me! 

Blessed  be  the  axe,  blessed  the  network, 

and  praised  be  scissors  and  thirst! 

Blood  of  the  ribs 

will  flow,  my  beloved 

What  a  beautiful,  clasp  ,what  a  pleasing  jewel, 

for  you  a  sore  scarlet  colour? 

Instead  of  glass  beads  for  my  hair 

I  will  plunge  seven  long  thorns  among  them.. 

And  instead  of  earrings  I  will  put  in  my  ears. 

Like  two  rubies,  two  red  hot  coals. 

You  will  see  me  laugh 

seeing  me  suffer. 

And  you  will  cry. 

And  then.  ..j  You  will  be  more  mine  than  ever.! 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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El  fuerte  lazo 

Creci 

para  ti. 

Talame .  Mi  acacia 

implora  a  tus  manos  ungoipe  de  gracia. 

Flori 

para  ti 

Cortame,.  Mi  lirio 

al  nacer  dudaba  ser  flor  o  ser  cirio. 

Flui 

para  ti. 

Bebeme.  El  crista! 

envidia  lo  claro  de  mi  manantial.. 

Alas  di 

porti. 

Cazame.  Falena, 

rodee  tu  llama  de  impaciencia  llena. 

Por  ti  sufrire 

i  Bendito  sea  el  daho 

que  tu  amor  me  de! 

i  Bendita  sea  el  hacha,  bendita  la  red, 

y  loadas  sean  tijeras  y  sed! 

Sangre  del  costado 

manare,  mi  amado. 

c  Que  broche  mas  bello,  que  joya  mas  grata, 

que  por  ti  una  llaga  color  escarlata? 

En  vez  de  abalorios  para  mis  cabellos 

siete  espinas  largas  hundire  entre  ellos. 

Y  en  vez  de  zarcillos  pondre  en  mis  orejas, 

como  dos  rubies,  dos  ascuas  bermejas. 

Me  veras  reir 

viendome  sufrir. 

Y  tu  lloraras . 

Y  entonces...i  Mas  mio  que  nunca  seras! 
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Amado  Nervo  (1870  -  1919) 


A  Mexican  poet,  he  was  born  in  Tepic,  Nayarite  in  1870.  In  his  youth  he  wanted  to  be 
clergyman,  but  very  soon  he  was  attracted  by  several  stimuli  of  life,  the  trips,  love  and  the 
poetry  itself  Its  aesthetic  start  was  marked  by  the  influence  of  Gutierrez  Najera  and  the 
groups  which  gathered  ''The  blue  magazine''  (La  Revista  Azul)  and  "Modern  Magazine" 
(Revista  Moderna),  whose  pages  overflowed  all  the  ardour  of  the  American  modernism. 
Among  the  set  of  his  creative  work  it  stands  out  Serenity  (Serenidad);  Elevation  (Elevacion), 
Fullness  (Plenitud)  and  The  immovable  loved  one  (La  amada  inmovil). 
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Poeta  mexicano  nacido  en  Tepic,  Nayarit  en  1870.  En  su  juventud  quiso  ser  clerigo, 
pero  muy  pronto  se  vio  atraido  por  los  variados  estimulos  de  la  vida,  los  viajes,  los  amores  y 
la  misma  poesia.  Su  iniciacion  estetica  fue  marcada  por  el  influjo  de  Gutierrez  Najera  y  de  los 
grupos  que  se  congregaban  alrededor  de  «La  revista  azul»  y  «Revista  moderna»,  en  cuyas 
paginas  se  desbordaba  todo  el  impetu  del  modernismo  americano.  Entre  el  conjunto  de  su 
creacion,  se  destacan  sus  libros  Serenidad;  Elevacion,  Plenitud  y  La  amada  inmovil 
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Rodeuse 

If  they  find  you  thoughtful  the  disasters  of  the  leaves 

Which  fly  around  crackling  along  the  boulevard; 

If  the  north  winds  show  you  I  do  not  know  what  vague  grieves 

And  inexact  nostalgias  and  will  to  cry; 

if  the  luminous  beating  of  the  stars  make  you  feel  cold; 

If  you  see  undoubtly  sad  the  river  Seine  slipping, 

And  the  reflection  of  the  scarlet  lights  on  the  river 

You  fancy  that  is  the  wake  of  some  tragic  ship 

where  the  attorneys  of  the  Morgue  carry  drowned  people  to 

bury, 

jPoor  Girl!!  Come  with  me:  leave  the  barren  bridges  yet. 
There  is  a  hostile  soul  in  these  nights  towards  consumptives, 

and  a  vampire  disguised  of  gallon  who  seeks  ill  women. 
Who  makes  the  court  to  the  ones  who  cough  when  asleep. 
And  who  will  suck  through  filthy  horn  your  nipples  of  ivory. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


[Index] 
Rodeuse 

Si  te  toman  pensativa  los  desastres  de  las  hojas 

que  revuelan  crepitando  por  el  amplio  bulevar; 

si  los  cierzos  te  insinuan  no  se  que  vagas  congojas 

y  nostalgias  imprecisas  y  deseos  de  llorar; 

si  el  latido  luminoso  de  los  astros  te  da  frio; 

si  incurablemente  triste  ves  al  Sena  resbalar, 

y  el  reflejo  de  los  focos  escarlatas  sobre  el  rio 

se  te  antoja  que  es  la  estela  de  algun  tragico  navio 

donde  llevan  los  ahogados  de  la  Morgue  a  sepultar; 

jPobrecita!  ven  conmigo:  deja  ya  las  puentes  yermas. 

Hay  un  alma  en  estas  noches  a  las  tisicas  hostil, 

y  un  vampiro  disfrazado  de  galon  que  busca  enfermas, 

que  corteja  a  las  que  tosen  y  que,  a  poco  que  te  duermas, 

chupara  con  trompa  inmunda  tus  pezones  de  marfil. 
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Guillermo  Valencia  (1873  - 1943) 


He  was  a  poet  and  politician  caucano  (Colombia).  From  the  classic  culture  it  arose  his 
poetic  tendency  called  parnasianismo,  which  lead  the  old  Greek  and  Latin  writers.  Soon  it 
came  the  influence  of  French  Literature  which  draw  his  imagination  towards  the  symbolism 
and,  finally,  under  literary  influence  of  Ruben  Dario,  whom  he  knew  and  who  was  his  friend, 
was  the  modernism.  He  was  an  author  of  a  single  book.  Rites  (Ritos)  (1889)  a  personal  poet 
who  contributes  to  a  sense  of  poetic  concentration  and  a  spirit  of  protest  for  the  social 
injustice. 
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Poeta  y  politico  caucano  (Colombia).  De  la  cultura  clasica  surgio  su  primera  tendencia 
poetica,  denominada  parnasianismo,  que  encabezan  los  antiguos  escritores  griegos  y  latinos. 
Luego  vino  la  influencia  de  la  literatura  francesa,  que  oriento  su  imaginacion  hacia  el 
simbolismo  y,  flnalmente,  bajo  la  influencia  literaria  de  Ruben  Dario,  a  quien  conocio  y  de 
quien  fue  amigo,  seria  el  modernismo.  Autor  de  un  solo  libro,  Ritos  (1889)  es  un  poeta 
personalisimo  que  aporta  un  sentido  de  la  concentracion  poetica  y  un  espiritu  de  protesta  por 
la  injusticia  social. 
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The  word  of  god 
(Synthesis) 

When  it  saw  my  poem  Jonatas  the  Rabbi 

(the  spirit  and  flesh  of  the  biblical  science), 

with  a  laugh  in  the  lips  he  explained  me  the  sentence 

of  whom  has  freed  the  Dove  on  the  divine  Text. 

Never  taste,  he  told  me,  of  the  femenine  liquor. 

Which  is  a  liquor  of  mandragoras  and  distils  dementia; 

If  you  drink  it,  exactly  your  conscience  will  die, 

your  songs  will  fly,  you  will  err  the  way. 

And  he  added:  What  you  are  going  to  hear  now  don't  get 

astonished: 

The  woman  is  the  old  enemy  of  the  man; 

Her  hairs  of  flame  are  comets  of  fright. 

She  frees  the  land  from  the  vicious  lover, 

and  She  calms  her  anguish  of  her  thirst  of  rest 

with  the  juice  that  pours  the  wounds  of  the  saint. 

Decadence 

In  the  paternal  wall,  condemned 
From  miserly  oblivion  to  the  mute  revenge. 

To  the  dusty  cord  which  ties  her 

it  is  entangled  the  abandoned   panoply . 

A  Long  rest  made  the  sword  drowsy 

and  the  old  helmet  of  coarse  top  ; 

smoothens  the  time  the  dagger  that,  naked, 

stopped  the  champion  of  temple  mane. 

jit  passed  the  noble  lineage!  The  puny  son 

exchanges  for  stables  what  was  stockade, 

the  leaves  of  Damascus  in  roasters, 

and  he  looks  impassive  -  thus  he  couldn't  fight- 

The  dented  shield  fall  broken 

From  the  urine  to  the  victorious  cuts! 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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La  palabra  de  dios 

(Sintesis) 

Cuando  vio  mi  poema  Jonatas  el  Rabino 

(el  espiritu  y  carne  de  la  biblica  ciencia), 

con  la  risa  en  los  labios  me  explico  la  sentencia 

que  solto  la  Paloma  sobre  el  Texto  divino. 

Nunca  pruebes,  me  dijo,  del  licor  femenino, 

que  es  licor  de  mandragoras  y  destila  demencia; 

si  lo  bebes,  al  punto  morira  tu  conciencia, 

volaran  tus  canciones,  erraras  el  camino. 

Y  agrego:  Lo  que  ahora  vas  a  oir  no  te  asombre: 

la  mujer  es  el  viejo  enemigo  del  hombre; 
sus  cabellos  de  llama  son  cometas  de  espanto. 

Ella  libra  la  tierra  del  amante  vicioso, 
y  Ella  calma  la  angustia  de  su  sed  de  reposo 
con  el  jugo  que  vierten  las  heridas  del  santo. 

Decadencia 

En  el  paterno  muro,  condenada 

de  avaro  olvido  a  la  venganza  muda, 

al  cordon  polvoriento  que  la  anuda 

se  enreda  la  panoplia  abandonada. 

Largo  reposo  aletargo  la  espada 

y  el  casco  viejo  de  cimera  ruda; 

lima  el  tiempo  la  daga  que,  desnuda, 

contuvo  al  paladin  de  sien  crinada. 

jPaso  la  noble  estirpe!  jEl  hijo  enclenque 

trueca  en  establos  lo  que  fue  palenque, 

las  hojas  de  Damasco  en  asadores, 

y  ve  impasible  -  pues  luchar  no  pudo  - 

caer  deshecho  el  abollado  escudo 

del  orin  a  los  tajos  vencedores! 
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Delmira  Agustini  (1886  -  1914  ) 


She  was  born  in  Montevideo,  (Uruguay),  in  1886,  she  belonged  to  a  rich  family.  She 
dazzled  with  her  verse  books  White  Book  (Libro  bianco),  1907;  Songs  to  the  morning  (Cantos 
a  la  manana),  1910  and  The  empty  chalices  (Los  calices  vacios),  1913.  She  died  in  1914, 
murdered  by  his  husband  to  whom  she  had  married  in  1913. 
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Nacio  en  Montevideo,  (Uruguay),  en  1886,  de  un  familia  rica.  Deslumbro  en  Buenos 
Aires  con  sus  libros  de  versos  Libro  bianco,  1907;  Cantos  a  la  manana,  1910  j^  Los  calices 
vacios,  1913.  Murio  en  1914,  asesinada  por  su  marido  con  el  que  habia  contraido  matrimonio 
en  1913. 
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On  a  candid  tomb 
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Sobre  una  tumba  Candida 


"He  has  died...  has  died. ..",  they  say  so  clear  that  I  can't 

understand... 

i  Pouring  such  smooth  liquor  in  such  tremendous  glass! ... 

Perhaps  it  was  a  strange  evil  your  look  for  divine, 

your  soul  for  heaven,  or  your  profile  for  fine... 

Perhaps  there  were  your  arms  two  buds  of  wings... 

jThere  were  a  sky  when  you  pass  the  gardens,  the  rooms, 

and  you  appeared  in  the  world  sweet  as  a  dead  person! 

Perhaps  your  window  remained  one  night  opened. 

i  Oh,  temptation  of  wings,  an  open  window! ... 

And  an  Angel  seduced  you  for  the  purest  star.... 

And  your  wings  opened,  and  they  cut  the  height 

in  snips  of  light  and  of  innocence! 

And  in  the  bedroom  which  your  soul  upholstered  of  ermine, 

where  the  glasses  burned  of  roses  of  affection, 

the  Solitude  called  in  silence  for  Horror. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


"Ha  muerto...  ha  muerto...",  dicen  tan  claro  que  no 

entiendo... 

i  Verter  licor  tan  suave  en  vaso  tan  tremendo!... 

Tal  vez  fue  un  mal  extraho  tu  mirar  por  divino, 

tu  alma  por  celeste,  o  tu  perfil  por  fino... 

Tal  vez  fueron  tus  brazos  dos  capullos  de  alas  ... 

i  Eran  cielo  a  tu  paso  los  jardines,  las  salas, 
y  te  asomaste  al  mundo  dulce  como  una  muerta! 

Acaso  tu  ventana  quedo  una  noche  abierta. 

_  i  Oh,  tentacion  de  alas ,  una  ventana  abierta!... 

i  Y  te  sedujo  un  angel  por  la  estrella  mas  pura... 

Y  tus  alas  se  abrieron  ,  y  cortaron  la  altura 

en  un  tijeretazo  de  luz  y  de  candor! 

Y  en  la  alcoba  que  tu  alma  tapizaba  de  armiho, 

donde  ardian  los  vasos  de  rosas  de  cariho, 

la  Soledad  llamaba  en  silencio  al  Horror ... 
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Luis  Alfonso  Diez  (1953) 


He  is  a  poet,  professor  and  translator,  born  in  Zamora  and  living  in  Madrid.  Author  of 
several  verse  books  with  rich  and  diverse  metric  technique:  Embassies  of  the  sunset 
(Embajadas  del  ocaso);  Seventy  and  nine  sonnets  (Setenta  y  nueve  sonetos)  (1996);  Aloof 
cutting  (Esquivo  esqueje)  (1997)  and  Album  of  vaguenesses  (Album  de  vaguedades),  (2002). 
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Poeta,  profesor  y  traductor  zamorano  residente  en  Madrid.  Autor  de  varios  poemarios 
con  rica  y  di versa  tecnica  versificatoria  y  metrica  :  Embajadas  del  ocaso;  Setenta  y  nueve 
sonetos  (1996);  Esquivo  esqueje,  (1997)  y  Album  de  vaguedades,  (2002). 
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Of  the  neighbourhoods  of  Lavapies, 
today 

A  neighbourhood  of  today  of  rabble  and  delight 

this  which  was  before  of  menestrales 

honest  artisans,  or  that's  what  they  say  say.  It  klaxons 

now  the  old  kettledrums. 

And  shouts  of  manolasat  sight. 

They  were  carried  off  the  time 

the  genuine  native  neighbour ,  and  of  the  majeo 

It  only  remains  summer  pastiches. 

Of  those  organized  by  City  Hall. 
There  is  in  all  very  few  courtesies: 
in  the  hispida  half-light  of  the  bars, 

Merchants  with  jackets  and  with  bags  under  their  eyes 
They  execute  their  juggling  games 
while  death  passes  by  its  scissors. 

Translated  by:  dabne 


Del  barrio  de  Lavapies,  hoy 

Un  barrio  hoy  de  canalla  y  regodeo 

este  que  antes  lo  fue  de  menestrales 

honrados,  o  eso  dicen.  Claxoneo 

ahora  los  antiguos  atabales 

y  gritos  de  manolas  al  oteo. 

Se  llevaron  del  tiempo  vendavales 

las  poses  del  castizo,  y  del  majeo 

solo  quedan  pastiches  estivales 

de  esos  que  montan  los  Ayuntamientos. 
Hay  en  todo  muy  pocos  miramientos: 
en  la  hispida  penumbra  de  los  bares, 

mercaderes  con  chupa  y  con  ojeras 

ejecutan  sus  juegos  malabares 
mientras  pasa  la  muerte  sus  tijeras. 
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Agustin  Garcia  Calvo  (1926) 


He  was  born  in  Zamora  in  1926,  he  was  an  University  professor  of  Latin  Philology  in 
Seville  and  later  in  Madrid.  In  1965  he  was  expelled  from  his  chair  in  the  Complutensian 
University  with  other  university  professors.  As  a  result  he  went  into  exile  in  Paris  in  1969.  In 
1976,  after  his  return  to  Spain,  he  was  given  back  his  chair.  He  counts  with  a  widen 
production  of  songs  and  poems  among  which  stand  out  Songs  and  soliloquies  (Canciones  y 
soliloquios)(1976)  Of  the  train  (Del  tren)  (1976)  Book  of  spells  (Libro  de  conjuros)  (1979) 
Valorio  42  times  (Valorio  42  veces)(1986)  as  well  as  many  plays,  tests,  and  editions  critics 
and  rhythmical  versions  of  Greek  and  Latin  classic  authors. 
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Nacido  en  Zamora  en  1926,  fue  Catedratico  de  Filologia  Latina  en  Sevilla  y 
posteriormente  en  Madrid.  En  1965  fue  expulsado  de  su  catedra  en  la  Universidad 
Complutense  junto  con  otros  catedraticos  y  profesores.  A  raiz  de  este  hecho  se  exilio  en  Paris 
en  1969.  En  1976,  tras  su  regreso  a  Espana,  fue  repuesto  en  su  catedra.  Cuenta  con  una 
amplisima  produccion  de  canciones  y  poemas  de  los  que  destacamos  Canciones  y  soliloquios 
(1976)  Del  tren  (1976)  Libro  de  conjuros  (1979)  Valorio  42  veces  (1986)  asi  como  numerosas 
obras  de  teatro,  ensayos,  y  ediciones  criticas  y  versiones  ritmica  de  autores  clasicos  griegos  y 
latinos. 
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A  song  of 
"Songs  and  Soliloquies" 

When  you  see  the  banking  worker 

serious  and  dynamic 

Who  introduces  the  key  in  the  groove  of  his  car, 

while  he  speaks  with  an  important  client, 

and  with  a  firm  hand 

he  seizes  the  steering  wheel, 

you  will  see,  if  you  pay  attention  ,  in  the  glass 

the  face  of  one  who  knows. 

In  the  school,  at  the  break  time 

To  the  courtyard  pushing  each  other 

ifyou  see  some  one  called 

the  Capacobardes 

who  spits  the  foolish  in  the  ear 

of  the  class 

and  stares  awaiting 

the  other  to  set  off, 

ice  creams  of  glass  you  will  see  there 

the  eyes  of  the  one  who  knows. 

Or  if  you  see  through  the  muddy  window 

In  front  your  lover 

The  concubine  who,  already  skinny. 

Grasps  the  corpse 

of  his  love,  and  with  a  knife  says  "As  you  may  escape, 

I  swear  you,  right  here 

I  cut  my  throat" 

You  will  see  engraved  in  the  white  skin 

the  sign  of  the  one  who  knows. 

In  the  photo  of  the  head  of  state 

Which  fixes  the  instant 

in  which  he,  seated  in  front  of  a  decree 

of  death  of  someone, 

in  arduous  pain  the  pen 


Una  cancion 
de  "Canciones  y  soliloquios' 

Cuando  veas  al  hombre  de  banca 

dinamico  y  grave 

que  en  la  ranura  de  su  coche 

introduce  la  Have, 

mientras  habia  con  un  cliente 

importante, 

y  con  mano  segura 

agarra  el  volante, 

veras,  si  te  fijas,  en  el  cristal 

la  cara  del  que  sabe. 

En  la  escuela,  al  salir  de  recreo 

al  patio  empujandose, 

si  ves  a  uno  que  lo  llaman 

el  Capacobardes 

que  le  escupe  en  la  oreja  al  tonto 

de  la  clase 

y  se  planta  aguardando 

que  el  otro  se  arranque, 

helados  de  vidrio  veras  alii 

los  ojos  del  que  sabe. 

0  si  ves  por  la  turbia  ventana 

de  frente  a  su  amante 

a  la  querida  que,  ya  seca, 

se  aferra  al  cadaver 

de  su  amor,  y  a  cuchillo  dice 

«Como  escapes, 

telojuro,  aquimismo 

me  siego  el  gaznate», 

grabado  veras  en  la  blanca  piel 

el  signo  del  que  sabe. 
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of  gold  he  waves, 

when  he  signs  the  signature 

of  a  line  he  draws  it, 

drawn  in  his  front  you  can  see  it 

the  mark  of  the  one  who  knows. 

Or  if  not,  in  the  neon  of  the  mirror 


of  the  bar 'My  darling' 

if  you  see  the  pimp  who  says  to  his  blonde 

smoking  his  nose,  "That  no,  no  little  baby, 

that  your  father, 

and  be  careful  with  the  mascara, 

which  will  dry" 

settled  on  his  eyelids  you  will  see  her 

the  force  of  the  one  who. knows. 

And  if  you  appear,  at  last,  in  the  studio 

of  high  glasses 

where  the  brain  of  enterprise 

draws  the  plans 
of  the  future  road,  and  runs 

straight  the  pencil 

and  right  and  with  a  ruler 

erases  the  trees, 

guided  you  will  see  it  upright 

the  hand  of  the  one  who  knows. 

All  they  have  their  idea:  they  are 

they  the  kings  of  the  air. 

And  if  you  see  that,  when  all 

Are  imprisoned 

in  the  jail  of  the  verses  and  that  the  music 

already  puts  off, 

I  remain  looking  at  the  clouds 

In  the  distance 

Remind  me  and  tell  me:  "I  see  there 

the  face  of  the  one  who  knows". 

Translated  by:  dabne 
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En  la  foto  del  jefe  de  estado 

que  fija  el  istante 

en  que  el,  sentado  ante  un  decreto 

de  muerte  de  alguien, 

en  penoso  deber  la  pluma 

de  oro  blande, 

cuando  firme  la  firma 

de  un  trazo  la  trace, 

trazada  en  su  frente  la  puedes  ver 

la  marca  del  que  sabe. 

0  si  no,  en  el  neon  del  espejo 

del  bar  de 'My  darling' 
si  ves  al  chulo  que  a  su  rubia 

le  dice,  fumandole 

de  nariz,  «Que  nanay,  nenita, 

que  tu  padre, 

y  cuidao  con  el  rimel, 

que  no  se  te  empaste», 

posada  en  sus  parpados  la  veras 

la  fuerza  del  que  sabe. 

Y  si  asomas,  en  fin,  al  estudio 

de  altos  cristales 

donde  el  cerebro  de  la  empresa 

dibuja  los  planes 

de  la  ruta  futura,  y  corre 

recto  el  lapiz 

y  a  derecho  y  a  regia 

los  borra  los  arboles, 

guiada  veras  de  la  pura  ley 

la  mano  del  que  sabe. 

Todos  tienen  su  idea:  son  ellos 

los  reyes  del  aire. 
Y  si  tu  ves  que,  cuando  a  todos 

los  cierre  en  la  carcel 
de  los  versos  y  que  la  musica 
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ya  se  apague, 

yo  me  quedo  a  las  nubes 

mirando  distante, 

recuerdame  y  dime  «La  veo  ahi 

lacaradelquesabe». 
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The  ELBA  Project 


To  'EPYO  ELBA  ^       ==  [English] 

To  7ip6ypa|i|ia  Tr|(;  ELBA  (ELectronic  Book  for  Adults  -  HXsKxpoviKO  BipXio  yia 
Evr\kiKEq)  aTiOTsXsi  |iia  xpisxfi  sDpco7iaiKf|  s|i7isipia  tiod  o5f|yr|as  as  GDVspyaaia  opyavia|ioi3(; 
7ipospx6|isvoD(;  aTio  SiacpopsxiKsc;  SDpco7iaiKS(;  X(hpEq  (lajiavia,  EXXdSa,  IxaXia,  K-OTipo, 
AiGoDavia).  2s  aDxo  xo  x|if||ia  xod  r|XsKxpoviKoi3  PipXioi)  |ispiKoi  sxaipoi  xod  7ipoypd|i|iaxo(; 
0sXr|aav  va  SKCppdaoDV  xi  af||iaivs  yi'  aDxo'6(;  r|  S|i7isipia  spyaaia(;  yia  xr|v  DXo7ioir|ar|  xod 
7ipoypd|i|iaxo(;  ELBA  Kai  va  |ioipaaxow  xr|v  S|i7isipia  aDxf|  |is  xo  SDpi3  koivo. 

Fia  svav  aTio  zovq  sxaipoDc;  xo  7ip6ypa|i|ia  ELBA  aTioxsXsas  xr|v  7ip6xr|  xovq  5is9vf| 
aDvspyaaia.  S-oiicpcova  |is  xr|v  a7ioKxr|0siaa  S|i7isipia  xovq,  569r|Ks  |iia  |isydXr|  sDKaipia  xoao 
axovq  SK7iai5sDxs(;  oao  Kai  azovq  SK7iai5sD6|isvoD(;  xovq  va  PsXxi6aoDV  xk;  5s^i6xr|xs(;  xovq 
axr|v  ayyXiKTi  yX6aaa,  axiq  TsxvoXoyisc;  nXr|po(popiKf|(;  Kai  Etiikoivcovi^v  Kai  axr| 
Aoyoxsxvia.  E7iiar|(;  DTifjp^s  |iia  9aD|idaia  SDKaipia  va  aDvavxr|9ow  |is  av9p67ioD(;  ajio 
5ia(popsxiKS(;  SDpcoTiaiKsc;  X(hpEq,  va  yvcopiaoDV  xov  7ioXixia|i6  Kai  xk;  TiapaSoasK;  xovq  Kai 
va  |id9oDV  Tispiaaoxspa  yia  xr|v  SK7iai5sDor|  svr|XiKcov  oxr|v  EDp67ir|. 

'Eva(;  aXkoq  sxaipo(;  D7ioypa|i|ii^si  oxi  r|  aD|i|isxoxri  axo  7ip6ypa|i|ia  ELBA  xovq 
sScoas  xr|v  SDKaipia  va  s^spsDvfjaoDV  svav  xo|isa  axov  OTioio  5sv  sixav  s^aaKr|9si  |isxpi 
SKsivrj  xr|v  axiy|if|  (xr|  Aoyoxsxvia  Kai  xk;  xsxviks(;  \|/r|(pi07ioir|ar|(;),  s|i7iXoDxi^ovxa(;  Kax'  aDxo 
xov  xpoTio  xr|  7ipoa(psp6|isvr|  Kaxdpxiarj  xod  (popsa  Kai  S7iixps7iovxa(;  axo  TipoacoTiiKo  va 
a7ioKxf|asi  VEEq  siSiksdosk;  Kai  va  Ka9isp6asi  vssc;  axsasK;,  7ipoa(pspovxa(;  sxai  |iia  |isydXr| 
7ipoaxi9s|isvr|  a^ia  axov  opyavia|i6  Kai  axr|v  xsXoi07ioir|ar|  xcov  5paaxr|pioxf|xcov  xod.  ADxd  xa 
9sxiKd  a7ioxsXsa|iaxa  aiyoDpa  9a  S7ir|psdaoDV  xa  |isXXovxiKd  axsSia  Kai  7ipoypd|i|iaxa. 

EtiitiXsov,  yia  svav  yDvaiKsio  |ir|-Ksp5oaK07iiK6  opyavia|i6,  sxaipo  xod  7ipoypd|i|iaxo(;, 
xo  7ip6ypa|i|ia  ajioxsXsas  |iia  7ipay|iaxiKf|,  7ioXDxi|ir|  Kai  a^ioXoyrj  «sK|ia9r|aiaKf|  s|i7isipia». 
Dxi  |i6vo  xo  TipoacoTiiKo  tiod  aaxoXf|9r|Ks  avsTixD^s  xk;  5s^i6xr|xs(;  xod  axsxiKd  |is  xovq 
SDpco7iaiKOD(;  7ioXixia|ioD(;  Kai  xk;  xsxvoXoyis(;  xrjc;  7iXr|po(popia(;  Kai  xr[q  S7iiKoivcovia(;  aXka  Kai 
01  SK7iai5sD6|isvoi  tiod  aD|i|isxsixav  axic;  aDvavxf|asi(;  Kai  axic;  KaxapxiasK;  aTiOKxrjaav  |iia 
KaXDxsprj  yv6ar|  xr[q  ayyXiKX\q  yXcdoaaq  Kai  sixav  xr|v  SDvaxoxrjxa  va  |ioipaaxoDV  xodc; 
5ia(popsxiKOD(;  7ioXixia|ioD(;,  xic;  a^isc;  Kai  xic;  S|i7isipis(;  |iia(;  5is9vod(;  aDvspyaaia(;.  'Eva  aXko 
ariiiavxiKO  axoixsio  aTioxsXsi  r|  aDVspyaxiKoxrjxa:  r|  GDVspyaaia  axo  7ip6ypa|i|ia  ELBA 
aD^f|9r|Ks  xP^^o  M^^  ^^  XP^^^  avaTixDaaovxac;  0|ia5iK6xr|xa  Kai  aDvspyaxiKS(;  Ss^ioxrjxsc;, 
avoxTj  Kai  asPaa|i6  axa  TipoacoTia  Kai  xk;  7ioXixiaxiKS(;  SiacpopoTioifjasK;.  H  xsXiKf| 
avxavdK^aari  (j)q  npoq  xa  TioXixiaxiKd  ^r|xf||iaxa  Tipospxsxai  aTio  sva  xsxapxo  sxaipo  otiod  r| 


% 


^ 


ELBA  -  Erectronic  Book  for  Adurts  629 


0|id5a  TOD  sixs  Tr|v  SDKaipia  va  aD|i|iSTdaxs^  ^t^^I  5is9vf|  aDvspyaaia  tod  7ipoypd|i|iaTO(; 
ELBA  5oDA.SDOVTa(;  yia  svav  koivo  gtoxo.  H  spyaaia  as  0|id5s(;  ajiaiTsi  TioXXfj  opydvcoar|  Kai 
siSiKd  OTav  aDTS(;  5sv  TipospxovTai  aTio  to  i5io  TioXiTiaTiKo  D7i6Pa9po  Kai  5sv  |iiXodv  ttjv  iSia 
yX6aaa.  Adto  tiod  tistdxs  to  7ip6ypa|i|ia  ELBA  f|Tav  oti  KaTdcpsps  va  SGTidasi  axa  Koivd 
XapaKTTipioTiKd  tiod  TiapoDoid^oDV  o^ioi  01  dv9pco7ioi  Kai  va  acpfjosi  oTr|v  dKpr|  tk;  s9viks(;  Kai 
7ioXiTiaTiKS(;  5ia(pops(;  |ia(;. 

Apxias  svav  5ia7ioXiTia|iiK6  SidXoyo  Kai  oXoi  [lac;  |id9a|is  noXka  o  svac;  aTio  tov  aXko 
typvxac,  KaTd  vod  oti  7ipospx6|iaaTS  ajio  to  Poppd,  to  voto  Kai  ttjv  avaToXfj  ttjc;  EDp67ir|(;.  Ta 
Xoyia  x\\q  «'Evcoar|(;  E7iiaTr||i6vcov  nXr|po(popiKfi(;  BoicoTiac;)),  tod  STaipoD  ajio  EXXdSa  sivai 
ar||iavTiKd  Kai  a^i^si  va  ava(psp9oDV  gto  ar||isio  aDTo: 

«To  iSio  TO  7ip6ypa|i|ia  STiiTDyxdvsi  tod(;  gtoxodc;  tod  Kai  si|iaaTS  oXoi  sdtdxsic;  Kai 
D7ispf|(pavoi  S7isi5f|  aD|iPdXa|is  yia  aDTf|v  ttjv  SKPaar|.  Iho  ar||iavTiK6  6|ico(;  ajio  ttjv  s^sXi^tj 
TOD  7ipoypd|i|iaTO(;  sivai  r|  SiaSiKaaia  tiod  aKoXoD9f|9r|Ks  KaTd  ttj  SidpKsia  tcov  Tpi6v  st6v 
xr[q  aDvspyaaiac;.  Oi  GDvavTrjasK;  spyaaia(;  Ka96(;  Kai  oi  7ioXiTiaTiKS(;  SK5r|X6asi(;  tiod 
GDVDTifjp^av  TipoGCpspav  GTa  |isXr|  TOD  7ipoypd|i|iaTO(;  ELBA  ttjv  SDKaipia  va  aDa7isipco9oDV 
Kai  va  yivoDV  tiio  aD|i7iaysi(;  ajisvavTi  (3xo\)q  koivodc;  |ia(;  (3x6yo\)q,  Ta  aDvaia9f||iaTa  tiod 
oXoi  GTTiv  0|id5a  |ia(;  |ioipaaTf|Ka|is  STisKTSivovTai  Tispa  ajio  ttjv  iKavo7ioir|ar|  xr[C^  S7iitdxod(; 
SKPaar|(;  tod  7ipoypd|i|iaTO(;  Kai  aTr|  x^^po^  ^^^  5r||iioDpyia(;  (piXiac;  |isaa  aTio  ttj  aD|i7ipa^r|  tod 
7ipoypd|i|iaTO(;  ELBA.  OiXoi  Kai  aDvspydTS(;  |is  todc;  otioiodc;  |ioipa^6|iaaTS  Ta  iSia 
oDvaio9fi|iaTa  x\\q  |iSTaTpo7if|(;  iiiac;  aDvspyaaia(;  os  |iia  5ia7roXiTio|iiKf|  (piXia». 

[Index] 


L^esperienza  del  progetto  ELBA      I  I 


[English] 


II  progetto  ELBA  (Libro  Elettronico  per  gli  Adulti)  e  un'esperienza  europea  di  tre  anni 
che  ha  riunito  numerose  istituzioni  provenienti  da  diversi  paesi  Europei.  (Spagna,  Grecia, 
ItaUa,  Cipro,  Lituania).  Nella  presente  sezione  del  libro  elettronico  i  partners  del  progetto 
hanno  espresso  cio  che  lavorare  nel  progetto  ELBA  ha  significato  per  loro  e  hanno  voluto 
condividere  questa  esperienza  con  i  lettori. 

Per  uno  dei  partners,  il  progetto  rappresenta  la  prima  esperienza  internazionale  di 
partecipazione  ad  una  partnership  di  apprendimento  . 

L'  esperienza,  quindi,  ha  rappresentato  una  grande  opportunita  per  insegnanti  e 
studenti  su  alcuni  versanti  quali  il  miglioramento  della  conoscenza  e  dell'utilizzo  della  lingua 
inglese,  la  conoscenza  delle  ICT  e  1' apprendimento  di  nuove  competenze  letterarie.  II  partner 
afferma  inoltre  che  il  progetto  ha  rappresentato  anche  una  grande  opportunita  per  incontrare 
persone  provenienti  da  paesi  europei  differenti,  per  conoscere  la  loro  cultura  e  tradizioni  ed 
imparare  a  conoscere  meglio  I'ambito  dell'educazione  e  della  formazione  degli  adulti  in 
Europa. 
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Un'  altra  organizzazione  sottolinea  come  la  partecipazione  al  progetto  ELBA  abbia 
offerto  ropportunita  di  esplorare  un  settore  non  molto  praticato  fmo  ad  allora  (la  letteratura  e 
le  tecnologie  di  digitalizzazione),  arricchendo  in  questo  modo  la  sua  varieta  di  offerta 
formativa  e  offrendo  al  personale  Topportunita  di  acquisire  nuove  competenze  e  di  costruire 
nuove  relazioni.  Tutto  cio,  si  afferma,  e  stato  di  grande  valore  aggiunto  e  ha  migliorato 
"reccellenza"  delle  attivita;  tali  risultati  ottenuti  influenzeranno  quindi  positivamente  e 
sicuramente  i  piani  ed  i  progetti  futuri  dell'istituzione  partner. 

Inoltre,  per  un'associazione  femminile  no-profit,  partner  del  progetto,  questa  e  stata 
un'esperienza  di  apprendimento  di  valore,  reale  e  preziosa.  Non  solo  ogni  membro  dello  staff 
coinvolto  ha  sviluppato  le  proprie  competenze  in  relazione  alia  cultura  europea  e  alle  ICT,  ma 
anche  gli  studenti  che  hanno  partecipato  agli  incontri  e  ai  corsi  di  formazione,  hanno  acquisito 
una  migliore  conoscenza  della  lingua  inglese  e  hanno  avuto  I'occasione  di  condividere  culture 
diverse,  valori  ed  esperienze  internazionali.  Un  altro  importante  aspetto  legato  alia  partnership 
e  il  seguente:  il  gruppo  ELBA  ha  avuto  I'occasione  di  crescere  anno  dopo  anno,  sviluppando 
competenze  collaborative  di  gruppo,  toUeranza  e  rispetto  delle  differenze  culturali  ed 
individuali.  La  riflessione  finale  legata  ad  elementi  culturali  arriva  da  una  quarta  istituzione:  il 
suo  team  ha  avuto  I'opportunita  di  partecipare  ad  un  progetto  di  cooperazione  internazionale  e 
di  lavorare  per  uno  scopo  comune.  Lavorare  in  gruppo  richiede  molta  organizzazione 
specialmente  quando  questo  gruppo  non  condivide  la  stessa  cultura  e  lo  stesso  linguaggio.  Cio 
che  il  progetto  ELBA  ha  ottenuto  e  stato  il  focalizzarsi  sulle  caratteristiche  comuni  possedute 
da  tutta  I'umanita  e  dimenticarsi  le  differenze  culturali  e  nazionali.  Un  dialogo  interculturale  e 
iniziato  e  tutto  il  partenariato  ha  imparato  molto  da  ciascuno,  pur  considerando  che  i  partners 
provenivamo  dai  4  angoli  d'  Europa. 

Le  parole  degli  esperti  delle  Tecnologie  dell'informazione  e  della  comunicazione  della 
provincia  di  Viotia,  che  hanno  preso  parte  al  progetto  "  sono  significative  e  valevoli  di  essere 
qui  sotto  citate: 

"II  progetto  sta  raggiungendo  i  suoi  obiettivi  e  siamo  tutti  felici  ed  orgogliosi  perche 
abbiamo  contribuito  a  questo  risultato.  Piu  importante  dei  risultati  del  progetto  sono  stati  pero 
tutti  i  processi  che  hanno  avuto  luogo  durante  i  tre  anni  di  cooperazione.  I  nostri  incontri  cosi 
come  i  nostri  eventi  culturali  che  si  sono  realizzati  durante  gli  incontri  di  lavoro,  hanno 
offerto  alio  staff  dei  partners  del  progetto  ELBA  I'opportunita  di  diventare  sempre  piu  uniti  e 
concreti  verso  la  realizzazione  degli  obiettivi.  I  sentimenti  che  noi  tutti  nel  nostro  team 
condividiamo,  si  riferiscono  non  solo  alia  soddisfazione  per  aver  completato  con  successo  un 
progetto,  ma  soprattutto  alia  gioia  di  aver  costruito  una  grande  amicizia  all'interno  della 
partnership  ELBA.  Amici  e  partners  con  i  quali  condividiamo  gli  stessi  sentimenti  per  aver 
promosso  una  co-operazione  che  si  e  trasformata  progressivamente  in  un' amicizia 
interculturale". 

[Index] 
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ELBA  Projekto  Patirtis        ^M  [English] 

ELBA  projektas  (Elektronine  knyga  suaugusiems)  -  tai  trijn  metii  veikla,  sujungusi 
organizacijas  is  [vairin  Europos  saliii  (Ispanijos,  Graikijos,  Italijos,  Kipro,  Lietuvos).  Sioje 
elektronines  knygos  skyriuje  projekto  partneriai  noretn  pasidalinti  savo  patirtimi  bei 
[spudziais. 

Partneriams  is  vienos  projekte  dalyvavusin  saliii  ELBA  buvo  pirmasis  tarptautines 
partnerystes  zingsnis.  J\i  nuomone,  tai  buvo  puiki  patirtis:  mokytojai  ir  mokiniai  tobulino 
angln  kalbos,  darbo  kompiuteriu  igudzius,  plete  kulturin[  dialog^.  Be  to,  tai  buvo  puiki 
galimybe  pazinti  [vairiij  Europos  saliij  kultur^  tradicijas,  zmones,  suzinoti  apie  suaugusiiyij. 
svietimo  organizavim^  skirtingose  Europos  vietose. 

Kitos  salies  atstovai  pabreze,  kad  dalyvavimas  ELBA  projekte  paskatino  juos  daugiau 
suzinoti  apie  elektroninin  knygn  kurim^  bei  naudojimosi  jomis  galimybes.  Si  veikla  padejo 
[gyti  naujii  kompetencijn  ir  uzmegzti  savitarpio  santykius.  Visa  veikla  paskatino  ir  toliau 
dirbti  bei  dalyvauti  kituose  projektuose. 

Trecia  projekto  partnere,  nepelno  siekianti  moterij  asociacija,  dalyvaudama  projekte 
igijo  vertingos  patirties,  kadangi  igudzius,  susijusius  su  projektine  veikla,  tobulino  ne  tik 
personalas,  bet  ir  mokiniai,  kurie  aktyviai  dalyvavo  tiek  susitikimuose,  tiek  mokymuose.  Tuo 
budu  visiems  buvo  suteikta  galimybe  susipazinti  su  [vairin  saliii  kultura,  vertybemis,  [gyti 
patirties. 

Svarbu  pamineti  tai,  kad  per  tris  metus  ELBOS  dalyviai  pazino  vieni  kitus,  ismoko 
bendradarbiauti,  gerbti  ir  toleruoti  kitus  zmones  bei  [vairin  kulturn  skirtumus.  Dar  vienos 
institucijos  atstovai  dziaugesi  galimybe  dalyvauti  tarptautiniame  projekte  bei  kartu  su  kitais 
partneriais  siekti  bendro  tikslo.  Darbas  grupese,  kurias  skyre  ne  tik  kalba,  bet  ir  kultura, 
reikalavo  kantrybes  ir  organizacinin  gebejim^.  Salys  partneres  buvo  is  skirtings  Europos 
vietn:  pietn,  rytn  -  tad  visi  dalyviai,  pamirs?  kulturinius  skirtumus,  turejo  puiki^  galimyb? 
glaudziai  bendrauti  bei  bendradarbiauti. 

Dalyviii  is  "Viotia  informaciniii  technologijii  specialist^  s^ungos"  nuomone  tik  dar 
kart^  patvirtino  anksciau  issakytas  mintis:  „Projekto  tikslai  buvo  [gyvendinti,  tad  esame 
laimingi  ir  didziuojames  prie  to  prisidej?.  Pati  projekto  veikla  bei  bendradarbiavimas  buvo  ne 
maziau  svarbus  nei  jo  rezultatai.  Kulturiniai  renginiai  projekto  dalyviij  susitikim^  metu 
suteike  ELBOS  parteriams  galimyb?  pajusti  vienyb?  bei  skatino  dar  intensyviau  siekti 
uzsibreztii  tikslij.  Smagu,  kad  ne  tik  sekmingai  pasiekeme  fmis^  bet  susiradome  draugn  bei 
partneriij,  kuriuos  dabar  jungia  siekiai  bendradarbiauti  bei  stiprinti  tarpkulturin[  vientisum^." 


[Index] 
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El  Proyecto  ELBA        j^  [English] 

El  proyecto  ELBA  (  Libro  electronico  para  Adultos)  es  una  experiencia  a  nivel 
europeo  de  tres  anos  de  duracion  que  reunio  a  varias  instituciones  de  Espana,  Grecia,  Italia, 
Chipre  y  Lituania.  En  esta  seccion  del  libro  electronico  los  socios  participantes  del  proyecto 
manifiestan  lo  que  para  ellos  significo  trabajar  en  el  proyecto  Elba  y  hacerlo  conocer  del  gran 
publico. 

Para  uno  de  los  socios  participantes  del  proyecto  Elba  este  era  su  primera 
participacion  en  un  consorcio  a  nivel  internacional.  Desde  el  punto  de  vista  de  la  experiencia 
esta  era  una  gran  oportunidad  tanto  para  profesores  como  para  estudiantes  de  mejorar  su  nivel 
en  ingles,  nuevas  tecnologias  TIC  y  habilidades  literarias.  Tambien  constituyo  una  gran  suerte 
poder  entrar  en  contacto  con  otras  gentes  provenientes  de  distintos  paises  europeos,  conocer 
sus  culturas  y  tradiciones  y  avanzar  en  el  conocimiento  de  la  educacion  de  adultos  en  Europa. 

Otro  socio  subraya  que  la  participacion  en  el  proyecto  Elba  les  dio  la  oportunidad  de 
explorar  un  nuevo  campo  hasta  ese  momento  poco  explorado  como  la  literatura  y  las  tecnicas 
de  digitalizacion,  ampliando  de  esta  manera  el  abanico  de  la  oferta  en  formacion  y 
permitiendo  a  su  personal  la  adquisicion  de  nuevas  competencias  y  contactos  relacionales. 
Esto  proporciono  un  gran  valor  anadido  mejorando  la  excelencia  en  las  actividades,  cuyos 
resultados  alcanzados  de  seguro  conseguiran  influir  en  los  planes  y  proyectos  del  futuro. 

Aun  mas,  para  una  asociacion  de  mujeres,  socio  del  proyecto,  Elba  ha  sido  una 
experiencia  de  aprendizaje  real  ,  valiosa  y  preciada.  No  solo  desarrollaron  sus  destrezas  los 
miembros  directamente  involucrados  en  el  proyecto  en  relacion  con  la  cultura  europea  y  las 
TIC,  sino,  tambien  los  estudiantes  que  participaron  en  las  reuniones  y  en  los  cursos  de 
formacion,  quienes  adquirieron  un  conocimiento  mas  profundo  de  la  lengua  inglesa  y  tuvieron 
la  oportunidad  de  compartir  distintas  culturas,  valores  y  las  experiencias  internacionales 
derivadas. 

Otra  factor  importante  esta  relacionado  con  el  consorcio:  El  consorcio  Elba  tuvo  la 
oportunidad  de  crecer  ano  tras  ano  desarrollando  habilidades  cooperativas  de  equipo,  y 
tolerancia  y  respeto  a  las  diferencias  individuales  y  culturales. 

La  reflexion  final  sobre  asuntos  culturales  proviene  de  un  cuarto  asociado:  su  equipo 
tuvo  la  oportunidad  de  participar  en  un  proyecto  de  cooperacion  internacional  y  trabajar  por 
un  objetivo  comun.  Trabajar  en  equipo  exige  mucha  organizacion  sobretodo  cuando  los 
grupos  provienen  de  diferentes  culturas  y  no  comparten  la  misma  lengua. 
El  logro  del  proyecto  Elba  fue  centrarse  en  las  caracteristicas  comunes  que  tienen  todos  los 
seres  humanos  y  olvidar  asi  las  diferencias  culturales  y  nacionales  propias.  Se  comenzo  un 
dialogo  internacional  y  todos  aprendimos  el  uno  del  otro  sin  olvidar  que  proveniamos  del 
norte,  del  sur  y  del  este  de  Europa. 

Las  palabras  de  Union  of  Information  Technology  Scientists  of  Viotia,  socio  del 
proyecto,  son  muy  significativas  y  merecen  ser  reproducidas  aqui: 
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"El  proyecto  en  si  mismo  esta  alcanzando  sus  objetivos  y  estamos  muy  contentos  y 
orgullosos  porque  hemos  contribuido  a  este  resultado.  Mas  importante  que  el  propio  resultado 
del  proyecto  ha  sido  el  conjunto  de  procedimientos  que  tuvieron  lugar  durante  los  tres  anos  de 
trabajo  cooperativo.  Tanto  las  reuniones  de  proyecto  como  las  actividades  paralelas  a  aquellas 
ofrecieron  a  nuestro  equipo  de  Elba  la  oportunidad  de  unirnos  y  ser  concretos  en  los  objetivos. 
El  sentimiento  que  todos  en  nuestro  equipo  compartimos  esta  no  solo  en  la  satisfaccion  de 
acabar  con  exito  un  proyecto,  sino  especialmente  en  la  alegria  de  haber  hecho  amigos  en  el 
consorcio.  Amigos  y  socios  con  los  que  igualmente  compartimos  el  mismo  sentimiento  de 
haber  impulsado  la  co-operacion  para  una  amistad  intercultural". 

[Index] 
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Prologue 


npOAoyOq  «f       d^  [English] 

Avf|KOD|is  a'  svav  K6a|io  otiod  ar||iavTiK8(;  aXXajsq  axov  xpoTio  STiiKoivcoviac;  Kai  xcov 
lisacov  7iapaycoyf|(;  Xa|iPdvoDV  x^P^-  TpoTioi  Kai  |isaa  axsvd  aDv5s5s|isva  sviaxi3oDV  xr|v 
aTiOKaXo-oiievri  Koivcovia  xr|(;  rv6ar|(;. 

2s  6Xr|  xr|v  laxopia  xod  av9p67iivoD  ysvoD(;  DTis-oGDva  |isaa  yia  xr|  aDaa6pSDar|  Kai  xr| 
|isxd5oar|  aDxf|(;  xr|(;  yv6ar|(;  DTifjp^av  xa  PipXia,  oi  PipXio9f|KS(;  Kai  xa  SKdaxoxs  SKTiaiSsDxiKd 
aDaxf||iaxa.  2f||ispa,  axoixsia  K^siSid  oncDq  oi  PipXio9f|KS(;  Kai  xo  axoXsio  Dcpiaxavxai  |iia 
Pa9id  |isxa|i6p(pcoar|  tiod  avxavaK^d  a(psv6(;  VEOvq  xpoTiODc;  GDyypacpfjc;,  56|ir|ar|(;  Kai 
opydvcoar|(;  Evoq  vsod  siSodc;  PipXio0r|K6v  Kai  acpsxspoi)  xr|v  avdyKr|  sK7iai5sDxiK6v  Kai 
7iai5aycoyiK6v  |is965cov  Tipoc;  |iia  SiaSiKaaia  5ia  ptoi)  |id9r|ar|(;.  EtiitiXsov,  xo  si5o(;  xr|(; 
^r|xo'6|isvr|(;  spyaaia(;  axr|v  S7ispx6|isvr|  Koivcovia  xr|(;  rv6ar|(;  aTiaixsi  oXosva  Kai 
Tispiaaoxspri  7iXr|po(popia  Ka96(;  Kai  |iia  noXv  5Dva|iiKf|  yv6ar|  tiod  aKoXoD9si  xr|v  xaxDxrjxa 
xcov  Kaip6v. 

2s  aDxo  xo  ysviKo  TiXaiaio  9sXf|aa|is  va  aDvsia(pspoD|is  |is  xr|v  TiapoDaa  spyaaia  axr|v 
SiaSiKaaia  si3psar|(;  vscov  xpoTicov  spyaaiaq  Kai  opydvcoaf|(;  xr|(;  (aDVxovia|isva  Kai 
Kaxavs|ir||isva)  KaQcbq  Kai  axr|  |isXsxr|  7isipa|iaxiK6v  vscov  |is9o5oXoyi6v  tiod  acpopoDV  xic; 
skSoosk;,  |isaco  xsxvik6v  iKavoxfjxcov  xcov  oDXpovcov  vscov  aTiaixfjoscov. 

Opyav6vovxa(;  xr|  SoD^sid  |ia(;  aDvsi5r|xo7ioif|aa|is  oxi  aDvspya^6|iaaxs  Kai  axr|v 
TioXixiaxiKTi  svo7ioir|ar|  xcov  xcop6v  tiod  sXaPav  |ispo(;  axo  spyo  (Kai  xrjc;  EDp67ir|(;  ysviKoxspa) 
|isaa  aTio  sva  Tipoiov  xo  7ispisxo|isvo  xod  OTioioD  7ispiXa|iPdvsi  xr|v  xsxvr|  xr|(;  noir|ar|(;,  tiod 
aTioxs^isi  |iia  aTio  xk;  tiio  SDaia9r|xs(;  SK5r|X6asi(;  Evoq  7ioXixia|ioD. 

'Exai  avxXf|aa|is  |iia  EDpcoTiaiKfj  SD^Xoyfj  noirjarjc;  Kai  Tsxvr|(;  aTio  xov  19^  sco(;  Kai  xa 
|isaa  XOD  20^^  ai6va  xcov  xcop6v  tiod  aD|i|isxsixav  axr|v  avdTixD^rj  xod  spyoD.  SsKivfjaaiis  xr| 
SoD^sid  |ia(;  avxX6vxa(;  xo  Tispisxo|isvo  Kai  xr|  5o|if|  xod  rjXsKxpoviKOD  PipXioD. 

ODGiKd  aDxo  |ia(;  o5f|yr|as  TipcoxapxiKd  as  |iia  |isXsxr|  xr|(;  Aoyoxsxviac;,  xod 
no}iixia|iOD  Kai  xr|(;  laxopiac;  tiod  TiXaiaicoaav  xr|v  TiapaTidvco  XP^^^^^^^  TispioSo. 
2D|i(pcovf|aa|is  oxi  r|  llvXkoyr\  9a  Tispisixs  aTio  sva  Tioir||ia  TispiTioD  Tisvfjvxa  Tioir|x6v  aTio  Kd9s 
aD|i|isxsxoDaa  x^^^po^- 

MsXsxf|aa|is  xa  TioXixiaxiKd  Kai  laxopiKd  TiXaiaia  Ka96(;  Kai  xk;  avxiaxoixs(; 
o|ioi6xr|xs(;  iisxa^D  xcov  x^^P^i^v  Kai  sixa|is  xr|v  SDKaipia  va  5iaTiiax6aoD|is  oxi  r|  svoTioirjarj 
xr|(;  EDp6Tir|(;  9a  STipsTis  va  TispiXa|iPdvsi  xr|v  avdTixD^rj  iiiac;  a|ioiPaia(;  jv(bar[q  tiod  9a 
STiavaTipoaSiopi^s  xr|v  Tipoasyyiarj  |isxa^D  xcov  TioXixia|i6v. 
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A7iOTsXsa|ia  ttjc;  TiapaTidvco  spyaaiac;  D7if|p^s  |iia  avXkoyr\  Tispiaaoxspcov  aTio  250 
7ioir||idTC0v  aTio  aDyypa(psi(;  xcov  tisvts  xcDpchv  Kai  ypa|i|isvcov  as  xsaaspK;  5ia(popsTiKS(; 
yXcdoasq.  npoKsi|isvoD  va  a7iOKTf|aoD|is  sva  o|ioysvs(;  Tipoiov,  SsxOrjKaiis  Tr|v  AyyXiKf|  a)q 
Koivf|  yX(haaa  S7iiKoivcovia(;  sv6  KpaTf|aa|is  Kai  tk;  S7ii|ispoD(;  yX(baaEq  yia  va  avaSsixOsi  r| 
SiacpopsTiKoxriTa  |isaa  axo  avvoXo.  Y7if|p^s  aTiapaixriTO,  S7io|isvco(;,  va  Ppoi3|is  DTidpxoDasc; 
lisxacppdasK;  xcov  7ioir||idxcov  Kai  axr|v  7ispi7ixcoar|  tiod  5sv  Pps9r|Kav  [isxacppdasK;,  va 
7ipoxcopf|aoD|is  01  iSioi  as  [isxacppdasK;  7ioir||idxcov,  |is  a7ioxsXsa|ia  sva  TioX-oyXcoaaiKo 
Tipoiov. 

H  TiapaTidvco  spyaaia  as  stiitisSo  5iaw6r|ar|(;  0scopoi3|is  oxi  DTifjp^s  aTiapaixr|xr|  Tipiv 
^SKivf|aoD|is  OTioia5f|Tioxs  xsxviKf|  Sispyaaia  KaGoaov  |idXiaxa  r|  |isXsxr|  Kai  r|  Kaxav6r|ar|  xod 
aKOTio-o  TiOD  xo  spyo  f|9sXs  va  STiixsXsasi  Kpi9r|KS  oxi  svspyoTioirjas  Kai  siiTiXo-oxias  xr|v  xsXiKf| 
SiaSiKaaia  |iop(pOTioir|ar|(;  xod  spyoi). 

To  dXiko  Kai  01  xsxviKsc;  tiod  xP'n^^M^^^^^'nQ'ni^^^  aDVSiacpspoDV  axr|v  Koivcoviac;  xrjc; 
rv6ar|(;  Ka96(;  TipodyoDV  xr|  5r||iioDpyia  TioXixia|iOD  ,  xr|v  sdkoXti  SidxDarj  xr|(;  yv6ar|(;  Kai  xr|v 
s(pap|ioyf|  xcov  xsxvik6v  as  SiaSiKaaisc;  Tiapaycoyfi(;  dXik6v  aya96v. 

Msxpi  aDxo  xo  ar||isio,  STiiKsvxp6aa|is  xr|  SoD^sid  |ia(;  axov  Ka9opia|i6  xr|(; 
DXoTioir|ar|(;  xod  rjXsKxpoviKOD  PipXioD,  5r|Xa5f|  xod  aTixoD  xsXikod  Tipoi6vxo(;  tiod  9sXa|is, 
jEjovoq  TIOD  apxiKd  |ia(;  o5f|yr|as  axr|  |isXsxr|  xrjc;  cpDarjc;  Kai  5o|if|(;  PipXicov  aDxoD  xod  xdtiod 
Kai  axr|  aDVSxsia  axrjv  SK|id9r|ar|  xsxvik6v  \|/r|(piOTioir|ar|(;  aTiapaixr|xcov  TipoKsi|isvoD  va 
TispdaoD|is  aTio  xo  dXiko  axo  xo^P^^i^  ^t^^I  vsa  r|XsKxpoviKf|  sK5oar|  xod  Kai  va  KaxaXf|^OD|is  axa 
Tiio  KaxdXXrjXa  |isaa  yia  xr|v  TispiTixcoafi  |ia(;. 

Oi  TiapaTidvco  spyaais(;  5iavs|if|9r|Kav  axa  aD|i|isxsxovxa  |isXr|  xrjc;  oiidSac;  xod  spyoD 
Xpr|ai|iOTioi6vxa(;  DTioXoyiaxiKd  |isaa  STiiKoivcoviac;  |isxa^D  aDx6v.  Oi  [laQryiEq  xcov 
s|itiXsk6|isvcov  ivaxixoDxcov  SK|id9r|ar|(;  aaxoXf|9r|Kav  |is  xr|v  SK|id9r|ar|  xsxvik6v 
\|/r|(piOTioir|ar|(;  Ka96(;  Kai  |is  xr|  |isXsxr|  xrjc;  (pDar|(;  Kai  xr|(;  5o|if|(;  xcov  \|/r|(piaK6v  PipXicov.  Ms 
xov  xpoTio  aDxo  Tipoxcopf|aa|is  aDvsia(pspovxa(;  axr|  SiaSiKaaia  xr|(;  5ia  ptoD  STiaysX|iaxiKfi(; 
Kaxdpxiarjc;  |is  sva  9s|ia  Paai^6|isvo  axic;  vssc;  xsxvoXoyis(;  tiod  stiitiXsov  aDVSiacpspsi 
ar||iavxiKd  axr|  SiaSiKaaia  xcov  \|/r|(piaK6v  SKSoascov. 

Eivai  ysyov6(;  na^q  axo  d|isao  |isX}iov  xo  |isya}iDxspo  Tioaoaxo  TiXrjpocpopiac;  9a 
SiaKivsixai  \|/r|(piaKd.  Exai  9scopoD|is  oxi  r|  Kaxdpxiar|  as  xExoisq  xsxviks(;  9a  aTioxsXsasi  xov 
aKpoycoviaio  Xi9o  axrjv  SK|id9r|ar|  Kai  dXXcov  xsxvik6v  tiod  TispiXa|iPdvoDV  xr|v  KaxaaKSDf| 
"r|A.sKxpoviK6v  ksi|isvcov"  |is  xP^^'H  sikovcov,  ryiov,  ptvxso  Kai  dXXcov  SiaSpaaxiK6v 
spyaA^sicov  Kai  tiod  9a  SisdkoXdvodv  xtjv  SiaSiKaaia  xrjc;  sKTiaiSsDar|(;. 

E^aXkov,  01  r|XsKxpoviKS(;  |is9oSoi  aDyypacpfjc;  Kai  SKSoascov,  apKsxd  SiacpopsxiKsc; 
aTio  xk;  |ir|xaviKS(;  xsxviksc;  xod  roDxs|iPspyiOD  axo  TiapsX96v,  xP^n^^M^^^^^^^^  DTioXoyiaxiKd 
aDaxf||iaxa  tiod  TipoacpspoDV  \|/r|(piaKS(;  SKSoasic;  aTiXoDaxsps(;,  tiio  sdkoXsc;  axr|  Sr||iioDpyia 
Kai  aDvxf|pr|af|  xovq  Kai  tioXd  tiio  oikovo|iiks(;  aTio  xk;  avxiaxoixs(;  xcov  TiaXi6v  xsxvoXoyi6v. 
Eivai  tioXd  sdkoXo  tiXsov  va  syKaxaaxfjasi  Kavsic;  [lovdSsc;  Tiapaycoyfjc;  \|/r|(piaK6v  SKSoascov 
D\|/r|Xfi(;  Tioi6xr|xa(;  aK6|ir|  Kai  axo  aTiixi. 
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EtiitiXsov,  r|  7ipo60r|ar|  xcov  \|/r|(piaK6v  skSogscov,  oxi  |i6vo  yia  xa  Kaivoijpia  aXka  Kai 
yia  xa  DTidpxovxa  axiq  PipXio0f|KS(;  Ksi|isva  Kai  r|  opydvcoaf|  xod(;  as  \|/r|(piaKS(;  PipXio9f|KS(; 
KaGiaxd  tiio  sijkoXti  xr|v  SiaSiKaaia  si3psar|(;  Kai  avdyvcoar|(;  PipXicov  Kai  tiio  Tipoaixfj  xr|v 
TipoaPaarj  axov  7iayK6a|iio  7ioXixia|i6. 

OXoKXr|p6aa|is  r|  SoD^sid  |ia(;  |is  xr|v  SK5oar|  Evoq  riXsKxpoviKo-o  PipXioi)  tiod 
xixXocpopsixai  "  KoivcoviKf|  EDpcoTiaiKfj  SD^Xoyfj  noir|ar|(;  Kai  Tsxvr|(;  (1800-1950)".  Oi 
spyaaisc;  xod  xsXsDxaioD  axaSioi)  7ispiXd|iPavav  PaaiKd  xo  axs5iaa|i6  xrjc;  5o|if|(;  Kai  xr|(; 
(pDaiKfjc;  DXo7ioir|ar|(;  xod  r|XsKxpoviKoi3  PipXioD. 

O  Ka9opia|i6(;  xr|(;  5o|if|(;  7ispiXd|iPavs  xov  xcopia|i6  xod  dXikod  as  tisvxs  KS(pdXaia(sva 
yia  KdOs  x^P^)-  KdOs  KscpdXaio  aTioxsXsixai  aTio  sva  siaaycoyiKo  [ispoc;  axo  otioio 
TiapaxiOsxai  xo  laxopiKO-KoivcoviKO  TiXaiaio  Tr[q  stioxtj^;  yia  KdOs  x^P^?  M^^^  Xiaxa  |is  xodc; 
7ioir|xs(;-KaA.A.ixsxvs(;  xr|(;  sv6  yia  KdOs  7ioir|xf|  xr|(;  Xiaxaq  TiapaxiOsxai  |iia  aDvxo|ir|  Pioypacpia 
XOD  aKoXoDOoD|isvr|  aTio  xa  7ioif||iaxa  xod  7ioir|xf|.  KdOs  7ioir||ia  TiapoDaid^sxai  as  |iop(pf|  5do 
axr|X6v,  |iia  yia  xr|v  apxiKfj  yX6aaa  Kai  |iia  yia  xr|v  AyyXiKf|.  EtiitiXsov,  axo  PipXio 
Tispisxovxai  Kai  KdTioia  Koivd  x|if||iaxa  npoXoyoD,  Eiaaycoyfjc;,  EDxapiaxi6v  kxX. 

H  7iXof|yr|ar|  axa  Sidcpopa  |ispr|  xod  PiP^iiod  7ipay|iaxo7ioisixai  5ia|isaoD  KaxdXXr|Xa 
xo7ioOsxr||isvcov  aDv5sa|icov  (D7ispaDv5sa|icov)  KaOiax6vxa(;  tiio  sdkoXti  xr|v  avdyvcoar|  Kai 
SDpsarj  7iXr|po(popia(;  axo  PipXio. 

nspa  aTio  xo  xsXiko  Tipoiov  tiod  f|xav  o  KDpiO(;  aK0Ti6(;  xod  spyoD  ELBA  Kai  xr|v  STiacpfj 
|is  VEEq  xsxviKS(;  Kai  npaKxiKsq  STiiar||iaivoD|is  svav  aXko  aKOTio  xod  spyoD  tiod  acpopd  axrjv 
aDVxovia|isvr|  Kai  Kaxavs|ir||isvr|  opydvcoar|  Kai  DXoTioir|ar|  xod  spyoD  KaQ(hq  Kai  xr|v  s|iTisipia 
aDVspyaaiac;  5ia|isaoD  r|XsKxpoviK6v  Sikxdcov  |isydXr|(;  yscoypacpiKfjc;  s^i^Eksmq.  To  xsXsDxaio 
Oa  STipsTis  iaco(;  va  aD|iTispiXa|iPdvsxai  axo  Tip6ypa|i|ia  xcov  STiayysX|iaxiK6v  ivaxixoDxcov 
Kaxdpxiar|(;  TipoKsi|isvoD  va  opyav6voDV  0|id5s(;  as  5ia(popsxiKS(;  x^P^?  ^^^  yscoypa(piKS(; 
Tispioxs(;. 

H  avdTixD^ri  xod  rjXsKxpoviKOD  PipXioD  Tispa  aTio  xk;  xsxviks(;  jikEvpsq  xr|(;  5oDA.sid(;, 
|ia(;  Pof|Or|as  va  yvcopiaxoD|is  |isxa^D  |ia(;  |isaa  aTio  xr|v  avxaXXayfj  TioXixia|iiK6v  axoixsicov 
Kai  xr|v  svaco|idxcoaf|  |ia(;  as  sva  SDpD  (pda|ia  5ia(popsxiK6v  TioXixia|iiK6v  5paaxr|pioxf|xcov  as 
KdOs  x^P^-  ETiiTipoaOsxa,  oao  oi  SiacpopsxiKoi  SDpcoTiaiKoi  TioXixia|ioi  aKoXoDOoDV 
SiacpopsxiKO  pd0|i6  avdTixD^r|(;,  oi  VEsq  TE'/yoXoyiEq  XsixoDpyoDV  (Dq  Por|Or|xiKd  |isaa  yia  xr| 
|isicoar|  xod  xaa^iaxoq  |isxa^D  aTO[UKr\q  Kai  KoivcoviKf|(;  avdTixD^rjc;  yia  xr|v  s5paicoar|  [imq 
Koivr\q  SDpcoTiaiKf|(;  \\fvxr\q. 

Atio  aDxf|  xr|v  otixikt]  Kai  Kdxco  aTio  xo  TiXaiaio  Tr[q  oiKo56|ir|ar|(;  svoc;  5iaTioXixia|iiKOD 
SiaXoyoD,  xo  spyo  ELBA  aTioxsXsi  sva  5siy|ia  aDVSKxiKfjc;  aD|i|isxoxr|(;  axr|  5r||ioDpyia  svoq 
TioXixia|iiKOD  SiKXDaKOD  aDVoXoD  TIOD  Tipofjyays  xr|v  siaaycoyfj  as  vssq  xsyyoXoyisq  Kai  [laq 
Tiapsixs  |iia  KapTiocpopa  aDvspyaaia  tiod  sviaxDas  xr|v  TipcoxoPoD^ia  Kai  DTisD0Dv6xr|xa  xcov 
aD|i|isxsx6vxcov. 


Pilar  Catano  Canabal 
SDVxoviaxpia  'EpyoD  ELBA 
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Prologo        I  I 


[English] 


Viviamo  in  un  mondo  nel  quale  stanno  avvenendo  cambiamenti  profondi  che 
incidono  sulle  modalita  e  sui  mezzi  di  comunicazione.  Modalita  e  mezzi  strettamente  legati 
per  sostenere  la  cosiddetta  Societa  della  Conoscenza. 

Nella  storia  deirumanita,  raccumulazione  e  la  trasmissione  di  questa  conoscenza 
sono  state  realizzate  attraverso  i  libri,  le  biblioteche  ed  i  sistemi  educativi.  Attualmente  gli 
elementi-chiave  della  conoscenza  quali  le  scuole  e  le  biblioteche  stanno  subendo  una 
profonda  trasformazione  che  riflette,  da  un  lato,  le  nuove  modalita  editoriali  e  la  struttura  ed 
organizzazione  dei  nuovi  tipi  di  biblioteca  e,  dall'altro,  la  necessita  per  le  metodologie 
pedagogiche  ed  educative,  di  evolvere  verso  la  capacita  di  essere  metodologie  utili 
all'apprendimento  durante  tutto  I'arco  della  vita.  Inoltre,  la  richiesta  di  lavoro  necessaria  alia 
sempre  piu  presente  Societa  della  Conoscenza,  coinvolgera  un  aumento  costante  di 
informazioni  ed  una  conoscenza  altamente  dinamica,  in  grado  di  muoversi  velocemente  al 
passo  con  i  tempi. 

AU'interno  di  questo  quadro  generale,  il  progetto  ha  voluto  contribuire 
all'individuazione  di  nuove  modalita  di  lavoro  e  di  organizzazione  del  lavoro  e  alia  ricerca  di 
nuove  metodologie  sperimentali  applicate  aU'editoria  non  tradizionale,  tramite  I'utilizzo  di 
competenze  tecniche  e  requisiti  innovativi. 

In  fase  di  realizzazione  del  progetto,  inoltre,  il  partenariato  e  diventato  sempre  piu 
consapevole  del  fatto  che  la  collaborazione  coinvolgeva  strettamente  I'integrazione  culturale 
dei  Paesi,  sia  quelli  partecipanti  al  progetto  che  tutti  i  Paesi  europei  attraverso 
I'implementazione  di  un  prodotto  il  cui  contenuto  riguardava  la  poesia,  storicamente  tra  le 
piu  adeguate  espressioni  culturali. 

Per  questo  il  partenariato  ha  realizzato  una  Raccolta  Europea  di  Poesia  e  Arte  dal  19° 
alia  meta  del  20°  secolo  dei  Paesi  partecipanti  al  progetto.  II  lavoro  di  raccolta  e  iniziato  con 
la  stesura  dei  contenuti  e  la  defmizione  della  struttura  del  testo  elettronico,  uno  dei  prodotti 
previsti  dal  progetto. 

II  prodotto  realizzato  ha  ovviamente  richiesto  uno  studio  preventivo  della  Letteratura, 
Cultura  e  Storia  che  ha  abbracciato  tutto  il  periodo  determinato.  E'  stato  anche  concordato  che 
la  raccolta  contenesse  un  poema  di  ognuno  dei  cinquanta  poeti  selezionati  in  ogni  Paese 
partecipante. 

II  partenariato  ha  pertanto  studiato  i  repertori  storici  e  culturali,  i  contesti,  le  similarita 
tra  i  diversi  Paesi  ed  ha  avuto  I'opportunita  di  riflettere  sul  fatto  che  ci  potrebbe  essere  un 
capovolgimento  di  fronte  neH'integrazione  europea.  Una  mutua  conoscenza  per  sostenere  il 
terreno  comune  europeo  che  garantirebbe  un  avvicinamento  tra  le  culture. 

II  risultato  di  questo  lavoro  e  stata  la  raccolta  di  piu  di  250  opere,  di  autori  di  cinque 
Paesi,  scritti  in  quattro  diverse  lingue  .  Alio  scopo  di  ottenere  un  prodotto  omogeneo  il 
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partenariato  ha  scelto  la  lingua  inglese  come  veicolo  di  comunicazione,  mantenendo  anche  la 
propria  lingua  per  esprimere  la  diversita  all'interno  deH'unitarieta.  E'  stato  pertanto 
necessario  reperire,  successivamente,  le  traduzioni  dei  poemi  o  tradurli  se  non  vi  erano,  con 
I'obiettivo  di  realizzare  un  prodotto  multi  lingue. 

II  compimento  del  precedente  lavoro  intellettuale  e  parso  assolutamente  necessario 
prima  di  cominciare  un  processo  di  tipo  tecnico,  in  quanta  studiare  e  conoscere  gli  obiettivi 
delle  azioni  da  realizzare  stimola  ed  arricchisce  il  processo  formativo. 

Essendo  focalizzati  sulla  Societa  della  conoscenza,  i  temi  principali  sono  stati  il 
contenuta  e  le  tecniche  utilizzate,  Rispetta  a  cio  il  lavoro  dovrebbe  facilitare  la  creazione  di 
cultura,  la  sua  diffusione  e  I'applicazione  al  processo  di  produzione  dei  beni  tramite 
Tutilizzo  di  tecnologie  informatiche. 

Dapprima  il  lavoro  e  stata  focalizzata  sulla  defmizione  della  struttura  del  testa 
elettronico,  in  altre  parole  del  prodotto  materiale  che  avevamo  in  mente.  L'architettura 
sttuttura  ci  ha  portato  prima  alia  ricerca  della  natura  e  della  struttura  di  questa  tipo  di  testo. 
In  secondo  luogo,  I'obiettivo  e  stato  di  apprendere  le  tecniche  di  digitalizzazione,  necessarie 
per  passare  dai  testi  su  supporto  cartaceo  a  quelli  su  supporto  elettronico  e  di  sperimentare 
quali  fossero  i  mezzi  piu  adeguati  da  utilizzare  nel  nostro  caso. 

Successivamente  le  attivita  sono  state  distribuite  tra  i  diversi  partner  attraverso 
I'elaborazioni  di  strumenti  di  comunicazione  elettronica.  I  discenti  adulti  delle  diverse 
Organizzazioni  sono  stati  coinvolti  nella  formazione  sulle  diverse  tecniche  di  digitalizzazione 
e  sulla  strutturazione  del  testo  elettronico.  E'  stato  pertanto  inserito,  aH'interno  della  lifelong 
learning  per  gli  adulti,  un  tema  innovativo,  basato  su  una  nuova  tecnologia,  il  quale  inoltre 
ha  sulla  pubblicazione  digitale,  un  forte  effetto  moltiplicatore. 

Effettivamente  nel  futuro  imminente,  la  maggior  parte  delle  informazioni  circolera  su 
basi  digitali.  Siamo  convinti  che  la  qualificazione  di  tali  tecniche  sara  il  fondamento  della 
diffusione  e  dell'apprendimento  di  altre  tecniche  che  saranno  enunciate  e  spiegate  attraverso 
"testi  digitali",  con  la  possibilita  di  inserire  immagini,  suoni  e  collegamenti  con  video  e  altri 
strumenti  interattivi  che  faciliteranno  la  formazione. 

Inoltre,  grazie  all'essenza  stessa  delle  tecniche  elettroniche,  molto  diverse  da  quelle 
originariamente  proposte  da  Gutenberg,  sara  possibile  rendere  piu  semplici,  oltre  che  molto 
piu  economico,  le  piattaforme  hardware  necessarie  alia  produzione  di  edizioni  digitali,  la  loro 
installazione,  la  loro  manutenzione,  rispetto  ai  metodi  tradizionalmente  usati.  Diventera 
dunque  piu  facile  installare  piccole  unita  produttive,  anche  da  casa,  per  la  produzione  di 
prodotti  digitali  ad  alto  livello  qualitativo. 

Sull'altro  versante,  la  promozione  di  testi  ed  edizioni  digitali,  non  solo  di  nuovi  testi 
nuovi  ma  anche  di  quelli  che  giacciono  nelle  biblioteche  e  negli  archivi  e  la  loro 
organizzazione  in  biblioteche  digitali,  facilitera  la  lettura  di  libri  e  I'accesso  ad  una  cultura 
fruibile  da  tutti. 

II  lavoro  e  stato  portato  a  termine  con  I'edizione  di  un  testo  elettronico  su  supporto 
informatico,  intitolato  "Antologia  Europea  Sociale  della  Poesia  e  dell' Arte  (1800-  1950)".  Le 
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attivita  intraprese  nell' ultima  fase  hanno  principalmente  riguardato  la  progettazione  della 
struttura  e  la  realizzazione  fisica  del  testo  elettronico. 

La  struttura  e  stata  defmita  dalla  divisione  del  materiale  in  5  capitoli  (uno  per  ogni 
Paese  partecipante  al  progetto).  Ogni  sezione  e  costituita  da  un  introduzione  che  illustra,  per 
ogni  Paese,  il  contesto  storico  del  periodo  considerato,  un  indice  degli  autori,  una  breve 
biografia  di  ciascuno  di  loro  e  un  poema  su  due  colonne,  la  prima  con  il  testo  originale,  la 
seconda  con  la  traduzione  o,  in  assenza  di  questa,  con  una  breve  descrizione/commento. 
Inoltre  il  testo  elettronico  contiene  altre  sezioni  dedicate  al  prologo,  all' introduzione,  ai 
ringraziamenti  e  alia  bibliografia. 

La  navigazione  aU'interno  del  testo  e  consentita  da  una  serie  di  collegamenti 
{hyperlinks)  che,  partendo  dall'indice  conducono  il  lettore  ai  diversi  capitoli  e,  dagli  indici 
dei  diversi  capitoli,  alia  sezione  di  ogni  poeta  con  la  possibilita  di  ritornare  indietro,  rendendo 
cosi  lo  spostamento  aU'interno  del  testo,  facile  ed  efficace. 

I  passi  successivi  del  progetto  hanno  inoltre  valutato  I'opportunita  di  inserire  il  testo 
aU'interno  della  rete  o  la  possibilita  di  cominciare  a  costruire  una  biblioteca  digitale. 

Al  di  la  dello  specifico  prodotto  descritto,  obiettivo  principale  del  progetto  ELBA  e 
I'introduzione  di  nuove  tecniche  e  pratiche,  e  stato  raggiunto  I'obiettivo  di  utilizzare 
un'organizzazione  coordinata  e  condivisa  nello  sviluppo  di  progetti  e  la  sperimentazione  di  un 
lavoro  cooperativo  attraverso  I'uso  di  reti  informatiche  collocate  in  aree  geograficamente 
molto  distanti.  Questo  tema  dovrebbe  essere  inserito  come  area  formativa  aU'interno  dei  corsi 
delle  Organizzazioni  partecipanti  alio  scopo  di  costituire  gruppi  di  lavoro  collocati  in  Paesi 
diversi  e  aree  geografiche  distanti. 

Al  di  la  degli  aspetti  tecnici  del  lavoro  effettuato,  lo  sviluppo  di  un  testo  elettronico  ha 
consentito  la  conoscenza  reciproca  tra  i  partners,  attraverso  la  defmizione  dei  profili  culturali 
dei  diversi  Paesi  e  ha  favorito  il  trasferimento  della  conoscenza  e,  di  conseguenza, 
I'integrazione  aU'interno  dell'ampia  diversita  culturale  dei  Paesi  partecipanti  al  progetto. 
Inoltre,  poiche  il  processo  di  evoluzione  delle  diverse  culture  europee  ha  ritmi  diversi,  le 
nuove  tecnologie  agiscono  da  strumenti  che  colmano  le  lacune  tra  individuo  e  sviluppo 
sociale  per  la  nascita  di  un'unica  anima  europea. 

Rispetto  a  cio  e  aU'interno  del  nuovo  quadro  di  costruzione  del  dialogo  interculturale, 
il  progetto  ELBA  si  pone  some  esempio  di  partecipazione  congiunta  per  la  creazione  di  una 
rete  culturale  aU'interno  di  un  testo,  il  quale  ha  promosso  I'introduzione  delle  nuove 
tecnologie  e  ha  dato  spazio  ad  una  fruttuosa  attivita  di  coUaborazione,  aumentando  I'iniziativa 
e  la  responsabilita  di  tutti  i  partecipanti. 


Pilar  Catano  Canabal 
Coordinatore  del  Projetto  ELBA 
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Prologas       ^H  [English] 

Pastaraisiais  metais  didieji  komunikaciniai  pokyciai  [gavo  pagreit[,  tad  placioji 
visuomene  yra  tiesiogiai  priversta  taikytis  prie  naujoviij. 

Istorijos  tekmeje  zinios  buvo  perduodamos  bibliotekose,  per  knygas,  o  siuolaikinis 
svietimas  transformuojasi,  tampa  svarbi  mokymosi  vis^  gyvenim^  koncepcija.  Atsiranda 
naujos  bibliotekos,  knygos,  kuriose  bandoma  sutalpinti  didziul[  informacijos  kiek[. 

Siame  kontekste  savo  projektu  norejome  pletoti  siuolaikines  technology  as,  taikyti 
naujus,  atitinkancius  laikmecio  poreikius  veiklos  metodus.  Organizuodami  darb^  stengemes 
suvienyti  visas  projekte  dalyvaujancias  salis  partneres,  integmoti  projekto,  atskleidziancio 
poezijos  ekspresij^kulturineje  plotmeje,  veikl^. 

Tokiu  budu  ememe  rinkti  XIX  a.  -  XX  a.vidurio  darbn  kolekcij^  atskleidziancio 
projekte  dalyvavusin  saliij  istorin[  laikmeti  bei  kultur^  sutareme  del  elektronines  knygos 
turinio  bei  strukturos.  Buvo  nutarta  surinkti  penkiasdesimties  kiekvienos  salies  poetn 
veikalus.  Taip  pat  buvo  isnagrinetas  kulturinis  bei  istorinis  kontekstas,  salin  panasumai  bei 
skirtumai,  stengiamasi  derinti  nuomones  bei  pakreipti  veikl^bendra  linkme. 

Viso  darbo  rezultatas  matomas  250-yje  eilerascin  is  penkii^  salin,  parasytij  keturiomis 
kalbomis.  Kad  sukurtume  homogenisk^  produkt^  pasirinkome  anglij  kalb^  kaip  pagrind^ 
jungiant[  salin  [vairialypiskum^.  leskojome  eilerasciij  vertimo,  o  jn  nerad?,  trumpai  juos 
apraseme  ar  verteme  patys.  Rezultatas  -  [vairiakalbis  produktas. 

Si  intelektine  veikla  yra  kitos,  technines,  veiklos  pagrindas.  Placiajai  visuomenei, 
kuriai  sis  darbas  ir  yra  orientuotas,  svarbiausia  yra  turinys  bei  veiklos  budai,  todel  sklaida  taps 
produktyvesne,  metodai  aiskesni.  Taciau,  pries  parasant  knyg^  reikejo  nubrezti  gaires,  kurios 
padetii  atrinkti  produktyviausias  technines  bei  skaitmenines  priemones,  padedancias  kurti 
knyg^.  Taigi  teko  isstudijuoti  elektroninin  knygij  kilm?,  struktur^  pasidalinti  uzduotis  bei 
[traukti  projekte  dalyvaujancin  institucijn  mokinius  [  knygos  kurim^  ir  jos  technin[ 
apipavidalinim^. 

Artimiausioje  ateityje  skaitmenines  technologijos  uzims  svarbi^  viet^  tick  kuriant 
knygas,  tick  pletojant  ir  kit^  kulturin?  veikl^.  Popierines  knygas  pakeis  elektronines  vaizdo 
bei  garso  knygos,  lengvinancios  lavinam^[  proces^.  Elektronine  informacija  labai  palengvina 
darb^  yra  produktyvesne  bei  ekonomiskesne  nei  Guttenbergo  mechanines  priemones.  Sitokia 
produkcija  yra  prieinama  net  namuose. 

Taigi  yra  labai  svarbu,  kad  ne  tik  naujai  sukurti,  bet  ir  musn  senosiose  bibliotekose 
gulintys  popieriniai  tekstai  butu  perkelti  [  elektronines  bibliotekas  ir  taptu  prieinami 
visuomenei. 

Po  ilgai  trukusio  darbo  pavadinome  savo  knyg^  „Socialines  poezijos  bei  meno 
europine  kolekcija  (1800  -  1950)",  j^apipavidalinome  ir  paruoseme  vartotojui. 
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Knyga  susideda  is  penkii^  dalin  -  viena  dalis  vienai  saliai  (projekto  partnerei). 
Kiekviena  dalis  susideda  is  [zangos,  atskleidziancios  salies  istorin[  kontekst^  kurejn  rodykles 
bei  jn  biografijos  faktu,  po  kurii^  seka  kuriniai,  isdestyti  dviejuose  stulpeliuose:  viename 
stulpelyje  angliska  eilerascio  versija  arba  angliskas  jo  aprasymas,  o  kitame  -  eilerastis 
originalo  kalba.  Knygoje  taip  pat  yra  prologas,  pratarme,  padeka  bei  bibliografija.  Knyga 
skaitoma  remiantis  serija  nuorodij,  padedanciij  rasti  reikiamas  knygos  vietas. 

Be  pries  tai  mineto  galutinio  ELBA  projekto  tikslo  bei  svarbaus  techniniij  priemonin 
panaudojimo  akcento,  labai  svarbu  pamineti  kulturin[  bendradarbiavim^  dalyviij  susitikimn 
metu  ir  sekming^komunikacij^per  atstum^  padejusi^suvienyti  net  kelias  Europos  salis. 
Tikimes,  kad  ELBA  sukurta  knyga  ir  toliau  sekmingai  atliks  tarpkulturines  jungties  vaidmen[. 
Si^misij^  gaiety  paspartinti  knygos  [traukimas  [  bendr^sias  mokymo  programas. 

Siuo  aspektu  ELBA  projektas  yra  puikus  tarptautinio  dialogo  bei  bendradarbiavimo 
pavyzdys,  kurio  israiska  tapo  elektronine  knyga  suaugusiems  -  naujos,  technologines  eros 
vaisius. 


Pilar  Catano  Canabal 

ELBA  Projekto  Koordinatorius 
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PrOlOgO  J^  [English] 

Estamos  inmersos  en  un  mundo  en  el  que  se  estan  efectuando  profundos  cambios  que 
afectan  al  modo  de  comunicarnos  y  a  la  manera  de  producir.  Modos  y  maneras  que,  por  otra 
parte,  estan  imbricadas  entre  si  muy  estrechamente  para  generar  lo  que  empieza  a  llamarse 
Sociedad  del  Conocimiento.  En  efecto,  en  la  sociedad  actual  la  caracteristica  emergente  es  el 
conocimiento,  conocimiento  que  resulta  de  la  comunicacion  entre  los  hombres  y  de  estos  con 
la  naturaleza  a  traves  de  sus  actividades  de  produccion  de  los  bienes  que  le  son  necesarios 
para  su  mantenimiento  y  para  su  desarrollo  humano.  La  acumulacion  y  transmision  de  este 
conocimiento  se  ha  realizado  a  lo  largo  de  la  historia  a  traves  de  los  libros  y  las  bibliotecas  y 
de  los  sistemas  educativos.  En  el  momento  actual  estos  elementos  -bibliotecas  y  escuelas- 
estan  sufriendo  una  profunda  transformacion  que  se  refleja,  por  una  parte,  en  la  nueva  forma 
de  editar  y  en  la  estructura  y  organizacion  de  los  nuevos  tipos  de  bibliotecas  y,  por  otra,  en  la 
necesidad  de  que  evolucionen  los  metodos  de  ensenanza  y  de  pedagogia  cada  vez  mas 
orientados  a  una  formacion  permanente. 

Ademas,  los  requerimientos  de  trabajo  que  se  de  demandaran  en  la  naciente  Sociedad 
del  Conocimiento  implican  una  cantidad  cada  vez  mayor  de  informacion  y  de  conocimientos 
altamente  dinamicos  que  evolucionaran  rapidamente  en  el  tiempo.  La  creacion  de  este 
conocimiento  sera  la  principal  aportacion  del  hombre  el  los  procesos  productivos  a  los  que  se 
incorporara  mediante  artefactos  automaticos  cada  vez  mas  sofisticados. 

Dentro  de  este  marco  general,  hemos  querido  contribuir  con  el  presente  proyecto  a 
encontrar  nuevas  maneras  de  trabajar  y  de  organizar  el  trabajo  (coordinada  y  distribuida),  y  a 
estudiar  de  forma  practica  las  nuevas  tecnologias  aplicadas  a  la  edicion  mediante  la 
capacitacion  tecnica  que  las  nuevas  tareas  requieren.  Organizando  nuestro  trabajo,  conscientes 
de  que  tambien  colaboramos  a  la  integracion  cultural  de  los  paises  que  participan  en  el 
proyecto  (y  con  ello  de  Europa)  mediante  un  producto  cuyo  contenido  recoge  de  forma 
historica  una  de  las  actividades  mas  sensibles  de  la  cultura:  la  poesia.  Para  ello  nos 
propusimos  elaborar  una  Antologia  de  Poesia  social  de  los  siglos  XIX  y  primera  parte  del  XX 
de  los  paises  que  cooperaron  en  el  desarrollo  del  proyecto. 

Iniciamos  nuestra  tarea  elaborando  los  contenidos  y  estructura  del  libro  electronico 
propuesto.  Esto  nos  llevo,  como  tarea  previa,  al  estudio  de  la  literatura,  cultura  e  historia  de 
ese  periodo.  Determinamos  que  la  antologia  contuviese  algun  poema  de  medio  centenar  de 
poetas  selectos  de  cada  pais  participante.  Estudiamos  los  repertorios,  los  contextos  culturales 
e  historicos,  las  similitudes  de  situacion  en  cada  pais,  y  reflexionamos  que  para  la  integracion 
de  Europa,  debiamos  convertir  los  antagonismos  interiores  en  cooperacion  efectiva  que  se 
inicia  con  el  conocimiento  mutuo  en  la  busqueda  de  lo  comun  europeo  que  permita  acercar  las 
culturas.  El  resultado  de  este  trabajo  se  materializo  en  una  coleccion  de  mas  de  250  poemas, 
pertenecientes  a  escritores  de  cinco  paises  y  escritos  en  4  lenguas.  Para  homogeneizar  el 
producto  tomamos  la  lengua  inglesa  como  lengua  de  comunicacion  comun,  y  mantuvimos  las 
lenguas  propias  para  expresar  la  diversidad  dentro  de  la  unidad.  Para  ello  hubo  que  realizar  o 
localizar  las  traducciones  correspondientes,  con  lo  cual  se  obtuvo  un  producto  multilingtie. 
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La  realizacion  de  este  trabajo  intelectual  previo  nos  parece  que  es  muy  conveniente 
antes  de  iniciar  cualquier  trabajo  o  proceso  tecnico,  ya  que  es  muy  formativo  y  motivador 
estudiar  y  conocer  la  fmalidad  para  la  cual  se  hacen  nuestras  tareas.  Sobre  todo  si  estan 
orientadas  a  la  emergente  Sociedad  del  Conocimiento  en  la  que  lo  importante  seran  los 
contenidos  y  las  tecnicas  las  cuales  utilizaremos  para  facilitar  la  creacion  cultural,  la  difusion 
de  esta,  6  su  aplicacion  mediante  dispositivos  automaticos  a  los  procesos  de  produccion  de 
bienes  materiales. 

Despues  de  realizar  estas  tareas,  enfocamos  nuestro  trabajo  a  la  defmicion  del 
producto  material  que  teniamos  como  objetivo:  la  realizacion  de  un  libro  electronico.  Esto  nos 
llevo  en  primer  lugar  al  estudio  de  la  naturaleza  y  estructura  de  este  tipo  de  libros.  En  segundo 
lugar  a  aprender  con  las  tecnicas  de  digitalizacion  necesarias,  como  primer  paso,  para  pasar 
los  contenidos  de  textos  impresos  en  papel  a  los  nuevos  soportes  electronicos.  Y  experimentar 
cuales  eran  los  modos  mas  adecuados  a  emplear  en  nuestro  caso  concreto.  Estas  tareas  se 
realizaron  de  forma  distribuida  elaborando  herramientas  de  comunicacion  entre  los  diferentes 
grupos  asociados  al  proyecto;  participaron  en  su  realizacion  los  alumnos  de  las  instituciones 
colaboradoras  aprendiendo  las  tecnicas  de  digitalizacion  y  la  naturaleza  y  estructura  de  los 
libros  digitales. 

Asi  hemos  propuesto  un  tema  a  la  formacion  profesional  permanente  consistente  en  el 
aprendizaje  de  una  nueva  tecnologia  que,  ademas,  tiene  un  efecto  multiplicador  importante:  la 
edicion  digital.  En  efecto,  de  cara  al  futuro,  la  mayor  parte  de  la  informacion  circulara  en 
forma  digital,  por  eso  creemos  que  la  capacitacion  en  estas  tecnicas  sera  basica  para  la 
difusion  y  aprendizaje  de  otras  que  se  expondran  o  explicaran  en  "textos"  digitales,  con  la 
facilidad  de  incluir  imagenes,  audio,  y  enlaces  a  videos  y  otras  herramientas  interactivos  que 
faciliten  el  entrenamiento.  Ademas,  por  la  propia  naturaleza  de  las  tecnicas  electronicas,  a 
diferencia  de  las  mecanicas  utilizadas  por  Gutenberg,  hace  que  las  plataformas  de  hardware 
necesarias  para  la  edicion  digital  scan  mucho  mas  simples  de  uso,  de  instalacion  y  de 
mantenimiento  y  mucho  mas  economicas  que  los  metodos  anteriores  dedicados  a  la  edicion, 
por  lo  que  es  mas  sencillo  instalar  pequenos  talleres,  incluso  domesticos,  para  la  realizacion 
de  productos  de  edicion  digital  incluso  de  gran  calidad.  Por  otra  parte,  promover  la  edicion 
digital,  no  solo  de  textos  nuevos,  sino  de  los  textos  contenidos  en  nuestras  bibliotecas,  y  la 
organizacion  de  los  textos  digitales  en  bibliotecas  digitales,  facilitara  sin  duda  la  lectura  y 
pondra  al  alcance  de  todos  el  acceso  a  la  cultura. 

Terminamos  nuestro  trabajo  con  la  edicion  fisica  de  un  libro  electronico,  titulado 
"European  Collection  of  Social  Poetry  and  Art  (1800  -1950).".  Las  tareas  realizadas  en  esta 
ultima  etapa  consistieron  basicamente  en  el  diseno  de  la  estructura  y  en  la  realizacion  material 
del  libro  electronico.  La  estructura  se  fijo  mediante  la  division  del  material  en  cinco  capitulos 
(una  para  cada  pais  colaborador);  cada  seccion  se  compone  de  una  introduccion  a  la  poesia  del 
pais,  de  un  indice  de  autores  de  ese  pais,  y  a  cada  autor  se  le  dedica  una  seccion  encabezada 
por  su  biografia  seguida  de  los  poemas  correspondientes  expuestos  en  una  doble  columna 
(una  en  la  que  muestra  el  poema  en  ingles  y  otra  en  la  lengua  original);  tambien  contiene  unas 
secciones  dedicadas  a  prologo,  introduccion,  agradecimientos,  bibliografia...El 
desplazamiento  a  lo  largo  del  libro  se  realiza  a  traves  de  una  serie  de  enlaces  (hipervinculos) 
que  partiendo  de  un  indice  inicial  nos  conducen  a  cada  una  de  los  capitulos,  y  de  los  indices 
de  los  capitulos  a  la  seccion  de  cada  poeta,  los  enlaces  de  retorno  adecuados  para  que 
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desplazarse  por  el  libro  se  haga  con  toda  facilidad.  Tambien  se  ha  experimentado  con  las 
implicaciones  que  tiene,  incluir  un  libro  digital  en  la  red,  o  como  se  iniciaria  la  constitucion 
de  una  biblioteca  digital. 

Ademas  del  producto  especifico,  objeto  del  proyecto  ELBA,  y  de  la  introduccion  de 
tecnicas  y  practicas  educativas  nuevas,  queremos  tambien  senalar  como  otro  de  los  objetivos 
que  hemos  buscado  en  la  realizacion  del  proyecto,  el  empleo,  de  la  organizacion  distribuida  y 
coordinada,  en  el  desarrollo  de  proyectos  y  la  experimentacion  del  trabajo  cooperativo 
utilizando  redes  informaticas  distribuidas  en  ambitos  geograficos  amplios.  Tema  este  que 
tambien  deberia  incluirse  como  tema  de  aprendizaje  en  las  instituciones  de  capacitacion 
profesional  para  ayudar  a  la  formacion  de  equipos  de  trabajo  situados  en  distintos  paises  o 
regiones  geograficas. 

El  desarrollo  del  libro  electronico,  objetivo  del  proyecto  Elba,  aparte  de  los  aspectos 
tecnicos  de  nuestro  trabajo,  nos  ha  ayudado  a  conocernos  los  unos  a  los  otros  a  traves  de  la 
defmicion  de  los  perfiles  culturales  de  nuestros  propios  paises  y  nos  ha  permitido  la 
transferencia  de  conocimiento  y  la  integracion  dentro  de  lo  amplio  de  la  diversidad  cultural  de 
los  paises  participantes.  Ademas,  como  el  proceso  de  evolucion  de  las  diferentes  culturas 
europeas  llevan  un  paso  distinto,  las  nuevas  tecnologias  actuan  como  herramienta  que  ayudan 
a  la  nivelacion  del  desarrollo  individual  y  social  con  el  objetivo  de  la  formacion  de  un  espiritu 
comun  europeo. 

En  este  sentido  y  dentro  del  nuevo  marco  de  construccion  y  de  dialogo  intercultural  el 
proyecto  Elba  es  un  ejemplo  de  participacion  conjunta  en  la  elaboracion  de  un  tejido  cultural 
materializado  en  el  libro  desarrollado,  potenciado  por  la  introduccion  de  las  nuevas 
tecnologias,  y  dando  paso  a  una  actividad  fructifera  de  cooperacion  donde  la  iniciativa  y  la 
responsabilidad  de  los  participantes  se  incrementa. 


Pilar  Catano  Canabal 
Coordinadora  Proyecto  Elba 

[Index] 
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Foreword 


npOOi|JIO  ,   ^      ^=  [English] 

Fia  TOY  aDvr|9ia|isvo  avayv6aTr|,  r|  aK6XoD0r|  avXkoyr\  |i7iopsi  va  (pavsi  xDxaia  |is  Tr|v 
7ip6Tr|  iiaxid,  6|ico(;  av  s^sxdasi  Kokmspa  aDxd  xa  7ioif||iaxa  Kdxco  aTio  xo  7ipia|ia  xr|(;  7ioir|ar|(; 
|i7iopsi  va  5si  sva  7iXf|0O(;  aia0r|xiK6v  Kai  (piXoao(piK6v  apxcbv. 

Kd7ioiO(;  |i7iopsi  va  sXtii^si  oxi  aDxd  |i7iopow  va  ys(pDp6ooDV  xo  ksvo  avd|isaa  axr|v 
i5iaixsp6xr|xa  xcov  S|i7isipi6v  Kai  axr|v  aDvoA.iK6xr|xa  xr|(;  avxiXr|\|/r|(;  xrjc;  ^cof|(;  SK(ppa^6|isvr| 
aTTO  xr|v  EDpcoTiaiKTi  Tio^iixiaxiKfi  KA.r|povo|iid. 

npoa7ia96  va  9D|ir|96  ncdq  r|  Tioioxrjxa  xr|(;  aKS\|/r|(;,  oncdq  opi^sxai  axr|  Ai3ar|  aav 
7WSD|iaxiK6xr|xa  xcov  vscov,  sxsi  7iapaXsi(p9si  axr|v  EDpcoTiaiKfj  Koivcovia.  Dxav  5sv  ayvosixai, 
ysA^oiOTioiowxav  x^ipiv  xod  Ksp5oD(;  Kai  Xoyco  xrjc;  vXiaTiKr\q  iSsoXoyiac;. 

D|ico(;  r|  sXsD9spia  xr|(;  axo|iiKf|(;  sKcppaarjc;  aTioxsXsi  |i6vo  |iia  aTio  xk;  noXXsq 
SiacpopsxiKsc;  TikEvpsq  Tr[q  av9p67iivr|(;  5r||iioDpyiK6xr|xa(;.  H  7ioir|ar|,  oncdq  sxod|is 
7iapaxr|pf|asi,  sivai  sva  |isao  KaxdXXrjXo  yia  xr|v  5iaxf|pr|ar|  xr|(;  iaoppo7iia(;  avd|isaa  axiq  Svo 
7ipay|iaxiK6xr|xs(;  tiod  avxi|isxco7ii^si  r|  Edp^titj  avvsxcdq.  H  |iia  ajioxsXsi  xr|v  sacoxspiKfj 
TipayiiaxiKoxTjxa  xod  [ivakov,  Kai  r|  aXkr[  xr|v  7ipay|iaxiK6xr|xa  xr|(;  aDxoaDVxf|pr|ar|(;  xod 
k6o|iod  ottcoc;  aDxoc;  sivai. 

0aD|id^oD|is  xr|v  laoppoTiia  Kai  xr|v  7rvsD|iaxiKf|  7isi9apxia  tiod  GDVxsXoDvxav  axov 
KXaaiKia|i6.  E|i(pavi^sxai  s|i7WSDa|isvo  aTio  xo  K^aaiKO  |iovxsXo  xr|(;  xsXsioxrjxac;  oncDq 
s(pap|i6axr|KS  axr|  GDyxpovrj  7ioir|ar|  TiapoXo  tiod  oi  Kavovsc;  tiod  Sistiodv  |ispiKd  aTio  xa  spya 
Tipospxovxai  aTio  xr|v  iSsa  xr|(;  KXaaiKioxiKfi(;  aTio|ii|ir|ar|(;  otiodStitioxs  aD|iTispiXa|iPavo|isvcov 
Kai  xcov  TiaXaioxspcov  5r||iioDpy6v. 

To  Tispisx6|isvo  Kai  r|  5o|if|  sivai  aSiaxcbpiaxa  aDVD(paa|isva.  'Eva  Tioir||ia  |iTiopsi  va 
5r||iioDpyf|asi  5id9sar|,  siKova  r\  aDvaia9r||ia.  H  Tioir|ar|  aDvf|9co(;  |iop(pOTioisi  Xs^Eiq  r\ 
|ir|VD|iaxa.  'Eva  Tioir||ia  |iTiopsi  va  tisi  laxopisc;  Tiap6|ioiS(;  |is  sva  Tiapa|iD9i  r\  9pDXo(;.  'Eva 
Tioir||ia  ypa|i|isvo  as  OTioia5f|Tioxs  |iop(pf|  GDxvd  |ioid^si  |is  xo  pd9|i6  xr|(;  oiiikiaq.  'Eva  Tioir||ia 
liTiopsi  va  sivai  ypa|i|isvo  axsxiKd  |is  xr|  ^cof|  KdTioioD,  xa  yvcopia|iaxa  |iia  TipoacoTHKoxrjxac; 
Kai  xic;  (piXo5o^is(;.  H  Tioir|ar|  avxi|isxcoTii^si  noXkEq  (pops(;  sva  aoPapo  9s|ia  |is  x^oD|iop.  Ta 
9s|iaxa  aDvf|9co(;  GDvSsovxai  |is  xr|v  aydTirj  Kai  xov  po|iavxia|i6. 

H  Tioirjarj  tiod  xrjpsi  xk;  apxsc;  Kai  xa  iSaviKd  xrjc;  o|iop(pid(;  tiod  sivai  xocpaKxrjpiaxiKd 
xr|(;  EXkr[viKr\q  Kai  pco|iaiKf|(;  xsxvrjc;,  apxixsKxoviKfjc;  Kai  Xoyoxsxvia(;. 

'Eva  Tioir||ia  |iiXdsi  as  svav  aKpoaxfj.  'Eva  Tioir||ia  |iTiopsi  va  sivai  ypa|i|isvo  axr| 
|ivf||ir|  av9p6Ticov  oXcov  xcov  s9v6v  Kai  xcov  TioXixia|i6v.  'Eva  aDvxo|io  XDpiKo  Tioir||ia  |iTiopsi 
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va  Tispisxsi  7roir|TiKS(;  aKE\\fEiq.  Oi  aKs\|/si(;  Kai  xa  6s|iaTa  sivai  aDvf|9co(;  aDv5s5s|isva  |is  Tr|v 
aydTiTj  Kai  xov  po|iavTia|i6.  H  KaxaicXsiSa  GDxvd  7ispiXa|iPdvsi  to  |if|VD|ia  Tr|(;  ^cof|(;  tod 
7ioir|Tf|  67ico(;  o  i5iO(;  o  7ioir|Tf|(;  ttjv  avTiXa|iPdvsTai. 

H  7ioir|ar|,  |iia  sipr|viKf|  Kai  i5saTf|  oKr|vf|,  Xssi  iaTopis(;  axsTiKd  |is  f|pcos(;  Tr|(;  nakiaq 
STioxTj^;.  H  7ioir|ar|  aTisiKovi^si  Tr|v  aypoTiKf|  ^cof|  |is  svav  sipr|viK6  po|iavTiK6  TpoTio. 

[Index] 


Prefazione       I  I 


[English] 


Per  il  lettore  casuale,  le  seguenti  selezioni  letterarie  potrebbero  sembrare,  ad  un  primo 
sguardo,  casuali;  tuttavia,  esaminando  piu  approfonditamente  queste  opere  si  puo  intravedere, 
attraverso  il  prisma  della  poesia,  dei  principi  estetici  e  filosofici. 

II  lettore  puo  anche  sperare  che  cio  possa  colmare  la  lacuna  tra  cio  che  di  particolare 
c'e  nella  sua  esperienza  e  cio  che  di  universale  c'e  nella  prospettiva  della  vita,  espressa  nella 
cultura  e  nei  mondi  Europei. 

Cerco  di  ricordare  come  le  qualita  della  mente,  considerate  nel  mondo  occidentale 
come  aspetto  di  elezione  dei  giovani,  sono  stati  trascurati  nella  societa  Europea.  Quando  non 
ignorati,  tali  aspetti  sono  stati  ridicolizzati  in  nome  del  profitto  e  suUa  base  di  un'ideologia 
materialistica. 

Tuttavia,  la  liberta  di  espressione  individuale,  costituisce  uno  dei  molti  aspetti  della 
creativita  umana.  La  Poesia,  come  abbiamo  osservato,  e  il  mezzo  piu  adeguato  per 
mantenere  I'equilibrio  tra  le  due  realta  che  I'Europa  si  trova  costantemente  ad  affrontare;  la 
prima,  che  e  la  realta  piu  interiore  della  mente  e  I'altra  che  e  la  realta  dell'auto- 
conservazione  del  mondo. 

Ammiriamo  I'equilibrio  e  la  moderazione  intellettuale  attribuiti  al  Classicismo.  Esso 
appare  ispirato  dal  modello  classico  di  eccellenza  applicato  alia  poesia  contemporanea,  anche 
se  le  regole  che  governano  alcune  delle  opere  sono  assolutamente  lontane  dalla  nozione  di 
imitazione  classicistica  dei  poeti,  compresi  i  vecchi  artisti. 

II  contenuto  e  la  forma  sono  inseparabilmente  intrecciati.  Un  poema  puo  creare  un 
clima,  un'immagine  o  un  sentimento.  La  poesia  di  solito  compone  parole  o  messaggi.  Un 
poema  puo  raccontare  storie  simili  a  favole  popolari  o  leggende.  Un  poema,  qualunque  sia  lo 
stile  con  il  quale  e  stato  scritto,  e  spesso  simile  al  ritmo  del  linguaggio.  Un  poema  e  spesso 
autobiografico,  descrive  tratti  di  personalita  e  ambizioni.  La  poesia  tratta  temi  seri  talvolta  con 
umorismo.  I  temi  sono  spesso  coUegati  all'amore  e  alle  relazioni  amorose. 

La  poesia  che  contiene  i  principi  e  gli  ideali  di  bellezza  che  sono  caratteristiche 
dell'arte,  dell'architettura  e  della  letteratura  greche  e  romane. 
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Un  poema  parla  a  chi  lo  ascolta.  Un  poema  scritto  in  onore  del  popolo  e  e  di  tutte  le 
nazioni  e  le  culture.  Un  breve  componimento  lirico  puo  contenere  il  pensiero  poetico.  I  temi 
sono  spesso  collegati  alPamore  e  alle  relazioni  amorose.  L'impronta  finale  spesso  contiene  il 
senso  della  vita  come  e  percepito  dal  poeta. 

La  Poesia,  idealizzato  scenario  di  pace  ,  ci  racconta  storie  di  eroi  del  tempo  passato. 
La  Poesia  descrive  la  vita  contadina  in  un  modo  romantico  e  pieno  di  pace. 

[Index] 


Pratarme      ^H  [English] 

Is  pirmo  zvilgsnio  si  pratarme  skaitytojui  gali  pasirodyti  leksta,  taciau  perskait^s  siuos 
eilerascius,  jis  tureti^  [zvelgti  estetinin  bei  filosofmiij  vertybin.  Galima  tiketis,  kad  tai  priartins 
patirt[  prie  universalaus  poziurio  [  europines  kulturos  gyvenim^. 

Daznai  tikrosios  Europos  vertybes  yra  pamirstamos,  jas  keicia  materialines, 
svarbiausiu  dalyku  tampa  turtas  ir  pinigai.  Laimei,  saviraiskos  laisve  vis  dar  skatina  zmogi^ 
kurti.  Poezija  tarsi  tiltas,  jungiantis  du  krantus,  islaiko  pusiausvyr^  tarp  dviejn  realijn,  su 
kuriomis  Europa  susiduria  -  proto  ir  poreikio  issaugoti  kulturin[  paveld^. 

Mes  zavimes  Europos  klasicizmo  literaturos  santurumu,  kur[  nuleme  griezti  kanonai 
iki  siol  darantys  [tak^  siuolaikinei  poezijai. 

Turinys  ir  forma  yra  neatsiejami.  Eilerastis  kuria  nuotaik^  jausm^  vaizdin[.  Poezija 
daznai  atspindi  sen^sias  pasakas  ir  legendas,  ji  prabyla  [  zmogij  tarsi  gyva  butybe.  Atskleidzia 
zmonin  gyvenimus,  jn  vertybes  bei  ambicijas,  rimtas  problemas  sprendzia  su  sypsena.  Juk 
dazniausia  eilerasciij  tematika  esti  meile. 

Betgi  yra  ir  poezijos,  kalbancios  apie  idealus,  artimus  graikij  bei  romenij  kulturai,  ji^ 
menui. 

Eilerastis  kalba  su  skaitytoju.  Eilerastis  kreipiasi  [  visij  tautij  bei  kulturij  zmones, 
daznai  atskleisdamas  kurejo  isgyvenimus,  sen^sias  vertybes  bei  pasaulio  suvokim^. 


[Index] 
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Prefacio       ^^  [EngUsh] 

Para  un  lector  desatento  podria  parecer,  a  primera  vista,  que  la  seleccion  de  poemas 
aqui  recogidos  se  hubiese  hecho  al  azar,  pero  si  examinase  de  cerca  estos  poemas  con  el 
prisma  de  la  poesia  se  daria  cuenta  que  hemos  utilizado  un  gran  numero  de  principios 
esteticos  y  filosoficos. 

Ademas,  esperamos  que  esta  seleccion  sirva  de  puente  para  unir  la  diferencia  que 
separa  la  experiencia  particular  de  cada  pais  y  la  perspectiva  universal  expresadas  por  la 
cultura  y  los  mundos  europeos. 

Se  trata  de  recuperar  las  cualidades  de  la  mente,  consideradas  en  Occidente  como  el 
espiritu  de  la  juventud,  que  ban  sido  relegadas  en  la  sociedad  europea,  cuando  no  ignoradas  o 
despreciadas,  en  nombre  del  beneficio,  sobre  la  base  de  una  ideologia  materialista. 

Sin  embargo,  la  libertad  de  expresion  individual  constituye  solo  uno  de  los  muchos  y 
diferentes  aspectos  de  la  creatividad  humana.  La  Poesia  -tal  como  la  hemos  considerado-  es 
el  medio  mas  adecuado  para  mantener  el  equilibrio  entre  las  dos  realidades  con  las  que  se 
enfrenta  constantemente  Europa:  una,  la  realidad  interna  de  la  mente,  y  la  otra,  la  realidad  de 
la  auto  conservacion  en  el  mundo  tal  como  es. 

El  contenido  y  la  forma  se  entretejen  indefmidamente.  Un  poema  puede  crear  un 
estado  de  animo,  una  imagen  6  un  sentimiento.  La  poesia  forma  regularmente  palabras  y 
mensajes.  Un  poema  puede  contar  historias  en  forma  de  cuentos  populares  6  leyendas.  Un 
poema  escrito  en  cualquier  estilo  recuerda,  a  menudo,  los  ritmos  del  lenguaje,  por  ejemplo,  un 
poema  escrito  sobre  la  propia  vida,  sobre  la  personalidad,  los  rasgos  y  las  ambiciones.  La 
poesia  trata,  a  veces,  temas  serios  con  humor,  o  temas  relacionados  con  el  amor  y  el  romance. 
La  poesia  mantiene  los  principios  e  ideales  de  la  belleza  caracteristicos  del  arte,  la 
arquitectura  y  la  literatura  greco-romana. 

Un  poema  le  habla  al  oyente,  un  poema  escrito  en  honor  de  la  gente  de  todas  las 
naciones  y  culturas.  Un  breve  poema  lirico  puede  contener  profundos  pensamientos  poeticos. 
Los  pensamientos  y  los  temas  en  la  poesia  estan  frecuentemente  relacionados  con  el  amor  y  el 
romance.  El  contenido  final  del  poema  incluye,  a  menudo,  el  significado  de  la  vida  tal  como 
ha  sido  percibida  por  el  propio  poeta. 

La  poesia,  en  una  escena  pacifica  e  idealizada,  cuenta  historias  sobre  heroes  de  otro 
tiempo.  La  poesia  representa  la  vida  rural  de  una  manera  pacifica  y  romantica. 

[Index] 
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